
Readers Theater Script Adaptation of Carmen Agra Deedy’s  
 

   The Cheshire Cheese Cat:  A Dickens of a Tale 
 

By Mary Pettit 
 

Readers Theater scripts #1 and #2 may be used as stand-alone scripts or 
combined into one longer performance. 

 
Readers Theater Script  #1 

 
Readers: 
 
Skilley   Narrator 1    
Pinch    Narrator 2 
Fishwife   Narrator 3 
Henry   Narrator 4 
Charles Dickens  Narrator 5 
     
  
Narrator 1:  This script comes from the historical fantasy novel, The 

Cheshire Cheese Cat:  A Dickens of a Tale by Carmen Agra 
Deedy and Randall Wright with drawings by Barry Moser. 

 
Narrator 2:  He was the best of toms.  He was the worst of toms.  Skilley 

was a cat among cats.  Or so he would have been, but for a 
secret he had carried since his early youth.  A secret that 
caused him to live in hidden shame, avoiding even casual 
friendship lest anyone discover – 

 
Fishwife:  “Scat cat!” 
 
Narrator 3:  A broom came down hard out of London’s cold and fog.  

Startled, Skilley leapt sideways.  
 
Narrator 4:  The cat, however, refused to scat.  He eyed the dead fish, 

then the broom, calculating the distance between the two. 
 
Fishwife:  Off now, you thieving moggy!” 
 
Narrator 5:  Angry women with brooms unnerved him.  The only 

encounter Skilley dreaded more was one with Pinch, the terror 
of Fleet Street.   

 
Skil ley:  Ah, Fleet Street! 
 



Narrator 1:  Home to some of the finest eating and drinking in London, 
the street was a perfect gathering place for scavengers.  And 
down a certain modest court stood a most particular pub, 
famed as a haunt for London writers:  Ye Olde Cheshire 
Cheese. 

 
Skil ley:  There has to be a way in. 
 
Pinch:  Whatever it is you’re thinkin’ – don’t. 
 
Skil ley:  Ah, Pinch.  And a fine day to you. 
 
Narrator 2:  Skilley’s tone was pleasant, but the outward calm belied the 

clenching of his stomach.  Cold-blooded, Pinch was not a cat 
to be trifled with. 

 
Pinch:  You can keep your “ah, Pinch” and your “fine day.”   
 
Narrator 3:  His eyes narrowed and the hackles on his ginger-striped 

shoulders rose in challenge. 
 
Pinch:  Just mind you keep away from The Cheese. 
 
Skil ley:  The Cheese?  What of it? 
 
Pinch:  Mice. 
 
Skil ley:  Mice? 
 
Pinch:  The Cheese tavern is overrun with ‘em. 
 
Skil ley:  Ah. 
 
Pinch:  Grandest cheese in England, or so they say.  And where there’s 

that manner of cheese, there’s mice aplenty.   [He groans.]   
Fat and juicy.  Plump and round, young and  . . . tender. 

 
Narrator 4:  His nose twitched as though it could already smell a nest of 

baby mice. 
 
Skil ley:  Mice aplenty you say? 
 
Pinch:  The tavern is my ‘ome.  You ‘old your distance. 
 
Narrator 5:  Skilley sat and licked a paw, a token of his indifference.  As 

an added touch, he stroked behind his ear. 



 
Skil ley:  Hmmm, odd that.  A cozy tavern for a home, and yet here you sit 

on the cobblestones passing the day with the likes of me. 
 
Pinch:  Well, it will be my ‘ome soon, you watch and see.  The place is ate 

up with mice, and the master’s witless for want of a 
mousekiller. 

 
Skil ley:  The Cheese is looking for a mouser? 
 
Pinch:  Yes, and I’m it.  Cross me and s’elp me I’ll rip out your . . .  
 
Narrator 1:  But Skilley had dropped the thread of the conversation.  A 

plan began to nibble at his mind.  Stretching lazily, he rose, 
and with a last twitch of his crooked tail said, 

 
Skil ley:  You are a cat among cats, Pinch, and I thank you! 
 
Pinch:  For what?  What’d I do? 
 
Narrator 2:  The moment Skilley left Pinch’s side, he set his plan in 

motion.  He sped to the unimposing front door of Ye Olde 
Cheshire Cheese.  Not to the back door, mind you, where no 
doubt, even now, Pinch and the other toms and tabbies would 
be assembling for the evening meal.  No, Skilley marched 
directly to the front door.  Unthinkable impudence for a cat. 

Narrator 3:  He examined the confounding doorknob.  While he stared, 
as if in answer to his unspoken wish, a gloved hand reached 
out from the fog and pushed open the door.  Skilley darted 
inside. 

 
Charles Dickens:  A slab of cheese and a loaf, Henry. 
 
Narrator 4:  He pulled a leather-bound notebook from the pocket of his 

greatcoat and set it on the table. 
 
Henry:  ‘Allo, Mr. Dickens.  And who’s that with you? That old tom there. 
 
Narrator 5:  As all eyes turned upon him, Skilley shot back the most ill-

tempered expression he could muster, hoping to impress them 
with his sincere ferocity. 

 
Charles Dickens:  Perhaps he’s heard of your troubles and wants to 

recommend himself as rat catcher.  He has a fierce enough 
look about him. 

 



Henry:  MOUSE catcher, if you please, sir.  There’s no rats at The 
Cheese, sir, Providence be praised!   [Sighing]  Let’s see here, 
then, mouse catcher. 

 
Narrator 1:  The innkeeper bent forward, hands on knees, and inspected 

Skilley with a critical eye.  London alleyways appeared to have 
dealt harshly with the young cat.  His artful dodging had left 
him with a ragged ear, numerous scrapes, and a tracery of 
scars.  Then there was the hooked tail; it looked to have once 
been painfully broken. 

 
Henry:  A right cruel-looking puss.  But can he catch mice, Mr. Dickens? 
 
Narrator 2:  From behind the wall, through the tiniest of cracks, with ever 

mounting alarm, a pewter gray mouse watched and listened. 
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Readers Theater Script  #2 
 
 

Readers: 
 
Skilley   Narrator 1 
Pip    Narrator 2  
Adele   Narrator 3 
Henry   Narrator 4 
Charles Dickens  Narrator 5 
 
Narrator 1:  Skilley, a homeless alley cat, has been accepted into Ye 

Olde Cheshire Cheese Inn, a tavern in Victorian London 
frequented by famous writers.  He must prove himself to be a 
good mouser. 

 
Narrator 2: Skilley surveyed the setting before him:  men, meal – and 

mouse.   With the patience of a natural predator, he held back. 
 
Narrator 3:  Not yet. 
 
Narrator 4:  Wait. 
 
Narrator 5:  It was essential that the innkeeper see him. 
 
Narrator 1:  He steeled himself, and then executed a perfect pounce and 

snatch. 
 
Adele:  Lookie ‘ere.   
 
Narrator 2:  Cried Adele, a barmaid. 
 
Adele:  Why, ‘e got ‘im! 
 
Henry:  Got who? 
 



Adele:  Got a bloomin’ mouse, ‘ats ‘oo! 
 
Narrator 3:  Skilley strutted across the floor, letting the mouse’s long tail 

dangle from his mouth in plain view. 
 
Charles Dickens:  Henry, It would appear that you’ve secured yourself a 

mouser. 
 
Henry:  [Grinning] So it would seem, Mr. Dickens, sir, so it would seem. 
 
Narrator 4:  Pip thought to himself: 
 
Pip:  Ouch!  What sharp teeth! 
 
Narrator 5:  Caught, but still alive, Pip’s heart pounded. 
 
Narrator 1:  Pip forced himself to play dead.  His tormentor carried him – 

where?  Down the stairs?  And then, just as suddenly as he 
had been captured, he was rudely spat out onto the stone 
floor. 

 
Narrator 2:  Pip lay still.  The cat nudged him.  Pip thought to himself: 
 
Pip:  If he’s going to eat me, why can’t he just stop the toying about? 
 
Skil ley:  [Whispering]  Run!  [Pause]  What’s wrong with you?  Why don’t 

you run away? 
 

Pip:  What’s wrong with me?  I’m behaving as I ought in this situation. 
What’s wrong with you? 
 

Skil ley:  Me?  Why there’s nothing – would you get up and leave? 
 
Narrator 3:  Pip sat up and blinked curiously at his captor. 
 
Pip:  You don’t want to eat me, then? 
 
Narrator 4:  Pip scrabbled to his feet.  This fellow looked like a most 

regular feline, but otherwise he was all wrong.  Pip could feel it.  
And blast it all, what was that smell? 

 
Pip:  You . . . don’t . . . eat . . . mice? 
 
Skil ley:  No, I don’t.  Now would you please run away? 
 
Pip:  You don’t eat mice. 



 
Skil ley:  That . . . is . . . what . . . I . . . said. 
 
Narrator 5:  The cat pronounced each word as if the mouse were hard of 

hearing. 
 
Pip:  But . . . but why? 
 
Skil ley:  Because, Crumb Catcher, when I imagine the little claws 

clutching at my tongue, the rubbery tail thrashing in my throat, 
I am revolted.   

 
Pip:  But if you don’t eat mice, why are you here at the Cheshire Cheese, 

and what do you - ? 
 
Narrator 1:  There was that distracting odor again.  Could it be?  An 

outrageous thought plinked into his tiny mind.  He scurried up 
the nearest shelf. 

 
Pip:  Come here. 
 
Narrator 2:  Imagine a mouse speaking that way to a cat!  Skilley ought 

to have been rightly insulted.  But curiosity, which had led to 
the downfall of so many of his kind, proved the stronger 
emotion. 

 
Skil ley:  Here I am, then. 
 
Pip:  Closer. 
 
Narrator 3:  He leaned forward until his whiskers brushed against the 

other’s nose.  Staring at the cat in wonder and confusion, the 
truth struck him with full force. 

 
Pip:  Cheese!!!! 
 
Narrator 4:  Skilley blinked.  As the silence between them lengthened, a 

coldness overtook Skilley’s heart, then gave way to a prickling 
warmth.  Last came the hot flush of shame. 

 
Narrator 5:  Skilley purred, his voice dangerously sweet: 
 
Skil ley:  Aren’t you a clever little mouse. 
 
Pip:  I have a name.  It’s Pip. 
 



Skil ley:  I could still eat you, you know. 
 
Narrator 1:  Although it was clear from the distaste in his tone, he had no 

stomach for the words or the mouse. 
 
Pip:  Yes, I suppose you could.  But I don’t think you will.  We both know 

you don’t eat mice.  You eat cheese. 
 
Skil ley:  But how did you know? 
 
Pip:  I can smell it.  So odd to find the scent of cheese lingering on a cat.  

Don’t worry.  No sensible mouse among us would object to a 
cheese-eating cat. 

 
Narrator 2:  Skilley felt a relief so intense he had to sit.  A cheese-eating 

cat.  He had never heard those words spoken aloud.  Ever.  
Even by himself. 

 
Skil ley:  I do like cheese. 
 
Narrator 3:  After years of playing the part of the yowling, brawling street 

cat, Skilley’s mask had been stripped away by this insignificant 
rodent, baring his true self. 

 
Skil ley:  Actually, I love cheese.  Don’t you think it’s . . .odd? 
 
Pip:  Well, we all have secrets.  Now, no more cat-and-mouse games.  I 

know why you’ve come to Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese.  But you’ll 
never get a nibble of its faultless cheese without our help. 

 
Skil ley:  [snorting] Your help? 
 
Pip:  The Cheshire is kept behind a great locked door.  We mice have a 

secret route too narrow for you, I’m afraid.  Might I suggest a 
bargain?  One that would benefit us all? 

 
Narrator 4:  At the word bargain Skilley’s eyes flashed with inspiration. 
 
Skil ley:  Do you mean an exchange of . . .er . . . services? 
 
Pip:  Just so.  If you will keep us safe, we will reward you each night with 

the finest cheese in the realm. 
 
Skil ley:  I’d have to catch some of you, 
 
Pip:  And release us unharmed, naturally? 



 
Skil ley:  Are you still suggesting that I might eat you?  Ugh.  I am strictly a 

cheese cat. 
 
Narrator 5:  The landlord’s voice rumbled down the stairs: 
 
Henry:  Ho!  Cat!  Where’ve you got to? 
 
.Skil ley:  Now will you run? 
 
Pip:  Of course. 
 
Narrator 1:  Just before he disappeared through a crack in the wall he 

called: 
 
Pip:  Cellar.  Midnight. 
 
Narrator 2:  When Henry spied Skilley licking his lips in anticipation of 

the finest cheese in England, he said, 
 
Henry:  Tasty was he?  Well, my fine mouser, there’s plenty more where 

that one came from. 


