ON BORROWED TIME

A Dramatic Reading

by
Paul Osborn

Petmore Declamation LBureau

Box 2695
Sioux City, IA 51106

www.wetmoredeclamation.com
Email: speeches@wetmoredeclamation.com

CAUTION: Wetmore Declamation Bureau material is protected by United States copyright law and conventions. None of our material may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means-electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or any
other-without prior permission. No trademark, copyright or other notice may be removed or changed. All rights reserved. Violators will be
prosecuted to the full extent of the law.



ON BORROWED TIME
A Dramatic Reading

Paul Osborn

Copyright 1942 by Paul Osborn (revised). From the novel “On Borrowed Time™ copyright 1937 by
Laurence E. Watkin. Dramatized version copyright 1937 by Paul Osborn.

Reprinted by permission of the author and the publisher of the play. This cutting is not to be used by a cast
for actual dramatization. It is published for the sole use of readers and may not be used in public if the
reader receives remuneration without written permission of the Dramatists Play Service, Inc., 6 East 39th
Street, New York City.

Permission granted to the WETMORE DECLAMATION BUREAU, Sioux City, lowa.

Pud is a lovable little boy who lives with his grandfather. Soon after the accident that had taken
away both of Pud’s parents, Granny answered the call of Mr. Brink and Gramps and Pud are left alone.

Gramps having written a check for charity Pud tells him that if he does a good deed he can make a
wish and it will come true.

PUD: That’s what my book says, Gramps.

GRAMPS: Must be so then.

PUD: (Excited) So make a wish, Gramps, make a wish.

GRAMPS: All right boy, soon’s I think of a good one.

PUD: Gramps, somebody’s stealing the apples again. Look, Gramps!

GRAMPS: [ swear I wish that anyone who climbed that tree would have to stay up there until I let him
down.

PUD: Gramps, you made a wish! Gee, I bet we can keep one of those bad boys up there for a

hundred years. Maybe for a million years. Maybe.
Gramps and Pud reach the apple tree.

PUD: (Excitedly) Gramps, Gramps! Your wish! He can’t come down!
GRAMPS: Ssh! (To boy) Now, you come down here as fast as you can.
PUD: Aw, Gramps, you should have kept him up there a million years. Boost me up, Gramps.

Boost me up.

GRAMPS: (Boosts) By golly, boy, you’re a full-time job.

PUD: (Shakes finger down at Gramps) Now, I can’t get down until you let me.--I’'m coming down
now, Gramps.

GRAMPS: But you can’t. You’re under my magic spell.

PUD: (Frightened) But, honest, I can’t Gramps. Let me down, please!

GRAMPS: (Laughs) Come on, then. Let go, let go, honey. (Pud drops to ground) What’s the matter, boy,
what’s the matter?

PUD: (Wailing) I couldn’t let go! My hands wouldn’t move!

--- END OF FREE PREVIEW ---



