
Katisha - an elderly lady in love with Nanki-Poo  
Audition Dialogue 1:  
 
MIK. All this is very interesting, and I should like to have seen it. But we came about a totally different matter. A year 
ago my son, the heir to the throne of Japan, bolted from our Imperial Court.  
 
KO. Indeed! Had he any reason to be dissatisfied with his position?  
 
KAT. None whatever. On the contrary, I was going to marry him – yet he fled!  
 
POOH. I am surprised that he should have fled from one so lovely! 
  
KAT. That’s not true.  
 
POOH. No!  
 
KAT. You hold that I am not beautiful because my face is plain. But you know nothing; you are still unenlightened. 
Learn, then, that it is not in the face alone that beauty is to be sought. My face is unattractive!  
 
POOH. It is.  
 
KAT. But I have a left shoulder-blade that is a miracle of loveliness. People come miles to see it. My right elbow has 
a fascination that few can resist.  
 
POOH. Allow me!  
 
KAT. It is on view Tuesdays and Fridays, on presentation of visiting card. As for my circulation, it is the largest in 
the world.  
 
KO. And yet he fled!  
 
 
Audition Dialogue 2:  
 
KO. (entering and approaching her timidly). Katisha!  
 
KAT. The miscreant who robbed me of my love! But vengeance pursues – they are heating the cauldron!  
 
KO. Katisha – behold a suppliant at your feet! Katisha – mercy!  
 
KAT. Mercy? Had you mercy on him? See here, you! You have slain my love. He did not love me, but he would have 
loved me in time. I am an acquired taste – only the educated palate can appreciate me. I was educating his palate 
when he left me. Well, he is dead, and where shall I find another? It takes years to train a man to love me. Am I to 
go through the weary round again, and, at the same time, implore mercy for you who robbed me of my prey – I 
mean my pupil – just as his education was on the point of completion? Oh, where shall I find another?  
 
KO. (suddenly, and with great vehemence). Here! – Here!  
 
KAT. What!!!  
 
KO. (with intense passion). Katisha, for years I have loved you with a white-hot passion that is slowly but surely 
consuming my very vitals! Ah, shrink not from me! Katisha, I dare not hope for your love – but I will not live without 
it! Darling!  
 
KAT. You, whose hands still reek with the blood of my betrothed, dare to address words of passion to the woman 
you have so foully wronged!  
 



KO. I do – accept my love, or I perish on the spot!  
 
KAT. Go to! Who knows so well as I that no one ever yet died of a broken heart!  
 
 
Audition Dialogue 3:  
 
KAT. (whimpering). Did he really die of love?  
 
KO. He really did.  
 
KAT. All on account of a cruel little hen?  
 
KO. Yes. 
  
KAT. Poor little chap!  
 
KO. It’s an affecting tale, and quite true. I knew the bird intimately. 
  
KAT. Did you? He must have been very fond of her 
.  
KO. His devotion was something extraordinary. 
  
KAT. (still whimpering). Poor little chap! And – and if I refuse you, will you go and do the same?  
 
KO. At once.  
KAT. No, no – you mustn’t! Anything but that! (Falls on his breast.) Oh, I’m a silly little goose!  
 
KO. (making a wry face). You are!  
 
KAT. And you won’t hate me because I’m just a little teeny weeny wee bit bloodthirsty, will you?  
 
KO. Hate you? Oh, Katisha! is there not beauty even in bloodthirstiness?  
 
KAT. My idea exactly. 


