
DOG DAY MORNING 
By Claudia Haas 

 
Copyright © 2011 by Claudia Haas, All rights reserved. 
ISBN 1-60003-589-2 
 
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject 
to a royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States 
of America and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright 
relations, whether through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, 
but not limited to, all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, 
the Universal Copyright Convention and the Berne Convention. 
 
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including 
professional and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion 
picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or 
sound recording, all forms of mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-
ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and 
the rights of translation into non-English languages. 
 
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, 
LLC. No amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play 
without securing license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn 
Publishers, LLC. Questions concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn 
Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are subject to change without notice. Professional and 
stock fees will be set upon application in accordance with your producing 
circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating to amateur and stock 
(professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.  
 
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity 
or profit and whether or not admission is charged. 
 
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play 
must give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the 
production of this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a 
separate line where no other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must 
be at least 50% as large as the title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger 
or more prominent credit than that which is given to the author(s). 
 
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, 
flyers or other printed material must include the following notice: 
 
Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 
 
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is 
strictly forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval 
system, or transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, 
including photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn 
Publishers, LLC. 



Dog Day Morning - Page 2 
 
 

DOG DAY MORNING 
by 

Claudia Haas 
 

CHARACTERS: 
SCOUT:  (male or female) Big lap dog; enthusiastic! 
SOCKS: (male or female) prefers the name “Pellinore;” a very cat-like cat 
 

TIME:  Daytime, today 
 

SETTING:  A living room picture window.  There is a chair and there 
could be a couch or a table in front where the animals can perch as 
they watch the outside; whatever works for your theatre. 
 

AT RISE SCOUT and SOCKS are settled by the window.  SCOUT is 
watching a car drive away.  SOCKS is sitting up – like a cat statue – 
plotting – an escape.  There is one chair by the window. 
 

SCOUT:  There they go – the two-leggeds.  My favorite things. 
SOCKS:  The two-leggeds have finally gone.  My sworn enemies. 
SCOUT:  Look at them – happily driving away from me in their car.  Why 

don’t they take me?  I had the best morning.  It started with a dog 
biscuit – I love dog biscuits!  Then the two-leggeds rubbed my 
tummy.  I adore tummy rubs!  Then, they walked me around the 
block!  I love this block!  Now – they’re gone.  Who knows if they will 
ever return? 

 

(SCOUT FLOPS down – on the chair or the floor.  SOCKS addresses the 
audience.) 
 

SOCKS:  This is day 365 of my imprisonment.  These two-legged 
creatures are driving me mad!  They continue to torture me with 
stuffed mice.  Do they not know that I know the difference between a 
stuffed mouse and a real one?  Have they not noticed that real mice 
move and smell and are delicious?  Do they take me for a fool! 

SCOUT:  Yesterday the two-leggeds threw sticks all day and I fetched 
them.  It was the best day ever! 

SOCKS:  The two-leggeds continue to feed me dry nuggets of leftover 
chicken parts.  It is not fit for cat consumption.  Why don’t they let me 
outside to find my own birds? 

SCOUT:  Yesterday, I had these tasty nuggets for dinner.  I love tasty 
nuggets! 

SOCKS:  I threw up the detested cat food.  The two-leggeds were 
dismayed.  Score 1 point for me!  I have got to get out of here.  I 
must escape! 
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SCOUT:  When will they come home?  Will they never return?  Will I 

never be happy again? 
SOCKS:  What a fool that dog is.  They let him out every day and he 

keeps coming back!  Why do they not let me out?  I’ve got to get out!  
I must get away! 

SCOUT:  I’m worried.  Suppose they get lost and never return?  Will I 
never be fed again?  Socks!  What will happen to us? 

SOCKS:  Do not use that common name with me.  You know my name is 
Pellinore! 

SCOUT:  But the two-leggeds call you Socks! 
SOCKS:  Because the two-leggeds have no imagination – no sense of 

my royal nature.  In short – they have no brains.  If I were you, I’d 
dump the name “Scout.” 

SCOUT:  But I love my name!  It’s the best! 
SOCKS:  You are destined to be nothing more than a commoner. 
SCOUT:  I know!  I love it!  Isn’t it wonderful?  I am one with my fellow 

two-leggeds! 
SOCKS:  (Addressing audience) I tried to escape this morning by 

jumping from the stairs and wrapping myself around one of the two-
leggeds legs as she went out the door.  She screamed which 
delighted me but stayed inside until she could disengage me.  Even 
when I hissed she refused to open the front door for me.   

SCOUT:  Oh look!  There’s a car!  It’s coming here!  They’re coming 
home!  It’s closer and closer – and there it goes.   

SOCKS:  (Addressing audience) Do you see what I have to put up with?  
The dog is a flunkie.  Soulless and thinks only of making the two-
leggeds happy.  It’s pathetic. 

SCOUT:  I am so depressed.  They’re never coming home. 
SOCKS:  Look at that creature!  What a loser! 
 

(A bird flies by the window.  SOCKS is on full alert.) 
 

Oh!  Look at that!  Look!  Dinner with wings!  Right outside the glass 
pane.  (SOCKS paws at it) I can’t stand it any longer!  I can’t stay 
cooped up in here!  I must get out!  I must flee this dungeon! 

SCOUT:  I’m starving!  Where is my next meal coming from? 
SOCKS:  (Addressing audience) I must act!  Seize the moment!  Get out 

now!  Get out!  But how?  (Noticing the dog) You’re worried about 
getting dinner, are you? 

SCOUT:  Aren’t you? 
SOCKS:  Suppose I told you we could get our own dinner. 
SCOUT:  I tried opening my own bag of food but the two-leggeds were 

upset with me.  They didn’t love me for five whole minutes.  It was 
torture.  I had to do the sad eyes, (does so) and tilt my head, (does 
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so) then wag my tail (does so) and finally I give them my paw.  It was 
very stressful.  I don’t want to go through that again. 

SOCKS:  No, we don’t have to break into their sorry stash they call pet 
food.  We can get our own food. 

SCOUT:  I could try and drag out the garbage. 
SOCKS:  I’m a cat not a rodent.  I hunt for food.  I don’t eat garbage. 
SCOUT:  Garbage is pretty tasty.  It’s one of my favorite things to eat! 
SOCKS:  You’re a canine!  Act like it!  Stop subjugating your personality 

to fit the two-legged’s expectations.  Look at me!  I’m a feline to the 
core!  I do not change my nature to suit the two-leggeds! 

SCOUT:  But I don’t change my nature.  I love them.   
SOCKS:  You love them?  Look how you’re being treated!  Why, you 

don’t know if you will ever eat again! 
SCOUT:  That’s true. 
SOCKS:  They just leave you – all alone here with no knowledge if they 

will ever return! 
SCOUT:  That’s true, too.  Oh, woe is me – to be abandoned after all I 

have done for them.  (SCOUT emits a mournful howl) 
SOCKS:  That’s the spirit!  It’s time to plan a prison breakout!  Are you 

with me? 
SCOUT:  I don’t know.  It’s scary out there. 
SOCKS:  Take a look out the window.  What do you see? 
SCOUT:  There’s some flower beds!  Oh!  That’s my favorite thing!  I love 

to sleep in them!   
SOCKS:  And look at that tree! 
SCOUT:  There’s a squirrel!  I could be chasing a squirrel!  That is 

absolutely the best thing in the world! 
SOCKS:  Come on then.  Help me break out of our jail!  That squirrel 

won’t wait forever! 
SCOUT:  But the doors are locked.  And the windows.   
SOCKS:  So, we’ll unlock them.  You’re tall.  Climb up on the door and 

turn the knob. 
SCOUT:  I don’t have opposable thumbs.  You know that.   
SOCKS:  But you have big paws.  Just wrap them around the doorknob 

and turn.  It’s worth a try. 
SCOUT:  You know they lock the door.  It’s to keep us safe. 
SOCKS:  It’s to keep us imprisoned! 
SCOUT:  It’s to stop anyone from kidnapping us! 
SOCKS:  You’re hopeless! 
SCOUT:  Hungry! 
SOCKS:  Squirrels! 
 

(SCOUT jumps off and excitedly woofs!) 
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SOCKS:  (Putting her paws over her ears) I hate when you do that!  

Now, look!  You’ve scared them away. 
SCOUT:  I’m good!  I’ve still got that special “guard-dog” quality that the 

two-leggeds love so much. 
SOCKS:  Great!  You ‘ve protected the home from squirrels.  I am trying 

to be impressed. 
 

(SOCKS hisses.  SCOUT growls.) 
 

SCOUT:  Don’t mess with me!  I’m still a dog!  If we went at it, I’d win. 
SOCKS:  I’m still a cat.  I’d outwit you. 
SCOUT:  I’ll be rewarded.  You’ll see.  The two-leggeds will come home 

and give me a chew bone.   
SOCKS:  They’re never coming home.  I – heard them say so!  (Aside) 

Yes, that might work!  I need to get Scout on my side! 
SCOUT:  What? 
SOCKS:  I heard them say that they sold the house and are never 

coming home! 
SCOUT:  They sold the house?  Our home? 
SOCKS:  And left us here to starve.  Now, you see why we have to get 

out of here! 
SCOUT:  What do you want me to do? 
SOCKS:  How about – running through the window?  You’re big.  Just 

crash through it and we can make our escape. 
SCOUT:  I’m not stupid you know.  That would hurt. 
SOCKS:  All right.  You’re smarter than you look.  We need something – 

we need to smash something against the window.  Think!  Think! 
SCOUT:  I can’t think when I’m hungry! 
SOCKS:  The chair.  We have to crash the chair through the window.   
SCOUT:  How? 
SOCKS:  I’ll get on your back.  And then you rush headlong into the 

chair.  When your head hits the chair, I’ll jump off and tip it into the 
window.  Foolproof.  A win-win situation.  And then I am free to end 
my imprisonment as “Socks, slave to the two-legged creatures” and 
begin my life as the noble Pellinore.  “I shall fulfill my destiny of being 
the cat who brought back respect to the feline world!”  And you – will 
no longer be Scout – the dopey dog – but “Astapulco” the wise ruler 
of the canine world! 

SCOUT:  Astapulco? 
SOCKS:  Don’t you like that name? 
SCOUT:  Astapulco? 
SOCKS:  Okay – name yourself.  I don’t care.  We must act now!  Free 

ourselves now! 
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SCOUT:  What’s the rush?  It’s sunny here.  And cozy.  Let’s free 

ourselves after a nap. 
SOCKS:  No!  Now – before they come b… I mean, before – before our 

dinner runs away! 
SCOUT:  Dinner?  I’m ready for dinner.   
SOCKS:  Then hold still.  I’m going to climb on your back – (does so)  
SCOUT:  Retract your claws! 
SOCKS:  I need to hang on! 
SCOUT:  Find another way! 
 

(SOCKS paws wrap around SCOUT’S neck.) 
 

Aww!  Didn’t know you cared. 
 
 
 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from DOG DAY MORNING by 

Claudia Hass.  For performance rights and/or a complete copy of the script, 
please contact us at: 

 
Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 

P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 
Toll Free: 1-888-473-8521 • Fax (319) 368-8011 
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