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DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
 
 
MOLE 
 
RATTY 
 
RED SQUIRREL 
 
TWO DUCKS 
 
BADGER 
 
TOAD 
 
WILD WOODERS (INCLUDING A FERRET) 
 
TWO RABBITS 
 
TWO SWALLOWS 
 
THE VOICE OF A BOY 
 
BLACK RAT 
 
GIRL 
 
PIPER AT THE GATES OF DAWN 
 
 
Suggested Doubling 
 
 
Actor One MOLE, WILD WOODER 
 
Actor Two  RATTY, WILD WOODER 
 
Actor Three RED SQUIRREL, DUCK, RABBIT, SWALLOW, GIRL, WILD WOODER 
 
Actor Four DUCK, FERRET, RABBIT, SWALLOW, BLACK RAT 
 
Actor Five BADGER, WILD WOODER 
 
Actor Six TOAD, WILD WOODER 
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  ACT ONE – SPRING 
 
   

Act One Scene One – The River Bank 
 
We have entered to a river bank frozen in the depths of winter.  However, 
as we watch and listen, we see and hear the first signs of spring.  The 
landscape and its animals wake, stretch and return to life. 
 
We see a mole hill. 

 
A mole begins to emerge from the mole hill.  It sniffs the air cautiously.  
Sure that there are no predators around, it pulls itself further into the open 
air. 
 
The mole revels in the glories of spring. 

 
   

SONG: THE SONG OF SPRING 
 

MOLE  It’s moving in the air above, 
As deep beneath the ground 
The world is stretching, waking up, 

  New life is all around. 
 
  The sunshine’s warm upon my fur, 
  Soft winds caress my face, 
  The carolling of happy birds 
  Makes earth a blessed place. 
 

A water rat has emerged from his hole. 
 
RATTY  So come outside, shake winter off, 

Let all glad creatures sing, 
The wonder of the brand new year, 
The sheer delight of spring! 
 

MOLE & And this is how we welcome in 
RATTY The year in all its glory – 

Spring, summer, autumn, winter too – 
The seasons of our story. 
 

 
The mole and the water ray suddenly see each other. 

 
A tense moment.  Neither animal is sure if the other is a predator. 
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The water rat decides that the mole is no threat and turns away. 

 
MOLE  [In relief.] Oh my! 
 

The water rat stops in its tracks, unsure of what is had just heard.  Then it 
turns back to face the mole. 

 
RATTY I say, did you just talk? 
 
  No response. 
 
  I’m sure that I just heard you talk. 
 
  No response. 
 
  You did talk, didn’t you? 
 
MOLE  No.  [Realising that he has given the game away.] Oh my! 
 
RATTY So you can talk. 
 
MOLE  Oh my! 
 
RATTY Not that you say very much.  ‘Oh my!’ 
 
MOLE  Oh my! 
 
RATTY There – you’re doing it again. 
 
MOLE  Oh my!  Sorry. 
 
  A brief pause. 
 
  MOLE suddenly realises the obvious. 
 
  You can talk too. 
 
RATTY I can.  Of course, I can.  We’re all that it these days. 
 
 A RED SQUIRREL passes by. 
 
SQUIRREL Good morning, Ratty.  Lovely day! 
 
RATTY Isn’t it!  [To MOLE.] Do you see what I mean? 
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SQUIRREL Have you seen an enormous nut hereabouts?  I hid it last autumn but I 
can’t seem it find it now.  I’m sure I put it somewhere obvious… 

 
 The SQUIRREL exits. 
 
MOLE  What are you?  Sorry. 
 
RATTY  You mean, who are you?  Always who, never what. 
 
MOLE  Sorry, yes, oh my!  Who are you? 
 
RATTY  I’m a water rat.  But please, call me Ratty. 
 
MOLE  Mr Ratty. 
 
RATTY Just Ratty. 
 
MOLE  Just Ratty. 
 
RATTY  Pleased to meet you.  And you are…? 
 
MOLE  A mole.  You can call me… Mole.   
 

A brief pause.  In pauses like these we see RATTY and MOLE and the 
other animals we might meet suddenly look less like the humans that we 
imagine them to be, and more like the creatures they actually are. 
 
I’ve never met a water rat before. 
 

RATTY Never?  What do you do down in that hole of yours? 
 
MOLE Well, cleaning mostly. 
 
RATTY Cleaning?   
 
MOLE  Spring cleaning. 
 
RATTY  How frightfully dull. 
 
MOLE It does get very… er… muddy, living underground. 
 
RATTY I imagine it does. 
 
MOLE But today I thought, ‘Bother spring cleaning, let’s see what’s up above.’  

So I came to see.  I’ve never been up above before. 
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RATTY So you’ve never been on the river bank? 
 
MOLE No. 
 
RATTY Or seen the river? 
 
MOLE No. 
 
 A pause. 
 
 I don’t even know what a river is.   
 
RATTY Oh my!  Ha!  You’ve got me doing it now.  This, this, my dear friend, this is 

a river… 
 
 A river appears between them. 
 
MOLE Is that a river?   
 
RATTY  Not just a river, the river. 
 
MOLE  It’s beautiful.  It’s all a-shake and a-shiver, all glints and gleams and 

sparkles, all rustle and swirl, chatter and bubble.  Oh my! 
 

There is a boat on the river. 
 
And what is that? 

 
RATTY That is a boat. 
 
MOLE  Is that a boat? 
 
RATTY Not just a boat, my boat. 
 
MOLE And do all the creatures hereabouts have boats? 
 
RATTY Very few, my dear friend, very few.  It’s the best thing though, boats.  

Some would say it’s too human, that I should swim like all the other water 
rats, but they don’t know what they’re talking about.  Have you ever been 
in a boat? 

 
MOLE Never. 
 
RATTY Never!  What have you been doing then? 
 
MOLE Cleaning mostly.  Spring cleaning. 
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RATTY Hang spring cleaning!  Come on, in you get. 
 
 MOLE and RATTY climb into the boat. 
 

Now, my dear friend, if you’ve nothing else on this morning, I propose we 
drop downriver together. 

 
MOLE But – 
 
RATTY We could make a long day of it. 
 
MOLE But –  
 
RATTY It will be tremendous fun. 
 
MOLE But –  
 
RATTY We could have a picnic… 
 
MOLE A picnic? 
 
RATTY Yes, a picnic! 
 
MOLE Why, yes! 
 
RATTY  Then, off we go!  Believe me, my young friend, there is nothing – 

absolutely nothing – half so much worth doing as simply messing about in 
boats. 

 
 They push away from the bank, and they row happily together. 
 
MOLE Oh, it is rather nice.   
 
 MOLE suddenly spots some ducks on the water.   
 
 What are they? 
 
RATTY You mean, who are they? 
 
MOLE Who are they? 
 
RATTY Always who, never what. 
 
MOLE Yes.  Sorry.  Who are they? 
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RATTY They’re ducks.   
 
MOLE  Ducks? 
 
RATTY  Yes, just ducks.   
 
MOLE  Why do they look so angry? 
 
RATTY  It comes of spending half your life with your heads in the water and your 

bottoms in the air.   
 
DUCKS  An outraged quack. 
 
RATTY Sorry, tails. 
 
DUCKS A quack of begrudging acceptance. 
 
 The ducks go underwater. 
 
MOLE Up tails all! 
 
 RATTY and MOLE laugh.  As RATTY laughs his rowing becomes more 

and more erratic.  He is clearly not looking which way he is going. 
 
MOLE  Look ahead, Ratty! 
 
 But too late – RATTY has rowed right into the bank.  He is thrown into the 

bottom of the boat, so that all we see of him is his bottom in the air. 
 

Are you alright? 
 
RATTY Absolutely.  Up tails all, eh!  I say, what a splendid place for a picnic.  Let’s 

get out and start unpacking that basket. 
 
 They do so.  RATTY passes food out of the basket to MOLE. 
 
MOLE  What’s this? 
 
RATTY  Picnic blanket. 
 
MOLE  Picnic blanket? 
 
RATTY  Picnic blanket. 
 
MOLE What do you do with it? 
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RATTY I think you sit on it.  On the ground. 
 
MOLE You sit on it?  On the ground?  Oh, how terribly funny!  And what’s this? 
 
RATTY Cold chicken. 
 
MOLE  This? 
 
RATTY Cold tongue. 
 
MOLE  And this? 
 
RATTY Cold ham… 
 

A cascade of food flies out of the basket, MOLE catching it all deftly and 
placing it on the picnic blanket. 

 
... and cold beef and pickled gherkins and salad and French rolls and 
cress sandwiches and potted meat and ginger beer and lemonade and 
soda water! 

 
MOLE  Phew! 
 

A brief pause. 
 
 How did you know what to pack?  I’ve never heard of half of these things. 
 
RATTY I found a menu. 
 
MOLE A menu? 
 
RATTY Tossed into the river from one of the steamers.  Followed it to the letter. 
 
MOLE I see.  Do you like all those things? 
 
RATTY Absolutely no idea!  I usually eat plants, bulbs and fallen fruit.  I’m quite 

partial to bark too. 
 
MOLE Really?  I eat slugs, snails, centipedes and spiders. 
 
RATTY Yuk!  Let’s stick to the contents of the picnic basket, shall we? 
 
MOLE Good idea. 
 

MOLE and RATTY sit down for their picnic. 
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  This is wonderful.  I feel almost… 
 
RATTY Say it. 
 
MOLE  … almost human. 
 

BADGER passes on the opposite bank.   
 
Oh, look over there!  Another animal.  What is that? 

 
RATTY You mean, who is that? 
 
MOLE  Yes, sorry, who is that? 
 
RATTY Always who... 
 
MOLE  … never what.  Sorry. 
 
RATTY That’s Badger.  Badger, we’re having a picnic!   
 
BADGER  Picnic?  At a time like this?   
 
RATTY  Come and keep us company. 
 
BADGER Company?  Pah! 
 
 BADGER disappears. 
 
RATTY He hates company. 
 

And reappears. 
 
BADGER Can’t stand it.  Company?  Pah! 
 
  And disappears. 
 
RATTY I doubt we’ll see him again. 
 
 And reappears. 
 
BADGER You won’t.  Company?  Pah! 
 
 And disappears. 
 
MOLE  Is he always like that?  
 



The Wind in the Willows by Toby Hulse   10 

 

 And reappears. 
 
BADGER Always!  So don’t try to tempt me to come back.  Company?  Pah! 
 
 And disappears. 
 
RATTY Don’t mind him.  That’s just his way, his nature.  And he is nocturnal.  

Quite a surprise to see him out and about on a day like today.   
 
 And reappears. 
 
BADGER I was on my way home to bed.  Good morning. 
 
 And disappears. 
 
 And reappears. 
 
 Company?  Pah! 
 
 And disappears. 
 
MOLE  I like him, he’s funny.  I want to meet him properly. 
 

In the distance the drone of an engine, getting rapidly closer. 
 
 What’s that?  That noise?  That’s not animal!  Quick, hide!  Ratty, quick! 
 
 But before they have a chance to hide TOAD zooms down the river on a 

motor boat.   
 
TOAD Hello! 
 
MOLE Hello!  What – ? 
 
TOAD What? 
 
MOLE Yes, sorry, who – ? 
 
TOAD Toad! 
 
MOLE Toad? 
 
TOAD Yes, Toad!  Good bye! 
 
 And the motor boat is gone. 
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MOLE Good bye…  [To RATTY.] How does he move so quickly? 
 
RATTY That will be the new motor boat. 
 
MOLE  A motor boat? 
 
RATTY Yes, a motor boat. 
 
MOLE But that’s… 
 
RATTY I know. Many animals say he’s taken it too far.  He always takes things too 

far.  The motor boat’s his latest fad.  Last year –  
 
 And the motor boat is back. 
 
TOAD What d’you think? 
 
MOLE Think? 
 
TOAD Yes, think. 
 
MOLE It’s very… 
 
 And the motor boat is gone. 
 
 … fast. 
 
RATTY As I was saying, it’s his latest fad.  Last year it was houseboating, then 

punting, then rowing, then sailing.  It’s all the same, whatever he takes up; 
he gets tired of it, and starts on something fresh, something new, 
something – 

 
 And the motor boat is back. 
 
TOAD I say, call round.  Toad Hall.  Can’t miss it.  Finest house on the river. 
 
MOLE When? 
 
TOAD Anytime.  Never the wrong time to call on Toad! 
 
 And the motor boat is gone. 
 
RATTY – faster.  Awful, isn’t it? 
 
MOLE  I rather like it. 
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RATTY No! 
 
MOLE Do you think we could? 
 
RATTY What? 
 
MOLE Call round on Mr Toad. 
 
RATTY But we haven’t started on our picnic yet. 
 
 The motor boat makes one final pass.  It throws up an enormous wave 

which drenches MOLE, RATTY and the picnic. 
 
MOLE Oh my!  It’s ruined. 
 
RATTY No time like the present, I suppose.   
 
 MOLE begins to pack up the picnic things. 
 

Don’t worry about all that.  We’ll leave it for the birds.  Come on, let’s row 
upriver and see if we can be there before tea. 
 
RATTY and MOLE get back into the boat and begin to row.   
 
As they leave WILD WOODERS enter and pick over the remnants of the 
picnic with aggressive snarls at us. 
 
We should feel threatened and more than a bit scared. 
 
End of Scene One. 

 
 

Act One Scene Two – On The River 
 
To music we see a montage of the sights and sounds of the river and its 
inhabitants.  RATTY and MOLE comment on the things that they see and 
hear.  
 
The music changes, becomes darker and more ominous.  MOLE sees 
something that sends a cold shiver down his spine.   
 
Music under. 

 
MOLE  What lies over there?  Where it’s all dark and cold. 
 
RATTY I’d rather not talk about that.  You don’t need to know, dear fellow. 
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 Two RABBITS enter. 
 
MOLE What are they? 
 
RATTY You mean, who are they?  Always who, never what. 
 
MOLE Oh my, yes, you said.  Who are they? 
 
RATTY They are rabbits. 
 
MOLE And they’re coming from that dark, cold place.  I’m going to ask them 

about it. 
 
RATTY No, Moley, I’d rather you didn’t. 
 
 But it is too late. 
 
MOLE Hey, you two.  What lies over there? 
 
RABBIT 1 Over where? 
 
MOLE Where you’ve just come from. 
 
RABBIT 1 Oh, there… 
 
RABBIT 2 There… 
 
RABBIT 1 Should we tell him? 
 
RABBIT 2 Do you think we should? 
 
RABBIT 1 Is he brave enough? 
 
RABBIT 2 Is he brave enough?  That’s the question… 
 
RABBIT 1 Are you brave enough? 
 
MOLE Of course I am. 
 
RABBIT 2 Are you sure? 
 
MOLE Yes I am. 
 
RABBIT 1 Are you sure you’re sure? 
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MOLE Of course I am. 
 
RABBIT 2 He says he’s sure. 
 
RABBIT 1 He says he’s sure he’s brave enough. 
 
RABBIT 1 Then we should tell him. 
 
RABBIT 2 Yes we should. 
 
RABBIT 1 Over there lies… 
 
RABBIT 2 … THE WILD WOOD! 
 
MOLE The Wild Wood?  Oh my. 
 
 Pause. 
 
 What’s the Wild Wood? 
 
RABBIT 1 You don’t want to go there. 
 
RABBIT 2 Oh no. 
 
RABBIT 1 We River Bankers don’t go there very much.   
 
RABBIT 2  Oh no. 
 
RABBIT 1  Not on our own.   
 
RABBIT 2 Oh no, not on our own. 
 
MOLE  Why ever not? 
 
RABBIT 1 On account of… 
 
RABBIT 2  … THE WILD WOODERS! 
 
MOLE Aren’t they – aren’t they very nice animals in there? 
 
 The RABBITS shake their heads vigorously. 
 
RATTY Well, that’s not entirely fair.  Some of them are.  There’s Badger.  He lives 

right in the middle of the Wild Wood, and he’s a most decent sort.   
 
RABBIT 1  But the others… 
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RABBIT 2 Yes, the others… 
 
MOLE The others? 
 
RABBIT 1 Weasels… 
 
RABBIT 2  … and ferrets… 
 
RABBIT 1  … and stoats. 
 
MOLE What about them? 
 
RABBIT 1 They’d be beastly to you. 
 
MOLE Beastly? 
 
RABBIT 2 Beastly.  That’s all we can say. 
 
RABBIT 1 Worse than beastly. 
 
MOLE Worse than beastly? 
 
RABBIT 2 Worse. 
 
MOLE Oh my! 
 
RABBIT 1 Never… 
 
RABBIT 2 … ever… 
 
RABBIT 1 … ever… 
 
RABBIT 2 … ever… 
 
RABBIT 1 … go into… 
 
RABBIT 2 … THE WILD WOOD! 
 
 And with an ominous cackle the RABBITS are gone. 
 
MOLE The Wild Wood sounds an awful place.  And the Wild Wooders even 

worse.  Weasels, and ferrets, and stoats.  Oh my! 
 
RATTY It is rather dangerous. 
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 BADGER suddenly appears. 
 
BADGER It wasn’t always the way.   
 
MOLE  Mr Badger? 
 
BADGER In times gone by the River Bankers and the Wild Wooders stood as 

animals together, but something’s changed. And whatever it is, it’s been 
getting worse.  The seasons have changed too.  Warmer, colder, wetter, 
drier.  I’ve even heard the wind in the willows. 

 
MOLE  [With no idea why this should be so significant.] Really? 
 
BADGER  Yes, the wind in the willows… 
 
MOLE  Mr Badger? 
 
BADGER [As if seeing RATTY and MOLE for the first time.] Company?  Pah! 
 
 BADGER disappears. 
 
MOLE  The wind in the willows?  What did Mr Badger mean? 
 
RATTY  That’s a bad sign.  It always means there’s something not quite right.  No, 

I wouldn’t go into the Wild Wood on your own, dear friend.  Best to leave it 
alone. 

 
MOLE I’m a bit frightened. 
 
RATTY Oh, chin up, we’re past it now. 
 
 And indeed we are.  The music changes, painting the distant horizon for 

us. 
 
MOLE And what lies beyond?  Beyond all of this?   
 
RATTY Beyond?  Oh, Moley, well… 
 

Two SWALLOWS swoop overhead. 
 
SWALLOW 1  Ratty!  Ratty!  Well met, Ratty! 
 
RATTY Welcome back!  Welcome back!  [Aside to MOLE.] And, before you ask, 

who they are is swallows, just returning from their winter trip.  They go 
every year. 
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SWALLOW 2  Oh, the places we’ve been, the things we’ve seen… 
 
SWALLOW 1  … I can still feel the hot sun on our backs… 
 
SWALLOW 2  … the warm wind beneath our wings… 
 
SWALLOW 1  … the Nile, so blue and placid below us… 
 
SWALLOW 2  … rippling silver, as we skip along the surface… 
 
SWALLOW 1  … the sand and the desert and the pyramids… 
 
SWALLOW 2  … golden and empty and majestic… 
 
SWALLOW 1  … the ancient kings asleep in their tombs… 
 
SWALLOW 2  … wrapped in yellow linen and perfurmed with sweet spices! 
 
SWALLOW 2  The Wide World! 
 
SWALLOW 1  The Wide World! 
 
SWALLOW 2  You should join us one year! 
 
SWALLOW 1  Join us, Ratty, join us! 
 
  The SWALLOWS swoop away again. 
 
  RATTY is lost for a moment in reverie. 
 
RATTY [To himself.] Impossible. 
 
MOLE  The Wide World? 
 
RATTY The Wide World?  Oh, that’s what lies beyond… 
 
MOLE  Beyond? 
 
RATTY Beyond our homes.  Beyond our lives. 
 
MOLE And what’s over there?  Where the smoke rises into the air.  Where it’s all 

blue and dim? 
 
RATTY Camps, villages, towns, cities and people.   
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MOLE That sounds very exciting – camps, villages, towns cities and people.  
Especially people.   

 
RATTY I suppose it does. 
 
MOLE  Ratty? 
 
RATTY Yes, Mole. 
 
MOLE Have you ever been to the Wide World? 
 
RATTY Me?  No!  Certainly not. I’ve spent all my life on the river bank. 
 
MOLE But you must have dreamed of going? 
 
RATTY [Slightly circumspectly.] No, never.  No, not really.  I mean, no, I haven’t… 
 
 The music changes again – English stately home and gardens. 
 
 Ah, here we are – Toad Hall! 
 
 Toad Hall swings into view.   
 

Although we recognise the shape of it as an English stately home, it is 
constructed from twigs, leaves and mud.  Perhaps a few key details are 
made of such materials as remind us of the size of these animals – for 
instance, perhaps the grand porch is actually a soap packet. 

 
TOAD is sitting in a chair, drinking tea, eating cucumber sandwiches and 
eagerly poring over a large fragment of map. 

 
MOLE Oh my!   
 
  

SONG: THE SONG OF TOAD HALL 
 
TOAD It is the very model of a country squire’s residence, 
 Designed to fill a toad with self-esteem and all great confidence, 
 Visited by emperors, maharajahs, kings and presidents, 
 A stately home for true blue bloods, the marvellous Toad Hall. 
 
 The whole west wing is late Norman, the banquet hall is Tudor, 
 The private chapel’s High Baroque, the stables something cruder, 
 The window here’s original (and hence the draught excluder), 
 An architectural masterpiece, the historical Toad Hall. 
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 It’s set beside the river in a spot that’s light and airy 
There’s a boat house and a fish pond and a dovecot and a dairy, 

 And a wash-house and a linen press, all far from ordinary, 
 The chic, the swish, the elegant, the well-equipped Toad Hall? 
  
 In recent years the garden’s been most tastefully extended, 
 Landscaped, and replanted and now loving-er-ly tended, 
 For which some quite considerable sums have been expended, 
 A man-made natural paradise, the beautiful Toad Hall. 
 
 You could not want for any more in any habitation, 
 It’s replete with every luxury, and modern sanitation, 

The lucky few are those who’ve had a private invitation 
To the welcoming, the pampering, the luxurious Toad Hall. 
 
 

MOLE It is very grand! 
 
TOAD Indeed it is.  Finest house on the whole river.  Or anywhere else for that 

matter.  I should know, I restored it myself.  And so, hooray!  This is 
splendid!  I’m so pleased you made it.  I need your help. 

 
RATTY You are having trouble with your motor boat, I presume. 
 
TOAD Motor boat?  Pooh!  Silly boyish amusement.  I gave it up years ago – 
 
MOLE But we saw you in it just this afternoon… 
 
 RATTY signals MOLE to be quiet. 
 
TOAD Years ago!  Sheer waste of time.  No, I’ve found the real thing, the only 

genuine occupation for a country gentleman.  I should know, I discovered 
it myself.  Here, have a look at this! 

 
 TOAD reveals a gypsy caravan, or at least what in his imagination is a 

gypsy caravan.  Again, maybe it is nothing more than a cigar box mounted 
on bottle tops, in scale to TOAD, RATTY and MOLE.  Whatever it is we 
should get a sudden and powerful reminder of the actual size of these 
animals.  If you’ve seen A Bug’s Life you’ll know where we’re coming 
from… 

 
 There you are!  There’s real life for you. The open road, the dusty 

highway, the heath, the common, the hedgerows, the rolling downs!   
 
MOLE Mr Toad – 
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TOAD  Camps, villages, town, cities!  Here today, up and off to somewhere else 
tomorrow!   

 
MOLE  Mr Toad –  
 
TOAD  Travel, change, interest, excitement!  The whole world before you, and a 

horizon that’s always changing! 
 
MOLE Mr Toad – 
 
TOAD Yes, my dear fellow? 
 
MOLE What is it, Mr Toad? 
 
TOAD What is it?  What is it??  What is it??? This is a caravan.  Not only that, 

this is the very finest caravan of its sort that was ever built, without any 
exception.  I should know, I designed it myself.  Just look inside – bunk 
beds, folding table, cooking-stove, bookshelves, even a bird cage.  Every 
creature comfort, all complete. 

 
MOLE Every creature comfort… Oh my!  It is something. 
 
TOAD You’ll find that nothing whatsoever has been forgotten, when we make our 

start this evening. 
 
 A pause. 
 
RATTY I beg your pardon, but did I overhear you say something about ‘we’, and 

‘start’, and ‘this evening’? 
 
TOAD Absolutely!  We can’t hang around if we’re to make the first camp by 

nightfall. 
 
RATTY ‘We’, and ‘start’, and ‘this evening’? 
 
TOAD Now, you dear good old Ratty, don’t begin talking in that stiff and sniffy 

way – 
 
RATTY ‘We’, and ‘start’, and ‘this evening’? 
 
TOAD  Oh, you know you’ve got to come.  I can’t possibly manage without you.  

You surely don’t mean to stick to your dull fusty old river all your life, and 
just live in a hole in a bank, and spend all of your time in a boat.  I want to 
show you the Wide World!  I’m going to make a man of you. 

 
RATTY I’m not sure I want to be a man. 
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TOAD Why ever not?  I think it would be a splendid thing to be a man. 
 
RATTY And I am going to stick to my old river, and live in a hole, and spend all of 

my time in a boat, as I’ve always done. 
 
TOAD Besides all that, little Moley here can’t wait to get going… 
 
 Both TOAD and RATTY look to MOLE for support. 
 
MOLE [Carefully.] Well, it does sound as if it might be – well, rather fun, you 

know. 
 
TOAD We needn’t decide anything in a hurry.   
 
 The briefest of pauses. 
 

So, let’s get started!  I’ll harness up the horse… 
 
RATTY Horse? 
 
 But TOAD has raced off enthusiastically. 
 
 An awkward pause. 
 
MOLE You know, I don’t think the river is dull. 
 
RATTY Of course, you don’t. 
 
MOLE We could run away now, and not set off at all, and go back to your dear 

old boat. 
 
RATTY No, no, we’ll see it out.  Thanks awfully, but I ought to stick by Toad till the 

trip is ended.  It wouldn’t be safe for him to be left to himself.   
 
 TOAD reappears leading a FERRET, which he proceeds to harness up to 

the caravan.  The FERRET struggles and hisses violently. 
 
TOAD  You see! 
 
MOLE Is that a horse, Mr Toad? 
 
TOAD Yes. 
 
MOLE Really, Mr Toad? 
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TOAD Absolutely. 
 
MOLE Truly, Mr Toad? 
 
TOAD Without a shadow of a doubt.  I never lie. 
 
MOLE It’s not a horse, is it? 
 
TOAD No, it’s a ferret.  
 
MOLE Couldn’t you get a horse, Mr Toad? 
 
TOAD My dear Mole, have you seen how big horses are?   
 
MOLE  Oh yes, I see.   
 
TOAD  Imagine a horse pulling that caravan.  Ridiculous! 
 
MOLE  Does it mind? 
 
TOAD  Mind what? 
 
MOLE  All those straps and chains. 
 
TOAD No, not at all.  It doesn’t hurt one little bit.  And how else am I going to 

control it?  Anyway it can’t talk –  
 
MOLE It can’t talk? 
 
RATTY Not all animals can.  Or choose to. 
 
TOAD And if it can’t talk, why should we care? 
 
MOLE That doesn’t seem right. 
 
TOAD Maybe not.   
 
 A pause. 
 
 Come on, don’t be such spoilsports!  He’s not raised any objections and a 

horse is clearly too big.   
 
 A short pause. 
 
 Look, my dear fellows, are we setting off tonight, or not?  I can already 

sense evening in the air. 
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 A rustle of leaves.  It is the wind in the willows. 
 

With a slight sense of unease, MOLE and RATTY climb aboard the 
caravan.  TOAD takes the reins. 

 
TOAD Wagons roll! 
 
 And the caravan sets off, pulled by the FERRET. 
 
 End of Scene Two. 
 
 

Act One Scene Three – The Open Road 
 
To music we see the progress of the caravan through the English 
countryside, TOAD eulogising all the while about the glories of the open 
road.  The cart tracks become footpaths, the footpaths become narrow 
lanes, the lanes widen, until eventually the caravan turns on to a metalled 
road. 

 
 TOAD is oblivious to what is happening, RATTY and MOLE increasingly 

anxious. 
 
RATTY I say, Toad, are you sure that you know where we are going?  This road 

seems awfully out in the open.  Should we animals really be here?  It’s all 
very human… 

 
 In the distance a faint, warning hum, like the drone of a distant bee. 
 
MOLE What’s that?  That noise?  That’s not animal!   
 
RATTY Toad, take the caravan off the road and into the ditch. 
 
TOAD Why ever should I?   
 
 The noise getting closer, accompanied by a small cloud of dust. 
 
RATTY Toad, please. 
 
 And now a faint ‘poop-poop’. 
 
MOLE Please, Mr Toad. 
 
 Louder and louder, closer and closer. 
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TOAD Never.  I have just as much right to be here as the next man. 
 
RATTY But Toad, you’re not the next man!  You’re a toad.  Steer into the ditch. 
 
 RATTY attempts to grab the reins. 
 
TOAD I shall not.  I shall not go in the ditch.  The ditch is for animals! 
 
 And the motorcar is upon them – enormous, fast, terrifying.  If we see any 

of it, it is only the wheel, towering above them.   
 

It sends the caravan off the road and into the ditch, and is gone… 
 
The caravan is destroyed, the FERRET tangled up in the reins. 

 
RATTY You villains!  You scoundrels!  You road-hogs! 
 
  A distant, derisory ‘poop-poop.’ 
 
  Silence. 
 
MOLE  Oh Mr Toad… 
 
RATTY Perhaps all is not lost.  Let’s see what we can do. 
 

RATTY and MOLE try to put the caravan back on to its wheels.  They 
cannot do it alone. 
 
Hey, Toad, dear fellow, come and bear a hand, can’t you! 
 
No answer.  TOAD is staring, transfixed, at the point where the motorcar 
vanished. 
 
Are you coming to help us, Toad? 

 
TOAD  Poop-poop! 
 
RATTY What?  Oh, stop being an ass, Toad! 
 
TOAD  Poop-poop! 
 
MOLE  [Holding up the bird cage.] It’s not all destroyed, Mr Toad.  Not quite. 
 
  The canary inside gives a distinctly unhealthy squawk and dies. 
 
  Oh my… 
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TOAD  Poop-poop! 
 
RATTY What are you talking about? 
 
TOAD And to think I never knew.  Glorious, stirring sight!  The poetry of motion!  

The real way to travel!  The only way to travel!  Here today – in next week 
tomorrow!  Villages skipped, towns and cities jumped – always somebody 
else’s horizon!  One’s home left far behind.  Oh bliss!  Oh poop-poop!  
Poop-poop! 

 
MOLE What is wrong with Mr Toad? 
 
RATTY Unless I am much mistaken he has got himself a new craze.  He’ll be like 

this for days now, quite useless. 
 
MOLE But what are we to do with him? 
 
TOAD What can you do with me?  What can you do with me?  Get me back to 

Toad Hall as fast as you can, that’s what you can do with me!  I am going 
to order the largest and most expensive motorcar there is!  Poop-poop!   
Poop-poop!!  Poop-poop!!! 

 
 RATTY and MOLE lead TOAD off, TOAD still doing ridiculous 

impersonations of a motorcar. 
 
 WILD WOODERS enter to free the FERRET. 
 

They glare menacingly after our heroes. 
 
 
 END OF ACT ONE 
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 ACT TWO – SUMMER 
 
  
 Act Two Scene One – Into The Wild Wood 
 
 We see RATTY, MOLE and TOAD together, enjoying the long summer 

evening. 
 
  

SONG: THE SONG OF SUMMER 
 

 
ALL THREE Let’s sing of the long days of summer, 
   Still misty daybreak, 
   Radiant mornings, 
  Seeming to stretch out for ever, 
   To languorous middays, 
   And warm afternoons. 
 

Let’s sing of the wild flowers of summer! 
 Loosestrife and willow-herb, 
 Meadow-sweet and comfrey, 

  Nodding along the bank of the river, 
   The purple, the pink, 
   The amber and white.   
 

During the third verse RATTY and TOAD set off for their boat and car 
respectively, so that MOLE is left to sing the final lines alone. 

 
  Let’s sing of the great joys of summer! 
   Boating and bathing, 

Dusty lane drives, 
  The times that we spend all together, 
   With sun hot above, 
   Our friends by our side. 
 
   

MOLE alone. 
 
MOLE Oh my!  A glorious summer’s evening, but no one to share it with: Ratty’s 

out on the river, and Mr Toad’s haring around the countryside in his latest 
motorcar. 

 
 A whisper, a something, enticing but slightly sinister. 
 
 What was that?  I’ve not heard anything like it in a long while. 
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 The noise again. 
 

It came from… 
 
 MOLE looks around trying to locate the source of the sound. 
 
 … it came from… it came from over there… 
 
 We hear again the ominous music that we heard when we first saw the 

Wild Wood.  Snickers and giggles. 
 
 … it came from the Wild Wood. 
 
 The music stops. 
 
 The Wild Wood!  Of course!  Why didn’t I think of it before?  I shall call on 

Mr Badger.  So what if he lives right in the middle of the Wild Wood?  It 
can’t be as bad as all that.  And it is a full moon tonight. 

 
 MOLE begins to walk into the Wild Wood. 
 
 The RABBITS appear. 
 
RABBIT 1 Stop! 
 
RABBIT 2 Wait! 
 
RABBIT 1 Proceed no further! 
 
MOLE What? 
 
RABBIT 1 He asks us what… 
 
MOLE Why? 
 
RABBIT 2 He asks us why… 
 
RABBITS He asks us what and why. 
 
RABBIT 1 Do you think he listened? 
 
RABBIT 2 He can’t have listened. 
 
RABBIT 1 Impossible. 
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RABBIT 2 He wouldn’t ask otherwise. 
 
RABBITS Wouldn’t ask what and why. 
 
RABBIT 1 We tried to warn him, we did. 
 
RABBIT 2 We did, we tried to warn him. 
 
RABBIT 1 Warn him of the dangers… 
 
RABBIT 2 The hideous dangers… 
 
RABBIT 1 The hideous, life-threatening dangers of… 
 
RABBIT 2 … THE WILD WOOD! 
 
 A slight pause. 
 
MOLE Oh, piffle.  You’re just trying to scare me.  
 
RABBIT 2 THE WILD WOOD!! 
 
MOLE I’m not easily scared. 
 
RABBIT 2 THE WILD WOOD!!! 
 
MOLE And ‘The Wild Wood’ to you two too.   
 
 The RABBITS mutter ominously as they leave. 
 
RABBIT 1 We tried to warn him. 
 
RABBIT 2 We did, we tried to warn him… 
 
 MOLE continues his journey into the Wild Wood. 
 
MOLE  You see – nothing to be afraid of.  A little overgrown perhaps, but nothing 

to be afraid of. 
 
 MOLE suddenly sees a face peeping out from behind a tree. 
 
 Hello?  Who’s there? 
 
 But the face is gone. 
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 Ha – it’s just a funny looking tree stump.  It looked like a face for a 
moment.  Now, I mustn’t begin to imagine things, or there’ll be simply no 
end to it. 

 
 Light is gradually fading, and the shadows lengthening. 
 
 More faces appear. 
 
 Oh my!  There’s another… and another… and another.  No, I’m just 

imagining it.  If I close my eyes and count to three they will all disappear. 
 
 MOLE does so.   
 

The faces disappear. 
 
MOLE opens his eyes. 
 
See – simply my imagination. 
 
With a vicious snarl the faces reappear. 
 
Oh my!  Oh my!  Oh my, oh my, oh my! 
 
MOLE stumbles backwards, and starts to run. 
 
He finds himself in a new part of the Wild Wood. 
 
Oh dear, I seem to be frightfully lost.  At least I can still see by the light of 
the moon. 
 
Clouds pass across the moon.  It is suddenly much darker. 
 
Oh my! 
 
A low whistling from the bushes. 
 
What was that? 
 
An answering whistle. 
 
And that? 
 
The pitter-patter of feet. 
 
And that?  If only I wasn’t alone.  If only brave Mr Toad was here, or Ratty, 
what ever it is wouldn’t dare to attack… That’s it!  Of course.   
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MOLE begins to have a conversation with himself to try to scare off the 
WILD WOODERS. 
 
The WILD WOODERS snicker and giggle. 
 
‘Ah – hello, brave Mr Toad.’  ‘Ah – hello there, my dear friend Mole!’  ‘That 
is a big stick you’ve got there.  And a very big sword.  And a very very big 
gun.’  ‘I have come to defend you to the death.’  ‘Thank you, Mr Toad.’  
‘Think nothing of it, my dear friend Mole.  Ratty’s on his way too.  He got 
held up pulling the cannon from Toad Hall.  The enormous cannon loaded 
with hundreds and hundreds of cannonballs.  Call for him if you want.’  ‘I 
will.  Ratty!’  ‘Moley!’  ‘Ratty!’  ‘Moley!’ 
 
The WILD WOODERS are finding this hysterically funny. 
 
‘Ratty!’ 

 
RATTY [Off.] Moley! 
 
  Sudden silence from the WILD WOODERS. 
 
MOLE  Ratty? 
 
RATTY Moley! 
 
MOLE  Ratty? 
 
RATTY Moley! 
 
MOLE  Ratty? 
 
RATTY Moley! 
 
MOLE  Is that really you? 
 

RATTY bursts on to the stage armed with a stout cudgel and a cutlass. 
 
RATTY Of course it’s really me. 
 
  The WILD WOODERS hiss and spit. 
 

RATTY brandishes the cudgel and the cutlass. 
 
The hissing and spitting increases. 
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A moment of decision. 
 

RATTY throws down the weapons, drops to all fours and silences them 
with a sudden ferocious, animal snarl. 

 
  The WILD WOODERS scarper. 
 
RATTY  That was close.  I’ve seen a weasel tear a fellow’s throat out just for sport. 
 
MOLE Oh Ratty, I am so pleased to see you… 
 
 MOLE breaks down crying. 
 
RATTY There, there, my dear friend.  You’re safe now, but you shouldn’t be here 

amongst the Wild Wooders on your own. 
 
MOLE  But you’re on your own. 
 
RATTY Yes, but I knew the Wild Wooders before.  Before the troubles.  Before the 

wind in the willows.  I know them, and they know me, and we… respect 
each other. 

 
MOLE Surely the brave Mr Toad wouldn’t mind coming here by himself, would 

he? 
 
RATTY Old Toad?  He wouldn’t show his face here alone, not for a whole hatful of 

gold, Toad wouldn’t. 
 
 RATTY and MOLE laugh together at the thought. 
 
 Now then, we really must be getting home.  It will never do to spend the 

night here.  Especially now that we’ve lost the moon. 
 
MOLE Which way is home? 
 
RATTY [Looking around.] Ah… this way.  I think.  I hope… 
 
 It soon becomes apparent that they are hopelessly lost. 
 
 MOLE suddenly trips and falls. 
 
MOLE Oh, my leg!  Oh, my poor shin! 
 
RATTY Poor old Mole! 
 
MOLE I must have tripped over a hidden branch or stump.  Oh my!  Oh my! 
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RATTY It’s a very clean cut.  Looks as if it was made by a sharp edge of 

something in metal.  I wonder what… 
 
MOLE Well, never mind what done it.  It hurts just the same, whatever done it. 
 
RATTY [Absentmindedly as he searches the ground.] Grammar, Moley, grammar.  

Whatever did it.  If we animals are going to talk we must make sure we 
talk correctly.  [Suddenly.]  Ah-ha!  Hooray!  Hooray-oo-ray-oo-ray-oo-ray! 

 
MOLE Have you found whatever did it? 
 
RATTY Come and see. 
 
  MOLE goes to look. 
 
MOLE A door-scraper?  What sort of forgetful person would leave his door-

scraper in the middle of the woods? 
 
RATTY [Holding up a doormat.] And Mole, look. 
 
MOLE  Probably the same fool who left his doormat. 
 
RATTY And, if I’m not much mistaken… yes!  A doorbell! 
 
MOLE  And his doorbell too. 
 
RATTY Mole, don’t you see? 
 
MOLE I see a doorscraper, a doormat and a doorbell.  Next you’ll be telling me 

there’s a door too. 
 
RATTY Why, yes Mole, there is! 
 
MOLE Of course there is.  What I don’t understand is how he got it all out here.  

Probably used a wheelbarrow… 
 
RATTY Mole! 
 
MOLE Perhaps he had a couple of really strong friends to help him… 
 
RATTY Mole!! 
 
MOLE And they had wheelbarrows… 
 
RATTY Mole!!! 
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MOLE What? 
 
RATTY Just look at the door! 
 
 MOLE does so, and reads… 
 
MOLE ‘BADGER’.   
 
RATTY  We are saved.  Mole, would you like to have the pleasure of ringing the 

doorbell? 
 
MOLE May I? 
 
RATTY Be my guest. 
 
 MOLE rings the doorbell.  From deep underground the sound of the bell. 
 
 After what seems like an eternity of waiting, the door is opened, and we 

see BADGER. 
 
BADGER Now, the very next time that this happens, I shall be exceedingly angry.  

Who is it this time, disturbing people in the middle of the night?  Speak up!  
You’d better not be company.  Company?  Pah! 

 
RATTY Badger, it’s me. 
 
BADGER What, Ratty?   
 
RATTY  And my friend, Mole.  Please let us in: we’ve lost our way in the Wild 

Wood. 
 
BADGER  That’s entirely different.  Come along in, both of you, at once!  It isn’t safe.  

Quick, inside. 
 

They enter the house. 
 
As they do the WILD WOODERS rush from the bushes, and begin 
pounding on the door of BADGER’s home. 
 
End of Scene One. 
 
 
Act Two Scene Two – Badger’s House 

 
Inside BADGER’s house.  
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BADGER Follow me through to the kitchen, I’ve got a first rate fire going there.  We’ll 

soon have you both warmed up. 
 
 They follow BADGER through an extraordinary series of tunnels formed 

from what seems to be building debris. 
 
MOLE Do you really live here, Mr Badger? 
 
BADGER Indeed I do. 
 
MOLE It’s magnificent. 
 
BADGER Thank you. 
 
MOLE I hope you don’t mind me saying this, Mr Badger, but you know where you 

are underground, don’t you?  I mean, nothing can happen to you, and 
nothing can get you.  Things go on overhead, and you let them, and they 
don’t bother you.  Unless you want them to, of course.  Oh my, I’ve said 
too much… 

 
 As if to reassure him, BADGER gives MOLE a smile. 
 
MOLE But all these tunnels!  I dig tunnels, but nothing like this.  How did you ever 

find the time and strength to make them all, Mr Badger?  It’s astonishing. 
 
BADGER It would be astonishing indeed, if I had done it.  But no, I only cleared out 

the passages and chambers as I had need of them.  Someone else made 
all of this.  Someone human.   

 
MOLE  Human? 
 
BADGER  I only found it and made it habitable.  I’ll take you all around this little place 

of mine.  I can see that you appreciate it. 
 
 As BADGER sings he shows MOLE around his home. 
 
  

SONG: THE SONG OF BADGER’S HOME 
 

BADGER The humble home in which you are, was once a city grand, 
The residence of kings and queens who ruled throughout the land, 
But humans are just like the moon, 
They wax and then they wane, 
And leave their glories here behind; 
Yet animals remain. 
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  Small seeds grew into saplings, those saplings into trees, 
  The Wild Wood buried underground everything with ease, 
  For nothing’s really permanent, 

Not riches, power, nor title, 
  When faced with forces natural, 

Living, green and vital.  
 
  We animals are wise, look not forward, look not past, 
  We have no dreams of greatness, believe nothing truly lasts, 
  We do not have the arrogance 

Or vanities of men, 
  And when we go we know 

We will not come again. 
   
   

The three animals find themselves in the kitchen. 
 
BADGER It’s nearly dawn when it will be safe for you to set off.  Whatever are you 

doing here?  The Wild Wood is dangerous, particularly in the last few 
months.  Something’s upset the Wild Wooders.  They’re angry.  Very, very 
angry.  And there are mutterings.  Mutterings against Toad.  And I’ve 
heard the wind in the willows.  That means whatever it is, it’s bad.  Very, 
very bad.  Perhaps only He can help us know. 

 
MOLE He? 
 
BADGER The Great One.  The Friend and Helper of all animals.  Let us pray that He 

can. 
 
 A sombre pause. 
 
MOLE Can the Great One help all animals? 
 
BADGER He can help all those that wish to be helped. 
 
MOLE Can He help Mr Toad? 
 
BADGER That depends on Toad.  He’s still obsessed by those infernal motorcars, is 

he? 
 
RATTY He’s gone from bad to worse.  Another smash up only last week, and a 

bad one. 
 
BADGER How many has he had? 
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RATTY Smash ups, or motorcars?  Actually, it’s the same thing with Toad.  Six in 
the last few months. 

 
BADGER  Six? 
 
RATTY  Yes.  And he takes delivery this morning of a brand new and exceptionally 

powerful motorcar.  That will make seven. 
 
MOLE He’s been in hospital three times. 
 
RATTY He’s a hopelessly bad driver, with no regard for law and order.  Badger, 

oughtn’t we to do something?  We are his friends. 
 
BADGER You’re quite right.  We should do something.  Yes.  The hour has come. 
 
RATTY What hour? 
 
BADGER Whose hour, you should rather say.  Why, Toad’s hour.  The hour of Toad.  

It is time that we – you and me and Mole here – took him in hand. 
 
MOLE Hurrah! 
 
RATTY Rather! 
 
BADGER I feel a lot more depends on it than just his own safety.  A whole lot more.   
 
 The distant tweetings of the dawn chorus. 
 

Dawn!  Come on.  We must stop Toad getting into that motor car.  Follow 
me! 

 
 They leave BADGER’s home. 
 
 End of Scene Two. 
 
 

Act Two Scene Three – Outside Toad Hall 
 
The forecourt of Toad Hall the following morning.   

 
A large red shiny tin motorcar sits out front.  It is an Edwardian clockwork 
toy of appropriate scale for our animals to drive it, wound by a large key in 
the back. 

 
 TOAD emerges in full driving gear – goggles, hat, leather gloves, long 

driving coat. 
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TOAD Oh, poop-poop!  What size!  What power!  What beauty! 
 
 BADGER, RATTY and MOLE arrive in a suitably serious frame of mind. 
 
 Hello!  Come on, you fellows!  You’re just in time to come with me for a 

jolly – to come for a jolly – for a – er – jolly –  
 
 Words seem to have failed TOAD. 
 
 Perhaps I’ll just go on my own after all.  Farewell, poop-poop!  Be a good 

fellow and wind her up, won’t you? 
 
BADGER We forbid you to get into that motorcar. 
 
TOAD What? 
 
BADGER And command you to take those ridiculous clothes off. 
 
TOAD Shan’t!  Forbid?  Command?  What is the meaning of this gross outrage?  

I demand an instant explanation. 
 
BADGER And you shall have one.  But first you will take off those clothes. 
 
TOAD I tell you, I shan’t! 
 
BADGER Then we will have to make you.  Ratty, Mole, if you please… 
 
 RATTY and MOLE close on TOAD, and, amongst numerous screams of 

protest, divest him of his driving outfit. 
 
TOAD This is terrible.  A tragedy!  All gone - my driving goggles, my driving hat, 

my driving gloves, and my driving coat!  My beautiful, beautiful clothes! 
 
BADGER Vanity, Toad, vanity. 
 
TOAD Vanity? 
 
BADGER A deplorable vice. 
 
TOAD  But I can’t drive without them! 
 
BADGER That, my dear old Toad, is the entire point.  You knew it must come to this, 

sooner or later.  You have ignored all the warnings, all the signs, and 
you’re getting us animals a bad name with your furious driving and your 
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smashes and your disregard for one and all.  Why, your behaviour is 
positively human! 

 
TOAD  [Giggling nervously.] Really?  Oh… 
 
BADGER Now, you’re a good toad in many respects, and I don’t want to be too hard 

on you.  
 
RATTY  [To MOLE.] This is no good.  Talking to Toad is no good.  He’ll say 

anything. 
 
TOAD  Yes, yes, don’t be too hard on me, please don’t be too hard on me. 
 
RATTY [To MOLE.] See what I mean? 
 
BADGER  Now, I believe that every animal deserves a second chance, so, if you are 

prepared to swear on your reputation as an honest animal, to give up 
motorcars entirely and forever we will take this matter no further. 

 
TOAD I understand. 
 
BADGER Splendid!  So, are you sorry for what you’ve done, and do you see the folly 

of it all? 
 
TOAD Er… 
 
 A pause. 
 
 Er… 
 
 Another pause. 
 
 Er… 
 
 Yet another pause. 
 
BADGER Well, are you sorry? 
 
TOAD Well… 
 
BADGER Are you sorry or not, Toad? 
 
TOAD No!  I’m not sorry.  And it wasn’t folly at all!  It was simply glorious! 
 
BADGER What? 
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RATTY [To MOLE.] What did I tell you? 
 
TOAD I’m not a bit sorry, not at all! 
 
BADGER Do you promise never to touch a motorcar again? 
 
TOAD Certainly not!  On the contrary, I faithfully promise that, the moment you 

fellows have gone, I shall jump in this motorcar and, poop-poop, off I go! 
 
BADGER Very well.  I can see that this calls for desperate measures.  Ratty, take 

away the key. 
 
 RATTY goes to the motorcar and removes the key from it. 
 
TOAD Ratty, no, you can’t.  Put that key back.  Put it back right now! 
 
RATTY It’s for your own good, Toady, you know. 
 
TOAD If you won’t put the key back, then give it to me.  It’s mine –  give it to me! 
 
RATTY Absolutely not. 
 
TOAD Then I shall come and take it… 
 
RATTY No, you won’t. 
 
TOAD Yes, I shall! 
 
RATTY No, you won’t!` 
 
 RATTY hands the key to us in the audience.  With encouragement from 

RATTY, MOLE and BADGER the key is passed around so that it is 
always just out of TOAD’s reach. 

 
 Eventually, frustrated, TOAD slumps on the stage.   
 

RATTY, MOLE and BADGER thank us for our help and exit through the 
back of the auditorium with the key.  There is no way now that TOAD can 
drive the motorcar. 

 
 A pause. 
 
 TOAD looks around.  The others are not coming back.  He smiles 

conspiratorially to us, and asks us to keep a secret.  From under a large 
plant pot on the forecourt of Toad Hall he produces a spare key.  With a 
look of glee in his eye he winds up the car and climbs into it. 
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TOAD Poop-poop! 
 
 TOAD revs the engine and the car lurches forwards at a furious pace.  He 

has escaped. 
 
 With a glorious whoop of freedom, TOAD rattles through the English 

countryside: villages are skipped, towns and cities jumped – it’s always 
somebody else’s horizon!   

 
His home is left far behind.   

 
 Suddenly the theatre is filled with a voice like we’ve never heard before.  

Large, booming, above our heads, a child’s voice, the voice of a boy.  It 
sounds alien, threatening and horribly familiar. 

 
VOICE Here look at this.  It’s a frog or something.  In a toy car.   
 
 The car skids to a halt.  TOAD looks up in terror. 
 

Give me that jar.  I’m having him. 
 
 A tense silence. 
 

TOAD decides to make a run for it.  He leaps out of the motorcar. 
 
 And then – PLOP – an enormous jam jar lands right on top of TOAD.  He 

is trapped. 
 
TOAD Help!  Help!!  Ratty?  Badger??  Mole???  Help!!!  [Suddenly crushed.] 

Poop-poop… 
 
 
 END OF ACT TWO 
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AS THE INTERVAL ENDS 
 
 
Toad Hall. 
 
A series of whistles, hisses, clicks and snarls from all around us. 
 
The WILD WOODERS enter and storm Toad Hall. 
 
Finding it empty they go inside and slam the door behind them. 
 
We hear the door lock, and a chorus of snickers and giggles from inside. 
  


