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Punch and afudy. 
AS PERFORMED IN ALL NURSERIES 

IN EUROPE, ASIA, AFRICA, AND AMERICA. 

(PUNCH lookz'ng over curtaz'n.) 

PuNCH. Hullo! there, I've got my eye on you. 

Here we are again all a-blowing ancL 
a-growing. ...,YV ait till I've got my boots 
on and I'll be with yoG. 

( Sz'ngs.) .l'ni such a good-natured old chap, 

I wear a nz'ce hunip on nzy back, 
I've a beautiful nose, 

And a fine suz't of clothes, 

And a stz'ck-to fetch you a whack. 
( Conies on stage.) 

How de do? I'1n in a good humour this 
morning; got out of 
bed the right side. 
( Dances round the 
Stage.) 
( Sz'ngs.) See nie 

- --.. ~,, 
dance the Polka. /" -.-:,·~~ 
( Calls below.) . · ~ , 

Judy! Judy!! Judy, I , \ ··:~~\ 
Judy, Judy, come- '..._. , l J/l -·. . ~ _ 

JUDY. ( Pops up.) -~~, , 

,· 
·' 

-- • r-- ---
Now, Mr. Punch, """"&=-....-,,.~----- 1

1\l·(·J· 
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•}··1J_~) c\~ · 
I'm busy, can't wait 
a second. There's 
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this and that, and 
t' other and ,,vhich, 
all got to be done 
first. Now! what 
do vou want? 

.I 

PuNCH. Oh! noth-
ing, only wanted 
to know if vou' d , 

like a n1ce-
new-beauti­
fu 1-si lk dress, 

,, but as you're 
Anv time next vear busy it's of no consequence. 

will do. 

JUDY. 

PUNCH. 

( Sz'dlz"ng up a httle.) Punch-,;vunchy, 
dear old Punchy, I'rn not so very, very 

busy. Let's go at 0nce. 
Well! that will do, if you can't be 
sooner. But give 1ne a kiss fir st. 

( They hug each otlzer affectionately and tlzen dance ajzg.) 
JuDY. Now I'll go and dress the baby. 
PuNCH. And don't forget to put a cl ean collar 

PUNCH. 

TOBY. 
PUNCH. 

on Toby. (TOBY barks.) 
( Calling.) Toby, Toby, old dog-I--!ere ! 
cats, rats, seize 'e1n ! fetch 'e1n ! Whoop! 

Bovv-wow-wow. 
Come here! - Shake hands, Toby, you're 
a nice good-tempered dog. ( Toby snarls) 
with such a cheerful smile. (ToBY snaps at 
his nose.) Oh, my nose! my best Sunday 
nose, 1ny only nose. ( Enter JIM CROW.) 

/ . 
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Jnr. 

PUNCH. 

JIM. 
PUNCH. 

Jnr. 

JIM. 

Yah ! Yah ! Yah ! Golly! Massa Punch, 
how a1n you dis 1nawnin ? 
Y ah! Y ah ! Y ah! "w.oolly head," how are 
you last Saturday fortnight? Why don't 
you ,vash your face, you're as black as 
a sweep. 
Don't you call names, old lobster-nose. 
What? You Jack in the box, would you 
insult n1y beautiful nose? ( Az'nis a blow 
at lzz'77z wdlz Izzi stz'ck.) 
\Ve are not taking any dis 1nayvning. Call 
again (PuNcH calls agaz'n but nzzsses hz'ni.) 
( Sz'ngs) Turn about, and wheel about, 

and do just so, 
And every tz'nze I turn about, I junip, 

fhn Crow. 
(PuNCH continues to strz'ke at hz'nz, but nzzsses.) 
(Exd JrM CROW. Enter PUNCH on a DONKEY.) 

PuNcH. vVhoa ! Neddy, tuppence 1nore and up 
goes the donkey. ( Donkey kz'cks and throws 
PuNCH off.) Oh! I'm killed! I'm dead! 
Doctor! Doctor! (Enter DocToR). 

DocTOR. Ha! 1ny good friend 
Punch. How's 1ny friend Punch? 
Let me feel your tongue. 

PuNCH. Oh! I'1n dead! 
DocTOR. No, no! Not so bad 

as that. Let 1ne look at your pulse. 

P cNCH. Yes! dead as a door-nail. 
All my bones are broken 'and I 
can't move. 
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PuNcn. 

DOCTOR. 

PUNCH. 

DocTon.. 

PUNCH. 

JUDY. 

( Kz'cks the DocTOR z'n the eye.) 
DocToR: How long have you 

been dead? 
PuNCH. Three weeks. 

DocTOR. And when did you 
die? 

Oh! ·half-an-hour ago! I've been knocked 

down and I want a "Pick-1ne-up." 

Oh, I'll give you a tonic, such a good 

one! ( Fetches Stz'ck.) "Before taken to 
be well shaken." ( Shakes PUNCH a_nd then 
wlzacks lzz'nz.) 
Only one dose at a ti1ne, Doctor, it's 
strong n1edicine. 

Oh! you're not cured yet. ( Whacks 

PUNCH again.) Physic! Physic! Physic! 

Yes, I a1n, and I'll pay your bill. ( Takes 
the stz'ck and knocks the DocTOR down.) 
That's the way to pay the Doctor. ( Calls.) 

Judy ! Judy! J ucly ! Where's the babby? 
Here, Punchy, here's the "pretty ickle 

sing." Now take care of him while 

I go round the corner. ( Goes 
round the corner.) 



PuNcH. ( TTTz't/z tlzc BABY, sings.) 
"Don't nzake a noise or else 
you'll wake tlze bab_y." It ·was a < 
popsey-wopsey. Isn't it a beau­
tiful babby? (BABY squalls.) 
Stop that noi e-you twopenny 

doll. 
( sz·ngs.) "Huslz-a-by baby on tlze tree top.' (B.:\B\ _·'\' ells.) 
Go to mammy!!· ( Tlzrows BABY out of rzoindorzu.) 

( Enter JUDY.) 
JuDY. vVhere's the child-·where's my dear, 

PUNCH. 

Juov. 

PUNCH. 

JOEY. 

PUNCH. 

dear-darling-BABY? 
I thought you caught him. I threw hi1n 

down to vot1. 
J 

Oh! you cross-nosed, hook-backed, bandy-
eyed, hump-l egged old villain, take that­
and tlzat-and-tlzat. ( Beatz"ng !1r'ln wdlz 
stfrk.) 
( Taking tlze stfrk froni /zer.) There's a 

little one for yourself. ( R-nocks lzer down.) 

~~--l.:E~nter CROCODILE.) ' 

I-Iullo ! What a 1nouth for the toothache. 
( Ranzs lzzs staff down the Crocodz'le' s throat.) 
Oh.dear! he has swallowed the toothpick. 

(Sings) "Ri tooral, looral, li-day." 
(-Enter JoEY.) 

( Pokz'ng lzis hecid round tlze corner and 
( disappearing again.) "Tooral, looral, li-

d " ay. 
Did anybody speak? (Sings) "Fol-de-rol, 
tol-de-rol, _fol-de-rol-day " 



foEY. 

PUNCH. 

JOEY. 

PVNCH. 

JOEY. 
PUNCH. 

]OEY. 

No, the wind blew. Fo1-de-rol, tol-de-rol, 
fol-de-ro 1-dav . 

.I 

Punchy! Punchy! Punchy! 

( Lookz'ng round the corner.) "Who's dat 

a calling so sweet?" 

(JOEY conies up 
with the dead 
body o_f Juny 
and pokes zt i'n 

PuNcH's _face.) 
JOEY. Punch I 
PUN {i. Why 1 

settled you long 

ago. ( Knocks 
Juny down.) 

~ (JOEY conies up = 
__ --==--= wz'th the body o.f 
the DocToR and bobs z't z'n PuNcH's _face.) 
Punch! 

Hullo! Here's the Doctor come for his bill 
again. ( Whacks the body, and suddenly 

" discovers JOEY between JUDY and tlu 

DocToR.) Hu-I o ! ( Trz·es to lzzt hzm, but 

JOEY dodg-es.) Shake hands, Joey! 
I wouldn't hurt you for the world. 

( A z'nis a blow at hz';n, but mz'sses.) 
There, it didn't hurt, did it? 
No. 

Nor that, nor that, nor that? 

( A z'nzs at hzm, but misses.) 
Not a bit; didn't feel it. 

., 
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PUNCH. Try one of this sort. ( Mi'sses 
agaz'n.) 

JOEY. Go on-you couldn't hit a haystack. 
PUNCH. Oh, dear! I can't hit him at all. 

( Az'nzs another blow at JOEY, but 
lzzts JONES, wlzo has just popped 
up. E xz't JOEY.) , -

-JONES. ( Rub-
/~'tr~-:.' 

,,,, 
/I'' . 

b z·ng hz's lz ead.) 
What a fortu­
nate fellow I 
am. If there 

r.6Wj'}~ ~ ­
,- ~- .1~i0:To{ ·~~v~ ( , ,~,. 

_.z:.\1'1 '-~ - ~ .,,..~ _,. ,, .. \ ~ 

' -~ ' v \.~~ ~> ,,, ~ -- .-.'.· . ~ , 

IS anything knocking about f ITI sure to come in 
for it. Now, Mr. Punch, where 's 1ny dog Toby? 

PuNCH. What sort of a dog is he-a little dog 

JONES. 

PUNCH. 

JONES. 

PUNCH. 

JONES. 

with a tail one end and a head the other? 
Yes. 

Well , that 's my dog. 
I tell you he's 1nine. 
Will you fight for hi1n? 
Yes; but let's fight fair. No hitting on 

the head 
and no hit­

ting on the 

body, no 
treading on 
the toes. 

PUNCH. All 
right. Corne 

on. (Hzts 
JONES on 
the nose.) 



JONES. I say, that's against the rule . ( Calls Tonv.) 
Toby! Toby!! Toby!!! Co1ne and help 
your 1naster. ( General jiglzt) 

BEADL 
t.)y1 (Enter BEADLE.) 
·-r{'\ Hullo! Hullo!! Hullo!!! \Vhat's all this 

noise about? Move on, I say. 
PUNCH. 
BEADLE. 

PUNCH. 

BEADLE. 

PUNCH. 
BEADLE. 

BEADLE. 
PUNCH. 

Hullo! Hullo!! Hullo! Here 1s another guy. 
Do you know ·who I ain? 

Oh! you are Church '\Vanning Pan, Street 
Sweeper, and Black Beetle of the Parish. 
So am I. 
Pooh! You a Beadle? Show 111e your 
authority. 
There it is. ( Pokes lzz's stajj z'nto lzz'nz.) 
Don't you knock 1ne about 1n that 
1nanner. ( Tlzey jiglzt.) 
There goes one. 
Well and there goes two. 

BEADLE. That's an­
other one. 

PuNCH. There 1 s a 
rubber one. 

BEADLE. Oh! that's 
a topper. 

PuNcH. And that's a 
whopper. ( Knocks 
hz'nz out of szght.) 
That's the way to 
serve the Beadle. 

( Enter POLICEMAN.) 1,, -, 

PuNcH. Bobby, what's 





. the time? ( Sz'n~s: lf you 
want to know tlze tz'nze, ask 
a polz"cenzan.) 

POLICEMAN. I 11 tell vou the 
.I 

tin1e-it' s ti1ne for you to go 

to prison. 

PUNCH. Oh-you're too fast, 
and I'm not goz'ng. 

POLICEMAN. I've an order in 111y pocket to lock you up. 
PuNcH. And I've an order in my pocket to 

knock you down. ( Does so) 
(Enter BEADLE and HANGMAN.) 

PuNCH. Oh dear ! Oh dear ! I'1n so sorry. 

HANGMAN. 

PUNCH. 

PUNCH. 

HANGMAN. 

PUNCH. 

( Tlzey arrest lzz'nl.) 

PUNCH IN PRJSON. 

(Enter HANGMAN.) 
Now, ~1r. Punch, come out and be hanged! 
I'1n in a hurry. 

But I' nz not. (HANGMAN drags lzz'nz out) 
Oh! I've a bone in my leg; I can't walk. 
You won't want to walk any more. Now 
have you 1nade your ·will? 
Ne. 

HANGMAN. Well, we 
can't hang you till 

you 1nake your will. 
PuNcH. Then I won't 

1nake 1nine at all. 

HANGMAN. Now, no 

nonsense, put your 
head i1~ here. ( Poz·nts 

to noose.) 



PUNCH. Here?-

HANGMAN. No, higher up. 

PuNcH. Here? 

HANGMAN. No, lower down. 

PuNcH. Here? Here? Here ? 
( Puttfrzg h,z's head everywlzere 
but z'n tlze noose.) 

HANGMAN. No. Stoopid ! There ! ! 

PuNcH. vV ell ! How am I to know? I never was 

hanged before. 

HAN"Gl\IAN'. That's true. ,i\T ell! I'll show you; evidently 

you don't know bow it's done. See now; 

you put your head in like this. ( Puts 
lzz's head zn tlze noose.) 

PUNCH. Yes ; and you pull the rope like this 

( Pulls t1'ze rope and hangs the HANGMAN.) 

Oh! it's quite easy when you're used to it. 

That's the way to serve the Hangman. 

( Sz'ngs: What a day we' re havz'ng.) 

Now! I don't care for anybody or anything. 

( Enter GHOST.) 
GHOST. Boo ! ooo ! ! 00000 ! ! ! 
PuNcH. Oh dear! Here's rny 

sweetheart back again. Take 

it away! 

GHOST. Boo-0000 !·! W1n1n-rrr. 

Ooo ! ! 

PUNCH. vVhy don 't you speak 

English? 

GHOST. I can't, I'm a foreigner 

and come fro1n Bogieland. 



PUNCH; Well, I hope you've 

got a return ticket. What do 
you want? 

GHOST. I've come for Punch­

the man ·who was to be hanged. 

PUNCH. Oh! there he is. ( Poz'nts 
to HANGMAN.) Take hi1n away. 
I don't ,vant him. 

GHOST. 

PUNCH. 

PUNCH. 

London; 
€rne.st Nister 

2+5t.Bnde ,)treet E:C. 

Thank you-much obliged. 

( Takes HANGMAN.) 

Good night. ( Crous" Cock-a-doodle-doo.") 
( Glwst dz'sappears.) 
That's the way to get rid of the Ghost. 

Well, they are all gone now. I've set­

tled all my enemies, so I'1n going to live 

in peace and quiet. Good night, littl e 

boys and girls! Good night, everybody! 
Good night! Good night! 

fl-IE END. 

New York: 
E. . P Dutton 6 C' 

:31 \,\/e.5t Twc n ty Thi rd .Strc<'l. 
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