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Lights up. An apartment, one 



that hasn't seen cleaning in 



quite a while. There is 



newspaper covering the entire 



floor, every inch, wrinkled 



in most places as though it's 



been wet and then dried. 



There's a couch CS, ratty and 



nasty. Cans scattered through 



out the room. Door USR leads 



to tiny bathroom; the sink 



can be seen. There's a 



kitcheny area SL; sink, 



fridge, cupboard. One window, 



USC, small and yellowed. An 



old dresser under the window. 



Matthew and Analiese enter 



from hallway USL. Late 20's, 



engaged. They're in painter's 



clothes, ready for a cleanup. 



They react immediately and 



pull their heads out of the 



room.



MATTHEW

Jesus!



ANALIESE

Wow!  That is pungent!



MATTHEW

Cat piss.  Nothing like it.  Whew!  Here.


(He hands her a surgical mask, puts one on 


himself)

Thought we would need these if the wallpaper needed ripping down.  Wish I'd thought of the stink.



ANALIESE

Funny how the smell-



MATTHEW

There's nothing funny about that smell.



ANALIESE

Shut up, jackass.  I was saying that, even though I knew what we were in for, it wasn't real until we hit that smell.



MATTHEW

Ready?



ANALIESE

No.  Let's get started.


(They hold their breath and enter)



MATTHEW

Wow.



ANALIESE

Yeah.  I expected it to be worse.



MATTHEW

We're lucky he only had an efficiency.  Imagine a whole house of this.



ANALIESE

How many did you say he had?  At the end?



MATTHEW

Police estimated over 200.



ANALIESE

In here?!  They must have been waist deep!


(Slight lighting change; brighter, 


earlier. John enters, suitcase in hand. 


Early 50's, tired. He and the couple do 


not interact, but do not avoid each other 


either. While the focus is on one, the 


other scene should be staying out of the 


way, but not seeming to)



JOHN

Well.  Here we... well.


(He sets the suitcase down, looks around)

I guess I could... if I threw out the couch and got a loft bed... or... what a shithole.


(Lights shift)



ANALIESE

Where do we even start?  Did they do ANYTHING?



MATTHEW

No.  The super said we had to clean it completely, he didn't touch it.  We've got two days before they charge us for the whole cleanup.



ANALIESE

That doesn't seem legal.  Did you talk to the lawyer?



MATTHEW

He wasn't that kind of lawyer.



ANALIESE

So no.



MATTHEW

Analiese, it didn't seem worth the time.  Let's just trash everything and get out.



ANALIESE

Oh, for God's sake... alright.  I suggest we start by lighting some small fires, then a large, central one.



MATTHEW

Not helpful.



ANALIESE

Fine.  Open the window then, maybe air flow will help.


(Matthew goes to window, tries to get it 


open)

We should've brought more trash bags.  What I wouldn't give for one of those chutes that leads into a dumpster...



MATTHEW

DAMMIT!  I give up.  It's painted shut or something.



ANALIESE

Okay, I have tools, we can pry it-



MATTHEW

What the hell is wrong with him?!


(Light shift)



JOHN

C'mon, Jaspar...


(John exits and returns with a pet 


carrier. He pulls a stuffed cat out and 


pets it. He places the carrier in the 


bathroom)

I know, Jaspar.  I know.  It isn't as big as the old place.  You won't be able to run around like before.  But I bet you'll find plenty of mice.  What?


(He listens to the cat)

I know.  You miss mommy.


(Pause)

Me too.


(Light shift)



MATTHEW

I mean... look around!  There isn't a litter box!  Two HUNDRED cats, and it's like he can't even pretend that he can take care of them!



ANALIESE

Matthew...



MATTHEW

No, no, I can't anymore.  I stood by him the whole trial, through the hearing, but it's WRONG, he is messed up, and I've given him more already than anyone would reasonably expect.



ANALIESE

Matthew, I know it's been hard and I can't know how much worse it's been for you.  And you have every right to do this, and I'll make you a deal, okay?



MATTHEW

What?



ANALIESE

Hold it together long enough to get this crap out of here and then have all the breakdowns you want.  I'll hold your hand, make you soup, whatever.  But have a breakdown now, and leave me to do this alone, and I'll put you in a bag and leave you on the curb, okay?



MATTHEW


(Laughs, removes mask)

Jesus.  Tough love, huh?



ANALIESE

For now, just tough.  Love later.  I'll check the bathroom, you see if there's any surprises in here.


(Light shift)



JOHN


(Steps out and reenters with two more 


stuffed cats)

Hey, guess what Jaspar?  I found you some playmates!  They were out in the dumpster, believe it or not.  Poor guys are almost starved.  Don't worry, guys.


(He goes to kitchen, gets out can and 


opener, and starts feeding new cats)

You'll be all right here until you get your strength back.  Then out you go; I've got to get a new job, and no good doing that with new mouths to feed, eh?  That's the way.  Jaspar?


(He goes over to first stuffed cat)

What do you think, buddy?  They pass muster?


(He nuzzles old cat with new ones)

Good.  Good!  Be glad you passed, guys.  If Jaspar had said no, you'd have only gotten the one meal.  Now what should I call you?  No.  No, I know how it works.  If I name you, I'll keep you.  No, it'll just be “guys” until you're back up to strength.  Enjoying the chili, Guys?


(Light shift)



MATTHEW

Jesus, there's even cat piss in the cupboards.  What were cats doing in the cupboards?


(Has a thought, moves to dresser)

I'm starting to think you were right about that fire-


(Matthew opens the top drawer, freezes)



ANALIESE

We'll need acid for in here.  Tile doesn't burn well.  I don't know what he was washing in that tub, but it came out dirtier than it went in.  Okay, I say we start with the newspaper-


(She reenters, notices him at dresser)

Matthew?


(He jumps, slams drawer shut)

What?  What's wrong?



MATTHEW

I'm gonna sue.



ANALIESE

What?  Who?



MATTHEW

Everyone!  The super, the city, the cops, the ASPCA, my uncle, whoever, this is completely beyond the-



ANALIESE

What?


(She crosses to dresser)

What's in-



MATTHEW

NO!


(He blocks her)

Analiese... oh, shit, baby, there's cats still in there.


(Light shift)



JOHN


(Reading newspaper from floor, crosses 


behind couch)

Whoa!  Whoa!  Wow.  Sorry, Guys, I misnamed you.  Guy and Girl, I suppose.  Hey Jaspar!  Guess what, buddy?


(Lifts little stuffed cats from behind 


couch)

We're uncles!  Well, me again, you for the first time.  Look at them!  So tiny.  So helpless.  Man, there must be... five six... eight.  Eight little babies!  What are we gonna do with you guys?


(Light shift)



ANALIESE

WHAT?!



MATTHEW

I know, I know, I know, believe me.



ANALIESE

They're... why didn't they...



MATTHEW

I don't know, but I aim to find out.



ANALIESE

Oh God, Matt, they're dead, aren't-



MATTHEW

Oh Jesus!  Yes, yes.  But they aren't pretty.  Don't touch it.  God.



ANALIESE

Okay, the dresser goes first.  We tape the drawers shut so they don't fall out on the way down the stairs-



MATTHEW

What?  Baby, I'm serious.  I'm suing.  We can't throw away the evidence!



ANALIESE

I thought you just wanted it done!  Clean break, no hassle, whatever.



MATTHEW

There's a difference between the super making me eat some of my uncle's leftover shit and the city leaving disease vectors on the premises.



ANALIESE

Matthew, I cannot work with that still in the room.  There's death in this fucking room.


(Light shift)



JOHN


(Reenters with three more cats. He looks 


more haggard)

Okay, welcome home, guys!


(He pulls a sack full of stuffed cats from 


behind the couch. These are cats that are 


already present, and he places them as he 


introduces them. Needless to say, Matthew 


and Analiese do not see any of the stuffed 


cats)

What should we call you?  How about Thing One, Thing Two, and Thing Three!  I'm kidding, I always tell that one.  Hm... King, Prince and Jack!  Yeah.  You be Jack.  Jack's my name, you know!  Well, John.  Jack is short for John.  I never understood that, but it's true.  King, Prince, Jack.  These are your new roommates.  Guy and Girl, of course, and their kittens, Rudy, Hayworth, and Woody.  There used to be more, but... But.  And these are Garfield, Felix, Krazy, and Marmaduke.  I found them wrapped in the funnies outside!  How someone could just leave... I never understand... And who else.  Steven, Manuel, Typewriter, Conan, because he's fearless!  Tom, because he yowls.  Midnite, because he hasn't got a spot on him!  And, of course, Jaspar, your new drill sergeant, who'll give you the tour.  Jaspar?  Jaspar, where are you, buddy?  Jaspar?


(John starts hunting around)


(Light shift)



MATTHEW

I should've killed him.



ANALIESE

What?!



MATTHEW

No, you're right.  All the hearings and visits and doctors and none of it was real until now.  He was a monster.



ANALIESE

Matt, that's too much.



MATTHEW

Is it?!  All those people, and no one could tell me why, least of all my uncle.  I just figured he went a little nuts when Aunt Nora died, but this is beyond nuts.  This is horrible.  Jesus Christ, Analiese, he sealed cats up in dresser drawers!



ANALIESE

Matt, I've met your uncle before!  He's a good man, believe it or don't right now.  I... I don't know how this happened.  And you know him better than I do.  But he's just sick, not evil.



MATTHEW

You think that?  You really and honestly think that?



ANALIESE

I do, Matt.  It's easy to believe that he did what he did out of malice, easier than the truth, but-



MATTHEW

Fine!  Face it!


(He grabs her and forces her towards the 


dresser)

Look at it and tell me he's just a bit sick, and he'll get better and be all right again!



ANALIESE

Matthew, stop it!  Just stop!


(She throws him off)

What's the matter with you?!  Dead cats in a drawer are awful, terrible... I wish more than anything else that this wasn't happening.  But you're acting crazy.



MATTHEW

As crazy as him?


(Light shift)



JOHN


(Running about, frantic)

JASPAR!  Oh God no, not him, please be hiding JASPAR!


(He checks cupboards, under couch, in 


bathroom)

HOW damn damn I didn't leave the door open and the window can't open not after William Tell fell out the window is safe oh God JASPAR!  Oh!


(He rears back. He stepped on someone)

Oh no, Charlie, I'm so so sorry!  Oh, your poor paw!


(He lifts the stuffed cat, who struggles)

Oh no.  Oh no no no.  Oh, Charlie, it's worse than when I found you.  I can't mend this.  Oh, I'm so sorry Charlie!


(He sobs, hugs the cat)

I don't know what to do I can't afford the vet I'm sorry I'm so sorry I'm so STUPID why didn't I look...


(He kisses the cat)

C'mere, Charlie.  That's a brave boy.


(He exits to bathroom with the cat, closes 


the door. A quiet snap, and a loud, human, 


wail)


(Light change)



ANALIESE

Matt, that's ludicrous.  I'm sorry, but that's the stupidest thing I've ever heard.



MATTHEW

Is it?  Is it really?



ANALIESE

Yes!  I'm not going to stand here and comfort you and tell you that you won't become like your uncle.  It's just too stupid to consider, and you know it.



MATTHEW

I know I won't become like him!  But he!


(deep breath)

This happened.  It really happened, to him.  Nora wasn't his first wife, you know.  His first wife died of cancer before I was born.  She didn't die easily, either.  And after he buried her, he mourned for a long time and then dated some and met Nora and married her.  He didn't... do this.



ANALIESE

I know, it doesn't make sense-



MATTHEW

Stop defending him!  I know losing your wife is hard!  Losing your house is hard!  But he was in control of his life!  He did what he did because he chose to, and maybe he was sick but he was smart enough to ask for help!  Why did he-



ANALIESE

I don't know, alright!  I don't know!  No one does!  But don't forget who he WAS.



MATTHEW

Look in the drawer.



ANALIESE

No.



MATTHEW

Please.  I need to see someone acting rational about it.  Please.


(They stare at each other. Analiese 


crosses to dresser, hesitates, opens 


drawer)


(Light shift)



JOHN


(reenters from bathroom, tear-streaked 


cheeks. Deep breath)

Jaspar's gone.  I don't know where.  I hope he comes back, but we can't count on it.  It's just us now, everyone.


(He sits)

I let Charlie down.  But I swear, by everything, that I won't let you all down.  We'll stick together, right?  Protect each other.  I'll protect you guys.


(He gathers up an armload of cats)

I'll protect you.


(Light shift)



MATTHEW

...WELL?!



ANALIESE

Oh...  My God.



MATTHEW

See?  See?!  Tell me I wasn't right!



ANALIESE

You weren't right.



MATTHEW

What?



ANALIESE

Matt...


(She turns, stricken)

One of these cats is still alive.


(Light shift)


(John holds cats. Rocks slightly. Quiet 


humming)


BLACKOUT


END PLAY
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