Extant Enhance Touch Tour and Programme Notes For A Merry Misrule
RABBIT:	Ah, you have finally come. Winter is here! Dust off the snowballs from your gloves because Yuletide is around the corner - it comes every December! Here’s wishing you the best festive season, fellow cat lovers. You see, it is the season of the Cat here, in this city of ours. Who here loves cats? And here is a cat from this city of ours. She’s a very friendly little grey cat, so give her a stroke as she comes round.
Now let me introduce you to …… Oh how rude of me. I’ve not introduced myself. I’m Rabbit and what are your names? Wow there are so many of you. That’s great. Now we all know each other, let me introduce to you to our favorite feline: Show some respect for our poster girl, the Yule Cat herself. She’s literally on all our posters, staring at you with her bright yellow and black eyes.

RABBIT:	Does anyone know how big she is? Well our cat is bigger than me and I’m very tall. Can you reach the top of my ears? She’s bigger than a house, as she purrs and meows her way over our rooftops. Rewarding us every Yuletide with new gifts in shimmering wrapping paper. I mean, shiny new presents are the best right? Check out my new snappy silver gilet, silver leggings, silver trainers and can you guess what colour my cap is? It’s Silver. Keeps me warm on these colder days.
Yule Cat wanted to show me how much she values me so, made me an official member of the Yule Cat Collective (The YCC) and gave me this big badge on my chest. That’s where I learnt the Yule Cat’s declaration of loyalty. Do you want to learn it too?
Purrfect! Hold your paws up in front of you and repeat after me: 
MEOW MEOW MEOW
LET’S TAKE OUR VOW WE PLEDGE TO THE CAT AND THAT IS THAT
Sworn followers of the Yule Cat, that was champion! Clearly, we’ve all been perfect this year, right? Let me just check, there are no rebels amongst you? Any rule breakers?  Now you’re all honorary members of the YCC, your first mission, should you choose to cat-ccept it, is to take in a birds-eye view of this city of ours and to sniff out any anti-Yule Cat activity. Yes, keep your eyes and ears peeled for any rebellious souls out there. Follow me this way.

PIGEON:	Cooee. How is everyone? That’s flapulous! I’m Pigeon and I’m here to give you a bird’s eye view of this city of ours. Imagine you’re up in the sky flying with me and the other birds and you’re looking down on a big city like London. All the buildings and people and cars and everything would look a lot smaller. Well, either side of us is what it actually looks like. There’s lots of small grey buildings that look like skyscrapers and houses and offices and schools and …… well you get the message. The buildings have white lights shining out the windows and on some of them we see the Yule Cat posters that you saw earlier, but much smaller.

PIGEON:	While we’re here I’ll quickly show you some of the places you’re going to visit on your mission. Over here is the community allotment, where we grow flowers and vegetables. In the middle of that there’s a tree with multi-colored flags hanging from it. We have lots of fun there. Next to that there’s a red hut, where Mouse lives and a building site, with lots of poles and white sheets. Be careful there, it can be dangerous. Over here is the storybook forest. I like it here, as there’s lots of trees for me to perch on and sing with my friends. Oooh and over here is my most favourite place of all, my charity shop. I think I can see some customers. Let’s fly down and have a look. This way.

PIGEON:	Welcome to Pigeon’s Thrift Emporium, where a thousand stories hang on our hangers and shelves. Strictly second hand in here. No new presents, resplendent in blinding shiny paper. I set this store up a little while ago, in secret, because I got sick of Yule Cat’s bling. This shop offers a different way. We’ve got all sorts here. I get all my clothes here, like this orange, pink, red, and green skirt that goes right down to my pink welly boots. Do you think this woolly beige waistcoat goes with my maroon long-sleeved top? I’ve not had this beret long, but it keeps my head warm, especially with the feathers.
Everything in here is for sale and can be gifted. The vintage lampshades, the clothes on the rails, the bric-a-brac, the knick-knacks, the books, the flamingos head, the trumpet, the fan, the motorcycle helmet, the lantern, everything. Why don’t you have a look round and if you see anything you like you can bring it over to the till here to pay for it.

RABBIT:	Pigeon, this book with the Yule Cat’s face on it looks interesting.

PIGEON: 	That’s ‘The Real History of the Yule Cat’. It’s a rare item. Open it up.

RABBIT:	‘The Real History of the Yule Cat’ Whoah! A pop-up book. Whoah! A mouse in the forest. Whoah! A real Mouse! How did you get out of the book?

MOUSE:	My story is too important to be told whilst bound in a book. Look! I’m real, a pop up, alive for you now. Step into the tale. This way! Follow me to the Story Forest!

MOUSE:	Welcome to the kitchen in my hut in the Story Forest. I have lots of pots and pans and cooking utensils. There are trees all around us. Some of you are sat comfortably on little logs on the floor around my fit pit. Its ember in the fire is glowing. Above us is the canopy of the sky. Here is where stories are cooked up and served by me, the mouse chef, dressed in my red and white checked trousers, red and white striped top, red apron and red bandana round my neck. I hear all the stories with my fluffy white ears, so I can share them with you. 
Today’s recipe book is, ‘The Real History of the Yule Cat’. On this page Yule Cat is ready for her dinner, with her knife and fork and napkin round her neck. The next page has a picture of this city of ours, with all the grey buildings. Over the page Yule Cat’s dinner is ready. A slice of pie placed on a red and white checked tablecloth. On the last page we see the tree from the community allotment, with the different coloured flags hanging from it. 
The ingredients, but don’t eat it, it’s not cooked yet! I need to pop into my cauldron for today’s story are:
Some spaghetti, it looks like normal spaghetti but it’s not! It’s made straight from humans. We’ve also got some frog legs, they're a little bit crispy. We have a poached badger's noise, it’s a delicacy as you can imagine. I have a pipette which has a big squishy end with a long tube that collects liquids. The next thing we have is a boy’s shoe, good for the soul. One of my favourites is the squirrel tail used for a fondue, next we have toenails and the last one is a rat piece that is a little bit like a chickpea!

MOUSE:	Frogs legs, toenails, boy’s shoe, grandma jus… Anyone fancy a taste? Eeugh! The story is yours now.

PIGEON:	Thank you. It is time to step out of the Story Forest and back into this city of ours. Follow me. 

PIGEON:	We need to be a little bit careful on this building site, but you should be okay in the centre, as it’s clear. Around the edge there are scaffolding poles holding up white sheets to cover the buildings being built. We are in the depths of Yule Cat territory. Get low if you can. No sudden movements. Rabbit has been off searching for the Yule Cat, and we have been talking via our walkie-talkies. Up here, there are two big yellow eyes, I think it may be the yule cat, it’s like it’s watching us. A big black cat has appeared, sprawling across the room, it’s turning a corner and staring as she goes

RABBIT:	Revolutionary Rabbit to Merry Misrule Pigeon do you copy?

PIGEON:	Loud and clear - proceed Revolutionary Rabbit

RABBIT:	Codename Puss Puss is incoming, I repeat, Codename Puss Puss is incoming. I sense her and she is coming your way. Over and out.

PIGEON:	Roger that Revolutionary Rabbit.

PIGEON:	The time has come. Let’s stay together.

RABBIT:	I think Yule Cat went this way into the community allotment. Follow me.

PIGEON:	Yule Cat must have given us the slip. Welcome to our little allotment, where nature creeps into this city of ours. Over here is where we grow our vegetables. 

RABBIT:	And over here is where we keep our tools. 

PIGEON:	Does anyone know what a wassail is? A wassail is a gathering of friends, or strangers who have become friends at Yuletide.

RABBIT:	What, just like us and our new friends, the merry mis-rulers?

PIGEON:	Yes, and it’s traditionally done around a tree. 

RABBIT:	What, just like this little apple tree here in the middle of the circle?

PIGEON:	Yes, and we sing a song to our good health and remember what this time of year is really all about.

MOUSE:	But I only know stories. I don’t know any songs. 

RABBIT:	Pidge, why don’t we teach them the chorus of our wassail song?

PIGEON:	Purrfect idea. I’ll just get my accordion. It’s like a piano when you give it a squeeze.

RABBIT:	Ready Pidge?

PIGEON:	Ready Rabby. Let’s make a right hullabaloo!

BOTH:	Wassail! Wassail! Wassail! Wassail! Wassail, my friends, my friends, Wassail.

PIGEON:	This is what it’s like with an accordion.

RABBIT:	Wow, what set of pipes you’ve all got. I’ve been whipped into a festive frenzy!

PIGEON:	It is time for us to say goodbye to you, until you come back in a bit.

BOTH:	Have a joyful Yuletide.

MOUSE:	And a happy new year.

ALL:		And a happy new year. Goodbye.
