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PUDDLES, a poodle puppy (male or female).
SCRAM, a mutt (male or female).
*If a larger cast is desired, the non-speaking people that visit
the shelter may be fully realized, instead of suggested. Other
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(Onstage there is a large dog bed, a bowl of dog food, a bowl of
water, a rope, and a ball. The cage and the cage door may be
represented by stage lighting or suggested.)
(In the darkness, there is the sound of a heavy metal cage door
being slammed shut and locked. Lights up on PUDDLES at the
front of the cage and SCRAM at the back.)

PUDDLES: No! No! This is a mistake. You must have me
mixed up with someone else.
SCRAM: First time in the slammer, huh, pup?
PUDDLES: (Turns to see Scram and yelps in terror. Letting out a
yappy bark:) Stand back. My bite is worse than my bark.
SCRAM: Geesh, take it easy, squeaky.
PUDDLES: I thought I was alone.
SCRAM: Well, aren't you glad you're not?
PUDDLES: I don't know. I don't know you.
SCRAM: Well, I'm mighty glad to see you, pup. I haven't had
me a good game of tug-of-war in months.
(Scram picks up the rope in his/her mouth and growls, while
jumping back and forth. Focused only on finding a way out,
Puddles ignores Scram.)
Come on. You do know how to play tug-of-war, don't you,
pup? No? Well, do you know how to shake?
(Scram puts his/her paw out.)
No? Well, I know you know how to talk, so talk to me. They
call me Scram. What do they call you, kid?
PUDDLES: My name is Puddles.
SCRAM: Well, now I think I know why you're here.
PUDDLES: Look, Scram, I don't belong here. I'm not like you.
SCRAM: And why is it that I belong here?
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PUDDLES: Because aren't you a…a… (Whispering a naughty
word:) …mutt?
SCRAM: I prefer mysterious hodgepodge of splendid
wonderfulness, but sure…mutt will do too.
PUDDLES: I am a purebred poodle. I am not supposed to be
in a…a… (Whispering another naughty word:) …shelter.
SCRAM: Buddy, nobody is supposed to be here, but here we
are.
PUDDLES: (Scratching behind his/her ear:) What was that? Ahh!
You—you gave me fleas! I can feel them crawling all over me.
(Puddles itches like crazy.)
SCRAM: I don't have fleas.
PUDDLES: Your kind always has fleas.
SCRAM: Where'd you pick up that load of garbage? You're
the one doing the itching, so it seems to me that you're the one
with the problem.
PUDDLES: I got to get out of here.
(Puddles begins digging frantically.)
SCRAM: My old roomie, that's all he did. Dig and dig and dig
and dig some more. Never made a lick of difference. He got
out the only way anybody gets out—through the door.
PUDDLES: I can reach that. Poodles are great jumpers and
super smart.
(Puddles jumps repeatedly up at the door.)
SCRAM: Pup, the latch is on the other side.
(Puddles pushes the dog bed over in front of the latch, stands on
the bed, and jumps up and down. When this does not work,
Puddles pushes the food bowl over and puts it on top of the bed.
Puddles prepares to climb on top of it.)
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Puddles, pup, stop! Look, even if you somehow magically
manage to reach the latch, you aren't going to magically grow
thumbs.
PUDDLES: Then I am doomed to spend all of eternity locked
in this tiny dungeon. No! I can't take another second of this
endless imprisonment.
SCRAM: Now that's a bit overdramatic, don't you think?
You've been in here for—what—five minutes maybe.
PUDDLES: But that's like a month in dog years.
SCRAM: It's not so bad here. They give you a square meal
every day. Beats eating out of the garbage.
(Scram chows down.)
PUDDLES: (Sniffing the dog food and turning his/her nose up at
it:) I'm a wet food dog.
SCRAM: Well, one time here they gave me cheese.
PUDDLES: You know humans only give you that when they
are hiding medicine in it, right?
SCRAM: What? No way. Well, it was worth it. It was good
cheese.
PUDDLES: I can't be expected to live like this. In a cage for the
rest of my days. With only dry food and…you. I won't make
it.
SCRAM: You see that dog in that cage over there?
PUDDLES: (Squinting:) No.
SCRAM: That's 'cause the cage is empty.
PUDDLES: Okay.
SCRAM: That's where Howie used to be.
PUDDLES: What happened to Howie?
SCRAM: Oh, it's a sad tale. He lost his tail. Thought for sure
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no one would ever love him again with no tail to wag to let
'em know he had friendly intentions. Howie waited and
waited and nearly gave up hope. Oh how he'd howl at night.
But then Jenny came along, and she locked eyes with him, and
everything changed. And it can happen for us. We just need to
find the right— People! People alert! This is it, pup. Time to
show off that canine charisma. Just follow my lead.
(Scram does a series of cute dog poses and faces.)
PUDDLES: You've got to be kidding me. You are giving me
advice for a cuteness competition?!
SCRAM: (Watching the people leave:) And there they go. Why
didn't you do anything?
PUDDLES: They had a toddler.
SCRAM: So? Kids love dogs.
PUDDLES: Toddlers are not kids. Toddlers are monsters—
slobbery, sticky monsters. Toddlers think poodles are ponies.
Toddlers think tails are toys. No way. Nope. Not for me.
SCRAM: I don't think you're in a position to be choosy, pooch.
PUDDLES: (Spotting another person:) Wow! Look at her. She's
perfect.
SCRAM: No, she wo—
PUDDLES: All by herself. No one to love but me. Her tennis
shoes mean she likes to go on walks. Plus, I get tennis shoes to
chew on. Well, Scram, it was nice knowing you.
(Puddles puts on an adorable show: whimpering, begging,
holding out a paw, hopping, barking, and rolling over. Puddles
watches the lady walk by.)
She didn't even look at me.
SCRAM: That's because she—
PUDDLES: She hates me! She knows she can find somebody
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better than me.
SCRAM: Uh, I was going to say—
PUDDLES: It's just like the basket all over again.
SCRAM: The basket?
PUDDLES: Every time I close my eyes I can still see it. The
hands reaching into the basket. The eyes. Oh, those judging
eyes! "This one's the cutest!" "No, this one's the cutest!" "Let's
take this one home." "No, let's get this one. He's definitely the
best." Then those hands pick up my brother or sister and
whisk them off to their happy new home. One by one. Until I
am the only one left. All alone in that big cold basket. Not cute
enough. Not fluffy enough. Not good enough. Not good
enough
for
that
lady.
Not
good
enough
for
anybody…anywhere…ever.
SCRAM: Puddles, that lady works here. And…she has seven
cats. She didn't look at you because she isn't looking for a dog.
PUDDLES: Oh. Well, in that case, forget everything I just said.
(Puddles crosses to the water bowl and casually drinks.)
SCRAM: So they sent you here. When nobody wanted you. I
know that tale all too well, my friend. You see, I never—
PUDDLES: No, I got picked. I just got picked last.
SCRAM: Well, that's not so bad.
(Scram grabs the ball and chews on it.)
PUDDLES: Yes, it was. I ended up going to this house with a
toddler in his terrible twos and a cat who was just too terrible.
The cat hated me and everyone liked that cat the best. She'd
scratch up the couch, pull the chicken out of the garbage, chew
up the computer cord—and they'd always blame me. No
amount of puppy dog eyes could ever change their minds.
SCRAM: You poor pup. I bet this ball will cheer you up.
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Always works for me. I got it good and slobbery and I'm glad
to share.
(Scram pushes the ball to Puddles, who shakes his/her head "no"
and pushes the ball away.)
PUDDLES: Goldfish bowl gets knocked over. Classic cat,
right? Nope. They still scolded me.
SCRAM: You know that you did nothing wrong, pup, and
that's all that matters.
PUDDLES: Actually, I did knock over the fishbowl, but only
so they would see how evil that cat really was. I didn't do
most of that other stuff.

Want to read the entire script? Order a perusal
copy today!
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