
Ko-Ko - the Lord High Executioner of Titipu  
Audition Dialogue 1:  
 
KO. Pooh-Bah, it seems that the festivities in connection with my approaching marriage must last a week. I should 
like to do it handsomely, and I want to consult you as to the amount I ought to spend upon them.  
 
POOH. Certainly. In which of my capacities? As First Lord of the Treasury, Lord Chamberlain, Attorney-General, 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, Privy Purse, or Private Secretary?  
 
KO. Suppose we say as Private Secretary.  
 
POOH. Speaking as your Private Secretary, I should say that, as the city will have to pay for it, don’t stint yourself, do it 
well.  
 
KO. Exactly – as the city will have to pay for it. That is your advice  
 
POOH. As Private Secretary. Of course you will understand that, as Chancellor of the Exchequer, I am bound to see 
that due economy is, observed.  
 
KO. Oh! But you said just now ‘Don’t stint yourself, do it well’. 
  
POOH. As Private Secretary.  
 
KO. And now you say that due economy must be observed.  
 
POOH. As Chancellor of the Exchequer.  
 
KO. I see. Come over here, where the Chancellor can’t hear us. (They cross the stage.) Now, as my Solicitor, how 
do you advise me to deal with this difficulty?  
 
POOH. Oh, as your Solicitor, I should have no hesitation in saying ‘Chance it –’ 
 KO. Thank you. (Shaking his hand.) I will.  
 
POOH. If it were not that, as Lord Chief Justice, I am bound to see that the law isn’t violated.  
 
KO. I see. Come over here where the Chief Justice can’t hear us. (They cross the stage.) Now, then, as First Lord of 
the Treasury?  
 
 
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. 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! If there is aught of woman’s mercy in your heart, turn not away 



from a love-sick suppliant whose every fibre thrills at your tiniest touch! True it is that, under a poor mask of 
disgust, I have endeavoured to conceal a passion whose inner fires are broiling the soul within me! But the fire 
will not be smothered – it defies all attempts at extinction, and, breaking forth, all the more eagerly for its long 
restraint, it declares itself in words that will not be weighed – that cannot be schooled – that should not be too 
severely criticized. 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!  
 
Ko . You know not what you say. Listen!  


