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THE MIKADO AUDITION PIECES 

NORTHAMPTON G&S GROUP 
 
Please prepare the following speeches for your character 
Where more than one speech is printed, you may be asked to read only ONE of them.  
For reasons of time, I might ‘cut you off’ when sufficient dialogue has been heard. 
Dialogue has been truncated for audition purposes. 
You are NOT expected to be off-book 
 
 

THE MIKADO: A 

MIK.  Dear, dear, dear! this is very tiresome. (To Ko- KO.) My poor fellow, in your, anxiety to carry 

out my wishes you have beheaded the heir to the throne of Japan! 

PITTI.  We really hadn’t the least notion – 

MIK.  Of course you hadn’t. How could you? Come, come, my good fellow, don’t distress yourself 

– it was no fault of yours. If a man of exalted rank chooses to disguise himself as a Second 

Trombone, he must take the consequences. It really distresses me to see you take on so. 

I’ve no doubt he thoroughly deserved all he got. 

THE MIKADO:  B 

MIK.  Ha! ha! ha!  I forget the punishment for compassing the death of the Heir Apparent. 

KO., POOH. and PITTI.     Punishment. 

MIK.  Yes. Something lingering, with boiling oil in it, I fancy. Something of that sort. I think boiling 

oil occurs in it, but I’m not sure. I know it’s something humorous, but lingering, with either 

boiling oil or melted lead. Come, come, don’t fret – I’m not a bit angry. 

KO. If your Majesty will accept our assurance, we had no idea – 

MIK.  Of course – 

PITTI.  I knew nothing about it. 

POOH. I wasn’t there. 

MIK.  That’s the pathetic part of it. Unfortunately, the fool of an Act says ‘compassing the death of 

the Heir Apparent.’ There’s not a word about a mistake – 

KO., PITTI., and POOH. No! 

MIK.  Or not knowing – 

KO.  No! 

MIK.  Or having no notion – 

PITTI.  No! 

MIK.  Or not being there – 
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POOH.  No! 

MIK.  There should be, of course – 

KO., PITTI., and POOH. Yes! 

MIK.  But there isn’t. 

KO. PITTI., and POOH. Oh! 

MIK.  That’s the slovenly way in which these Acts are always drawn. However, cheer up, it’ll be 

all right. I’ll have it altered next session. Now, let’s see about your execution – will after 

luncheon suit you? Can you wait till then? 

KO., PITTI., and POOH. Oh, yes – we can wait till then! 

MIK. Then we’ll make it after luncheon. 

POOH.  I don’t want any lunch. 

MIK.  I’m really very sorry for you all, but it’s an unjust world, and virtue is triumphant only in 

theatrical performances. 

 

NANKI-POO:  A 

I’ll tell you. A year ago I was a member of the Titipu town band. It was my duty to take the cap 

round for contributions. While discharging this delicate office, I saw Yum-Yum. We loved each 

other at once, but she was betrothed to her guardian Ko-Ko, a cheap tailor, and I saw that my suit 

was hopeless. Overwhelmed with despair, I quitted the town. Judge of my delight when I heard, a 

month ago, that Ko-Ko had been condemned to death for flirting! I hurried back at once, in the 

hope of finding Yum-Yum  at liberty to listen to my protestations. 

NANKI-POO:  B 

NANK. Some years ago I had the misfortune to captivate Katisha, an elderly lady of my father’s 

Court. She misconstrued my customary affability into expressions of affection, and claimed 

me in marriage, under my father’s law. My father, the Lucius Junius Brutus of his race, 

ordered me to marry her within a week, or perish ignominiously on the scaffold. That night I 

fled his Court, and, assuming the disguise of a Second Trombone, I joined the band in 

which you found me when I had the happiness of seeing you! 

YUM. If you please, I think your Highness had better not come too near. The laws against flirting 

are excessively severe. 

NANK.  But we are quite alone, and nobody can see us. 

YUM.  Still, that doesn’t make it right. To flirt is capital. 

NANK.  It is capital! 

YUM.  And we must obey the law. 
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NANK.  Deuce take the law! 

YUM.  I wish it would, but it won’t! 

NANK.  If it were not for that, how happy we might be! 

YUM.  Happy indeed! 

NANK. If it were not for the law, we should now be sitting side by side, like that. 

YUM.  Instead of being obliged to sit half a mile off, like that 

NANK.  We should be gazing into each other’s eyes, like that. 

YUM.  Breathing sighs of unutterable love – like that. 

NANK. With our arms round each other’s waists, like that. (Embracing her.) 

YUM.  Yes, if it wasn’t for the law. 

NANK.  If it wasn’t for the law. 

YUM. As it is, of course we couldn’t do anything of the kind. 

NANK.  Not for worlds! 

YUM.  Being engaged to Ko-Ko, you know! 

NANK.  Being engaged to Ko-Ko! 

 

KO-KO:  A 

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! 

 

KO-KO:  B 

NANK.  I don’t see how that would benefit me. 

KO.  You don’t? Observe: you’ll have a month to live, and you’ll live like a fighting-cock at my 

expense. When the day comes there’ll be a grand public ceremonial – you’ll be the central 

figure – no one will attempt to deprive you of that distinction. There’ll be a procession – 

bands – dead march – bells tolling – all the girls in tears – Yum-Yum distracted – then, 

when it’s all over, general rejoicings, and a display of fireworks in the evening. You won’t 
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see them, but they’ll be there all the same. 

NANK.  Do you think Yum-Yum would really be distracted at my death? 

KO.  I am convinced of it. Bless you, she’s the most tender-hearted little creature alive. 

 

POOH-BAH 

NANK.  Ko-Ko, the cheap tailor, Lord High Executioner of Titipu! Why, that’s the highest rank a 

citizen can attain! 

POOH.  It is. Our logical Mikado, seeing no moral difference between the dignified judge who 

condemns a criminal to die, and the industrious mechanic who carries out the sentence, 

has rolled the two offices into one, and every judge is now his own executioner. 

NANK.  But how good of you (for I see that you are a nobleman of the highest rank) to condescend 

to tell all this to me, a mere strolling minstrel! 

POOH.  Don’t mention it. I am, in point of fact, a particularly haughty and exclusive person, of pre-

Adamite ancestral descent. You will understand this when I tell you that I can trace my 

ancestry back to a protoplasmal primordial atomic globule. Consequently, my family pride 

is something inconceivable. I can’t help it. I was born sneering. But I struggle hard to 

overcome this defect. I mortify my pride continually. When all the great officers of State 

resigned in a body, because they were too proud to serve under an ex-tailor, did I not 

unhesitatingly accept all their posts at once? 

PISH.  And the salaries attached to them? You did. 

POOH.  It is consequently my degrading duty to serve this upstart as First Lord of the Treasury, 

Lord Chief justice, Commander-in-Chief, Lord High Admiral, Master of the Buckhounds, 

Groom of the Back Stairs, Archbishop of Titipu, and Lord Mayor, both acting and elect, all 

rolled into one. And at a salary! A Pooh-Bah paid for his services! I a salaried minion! But I 

do it! It revolts me, but I do it! 

 

PISH-TUSH 

It is true that Ko-Ko was condemned to death for flirting, but he was reprieved at the last moment, 

and raised to the exalted rank of Lord High Executioner under the following remarkable 

circumstances: 

 

YUM-YUM:  A  

Oh, I’m so glad! I haven’t seen you for ever so long, and I’m. right at the top of the school, and I’ve 

got three prizes, and I’ve come home for good, and I’m not going back any more! 
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YUM-YUM:  B 

Yes, I am indeed beautiful! Sometimes I sit and wonder, in my artless Japanese way, why it is that 

I am so much more attractive than anybody else in the whole world. Can this be vanity? No! 

Nature is lovely and rejoices in her loveliness. I am a child of Nature, and take after my Mother. 

YUM-YUM:  C 

NANK. Yum-Yum, at last we are alone! I have sought you night and day for three weeks, in the 

belief that your guardian was beheaded, and I find that you are about to be married to him 

this afternoon! 

YUM.  Alas, yes! 

NANK.  But you do not love him? 

YUM.  Alas, no! 

NANK.  Modified rapture! But why do you not refuse him? 

YUM.  What good would that do? He’s my guardian, and he wouldn’t let me marry you! 

NANK.  But I would wait until you were of age! 

YUM.  You forget that in Japan girls do not arrive at years of discretion until they are fifty. 

NANK.  True; from seventeen to forty-nine are considered years of indiscretion. 

YUM.  Besides – a wandering minstrel, who plays a wind instrument outside tea-houses, is hardly 

a fitting husband for the ward of a Lord High Executioner. 

NANK.  But – (Aside.) Shall I tell her? Yes! She will not betray me! (Aloud.) What if it should prove 

that, after all, I am no musician? 

YUM.  There! I was certain of it, directly I heard you play! 

NANK.  What if it should prove that I am no other than the son of his Majesty the Mikado? 

YUM.  The son of the Mikado! But why is your Highness disguised? And what has your Highness 

done? And will your Highness promise never to do it again? I think your Highness had 

better not come too near. The laws against flirting are excessively severe. And we must 

obey the law. 

NANK. Deuce take the law! 

YUM  I wish it would, but it won’t! 

NANK. If it were not for that, how happy we might be! 

YUM. Happy indeed! 
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PITTI-SING:  A 

PEEP.  Well, dear, it can’t be denied that the fact that your husband is to be beheaded in a month 

is, in its way, a drawback. It does seem to take the top off it, you know. 

PITTI.  I don’t know about that. It all depends! 

PEEP.  At all events, he will find it a drawback! 

PITTI.  Not necessarily. Bless you, it all depends! 

NANK. Yum-Yum in tears – and on her wedding morn! 

YUM.  They’ve been reminding me that in a month you’re to be beheaded! (Bursts into tears.) 

PITTI.  Yes, we’ve been reminding her that you’re to be beheaded. (Bursts into tears.) 

NANK. Humph! Now, some bridegrooms would be depressed by this sort of thing! (Aloud.) A 

month? Well, what’s a month? Bah! These divisions of time are purely arbitrary. Who says 

twenty-four hours make a day? 

PITTI.  There’s a popular impression to that effect. 

NANK.  Don’t let’s be downhearted! There’s a silver lining to every cloud. 

YUM. Certainly. Let’s – let’s be perfectly happy! (Almost in tears.) 

PITTI. It’s – it’s absurd to cry! (Trying to force a laugh.) 

 

PITTI-SING:  B 

Now tell us all the news, because you go about everywhere, and we’ve been at school, but, thank 

goodness, that’s all over now, and we’ve come home for good, and we’re not going back any 

more! 

 

PEEP-BO:  A 

And have you got an engagement? – Yum-Yum’s got one, but she doesn’t like it, and she’d ever 

so much rather it was you! I’ve come home for good, and I’m not going back any more! 

 

PEEP-BO:  B 

YUM. Yes, everything seems to smile upon me. I am to be married today to the man I love best, 

and I believe I am the very happiest girl in Japan! 

PEEP. The happiest girl indeed, for she is indeed to be envied who has attained happiness in all 

but perfection. 
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YUM. In ‘all but’ perfection? 

PEEP.  Well, dear, it can’t be denied that the fact that your husband is to be beheaded in a month 

is, in its way, a drawback. It does seem to take the top off it, you know. At all events, he will 

find it a drawback! 

YUM. I think it very indelicate of you to refer to such a subject on such a day. If my married 

happiness is to be – to be – 

PEEP. Cut short. 

NANK. Yum-Yum in tears – and on her wedding morn! 

YUM.  They’ve been reminding me that in a month you’re to be beheaded! (Bursts into tears.) 

PEEP.  It’s quite true, you. know, you are to be beheaded! (Bursts into tears.) 

NANK. A month? Well, what’s a month? We’ll call each second a minute – each minute an hour – 

each hour a day – and each day a year. At that rate we’ve about thirty years of married 

happiness before us! 

PEEP.   And, at that rate, this interview has already lasted four hours and three-quarters!  

 

 

KATISHA:  A 

KO. 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? 

KATISHA:  B 

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. 
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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. 

Mik. He is now masquerading in this town, disguised as a Second Trombone. Would it be 

troubling you too much if I asked you to produce him? He goes by the name of – 

KAT. Nanki-Poo. 

KO. It’s quite easy. That is, it’s rather difficult.  

KAT. (who is reading certificate of death). Ha! 

MIK. What’s the matter? 

KAT. See here – his name – Nanki-Poo – beheaded this morning. Oh, where shall I find 

another? Where shall I find another?  

 

 

 

 


