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CHARACTERS

MR. CAT, 17. A half cat/half football player -- feared by many, 
loved by one.

ESMERELDA KIRKEBY, 17. Daughter of a scientist, would-be queen of 
the winter formal.

DOCTOR NORBERT KIRKEBY, 45. A brilliant scientist who could 
understand everything -- besides his daughter's heart.

SYNOPSIS

A rogue inventor and his daughter try to corral a dangerous beast, 
who was built to kill -- but wants to love.

PRODUCTION HISTORY

New York, October, 2013 -- Produced at UglyRhino's Tiny Rhino.

Indianapolis, December, 2013 -- Produced at Phoenix Theatre's "A 
Very Phoenix Xmas 8."



America. The Atomic Age.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
And now the conclusion of our late, late, late, late movie, 
The Most Dangerous Cat In The World.

Lights up on a deserted football field. 
On the fifty yard line sleeps Mr. Cat. 
He is furry, with ears and a tail and a 
letterman jacket.

He wakes, yawns, licks himself, turns 
around, falls back asleep.  

He hears something. Pops up onto two 
feet, claws out.

PRIVATE (O.S.)
There he is, Sarge!

SERGEANT (O.S.)
Lock and load, boys. And make it count, 'cause if this don't 
do it, they'll be forced to resort to the hydrogen bomb.

Off-stage, many weapons cock.

SERGEANT (O.S.)
Ready, aim -- dear God, Private! What are you doing with that 
ball of yarn?!

With a chilling yowl, Mr. Cat charges 
off stage. We hear sounds of carnage.

Blackout.

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Meanwhile, at the laboratory of the brilliant Doctor Norbert 
Kirkeby...

Lights up on the laboratory of Doctor 
Norbert Kirkeby. He calculates.

KIRKEBY
Confound that demon cat!

Esmerelda enters. She gives her father 
a cocktail.

ESMERELDA
That was the President, father. They were forced to resort to 
the hydrogen bomb.

KIRKEBY
And?



ESMERELDA
No effect.

KIRKEBY
Just as I feared. That man-cat was created by the atom, and 
the atom cannot destroy it.

ESMERELDA
How's it going...reversing the transformation?

KIRKEBY
There's no going back now. The monster must be obliterated.

ESMERELDA
He isn't a monster. He's my cat. And my boyfriend.

KIRKEBY
No, Esmerelda. You mustn't think like that. That thing out 
there...it isn't Mr. Cat any more, nor is it star high school 
punt returner Cliff Nickels. 

ESMERELDA
Oh father. I still don't understand. Why did you put my cat 
and my boyfriend into your antimatter pulsgravitron?

KIRKEBY
It was an accident.

ESMERELDA
This'll be the worst winter formal ever.

KIRKEBY
I said it was an accident!

ESMERELDA
Shucks. That's all there is to it. Just, shucks. And he had 
just asked me to go steady with him. I remember it like it 
was three weeks ago. He took me to the malt shop, put his 
hand up my sweater, and said--

She blathers some gibberish.

KIRKEBY
Those football boys sure get gabby after a concussion.

ESMERELDA
I was starting to think that...that I loved him.

KIRKEBY
I was aware. And I am also aware of the disgusting things 
young people do when they're in love.

ESMERELDA
Attend the winter formal?
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KIRKEBY
Not that.

ESMERELDA
Go camping?

KIRKEBY
Not that.

ESMERELDA
Return punts in the championship game?

KIRKEBY
Not that! In any case, the important thing is that we've all 
learned a valuable lesson about nuclear energy. 

ESMERELDA
But why does Mr. Cat, or Cliff, or--

KIRKEBY
Forget them! They don't exist any more.

ESMERELDA
Why does he, why does it have to be destroyed?

KIRKEBY
Don't you know anything about science?! That creature can run 
faster, jump higher, return punts better than any human on 
earth. If we don't kill it, man's day is done. 

ESMERELDA
You really think Cliff, or Mr. Cat, or -- you really think 
he's a killer?

KIRKEBY
It's all I think. Mankind driven to extinction -- and it 
would be all your fault.

ESMERELDA
Couldn't we teach it to behave? Like when Mr. Cat used to 
jump on the table, and we squirted water at him until--

KIRKEBY
By Jove, Esmerelda, you've given me an idea!

ESMERELDA
I'll get the water bottle!

KIRKEBY
Don't be such a ninny! Ordinary water would be no match for 
the most dangerous cat in the world. But if we doused him 
with a supercharged solution of superwater, not H20 but H3, 
or even H50 -- my God! It could work!
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ESMERELDA
And it would change him back?

KIRKEBY
No. It would melt the skin right off his horrible monster 
bones.

ESMERELDA
Oh. If you say he's dangerous, and he must be 
destroyed...then I suppose you know best.

KIRKEBY
Brilliant, aren't I? But how will we transport it? How will 
we fire it? What vessel could possibly contain this 
superwater?

ESMERELDA
Like I was saying, the water bottle--

KIRKEBY
By Jove, I've got it! Esmerelda -- fetch the water bottle.

ESMERELDA
Yes, father. 

Kirkeby takes his daughter's hand.

KIRKEBY
I know it's hard, dear. But killing monsters is what makes us 
grown-ups. You remember how I cried the day I had to put down 
your mother. Now, how bout a smile for Doctor Daddy? That's a 
good girl!

NARRATOR (V.O.)
Meanwhile, meanwhile, on the factory floor of the KittyCatCat 
Co. Cat Food Works...

The scene changes to the factory. A tin 
of cat food slides across the floor. 
Mr. Cat chases it onstage, and bats it 
around a bit. He gets it in his paws 
and tries to open it, meowing 
pathetically. 

ESMERELDA (O.S.)
Here kitty kitty. 

Mr. Cat exits, afraid. Kirkeby and 
Esmerelda enter. Kirkeby brandishes a 
squirt bottle.

KIRKEBY
Here kitty kitty. 
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ESMERELDA
Here kitty kitty. 

KIRKEBY
It's time to die! There it is, over there. You'll be safe 
here. I'll be right back, and I'll return a hero.

ESMERELDA
Yes, father.

KIRKEBY
Here kitty kitty! Come and get your Christmas present!

Kirkeby exits. Esmerelda contemplates 
the dark. She begins to cry.

ESMERELDA
I was going...to let him go...all the way!

Mr. Cat enters. 

ESMERELDA
Back! Stay back. I know what you are. You're not my cat. 
You're not my boyfriend. You're a monster!

He nuzzles against Esmerelda's leg. She 
backs away, hands spread in fear. He 
stares at her, blank. Maybe licks 
himself.

ESMERELDA
I told him to leave you alone. I told him I loved you, both 
of you.

MR. CAT
Meeeeeeeow.

ESMERELDA
I think he did it on purpose. To keep us apart. To stand in 
the way of teenage lust!

MR. CAT
Meeeeeeeow.

ESMERELDA
He hated you. From the day mother and I brought you home from 
the shelter. From the day you first let me borrow your 
letterman jacket. He hated how well you returned punts, how 
you peed on the floor, how you looked at me in the moonlight, 
how you licked your paws and stroked yourself behind the 
ears. He hated you -- and he turned you into a monster.

MR. CAT
Yowwwwwwwl.
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Mr. Cat advances, back arched, poised 
to grab her neck.

ESMERELDA
Don't you believe me? I had nothing to do with it. I was on 
your side. I was--

Mr. Cat clutches her in his arms, and 
nuzzles her. 

ESMERELDA
Oh my. Oh...dear. Is that you in there, Cliff? Or is it Mr. 
Cat? Do I even care?!

Mr. Cat blathers some catlike 
gibberish.

ESMERELDA
Oh, Cliff! Cliff!

Mr. Cat meows something that almost 
sounds like "I love you."

ESMERELDA
Then you are in there. And you'll be able to attend the 
winter formal? And go camping? And return punts in the 
championship game?

Mr. Cat babbles along enthusiastically. 

ESMERELDA
And...and...and you still want to go all the way?

Mr. Cat kisses Esmerelda, then licks 
the side of her face, then kisses her 
some more.

ESMERELDA
Oh Cliff. Mr. Cat. Cliff. Mr. Cat!

David Bowie's "Cat People" plays. They 
dance.

ESMERELDA
After graduation, we'll go away together. I'll get a job in a 
typing pool, and you can find work returning punts, or 
killing mice. We'll be happy, Cliff. Mr. Cat. Whoever you 
are, don't stop. Just don't stop!

They keep dancing. Kirkeby enters, 
brandishing the water bottle, and the 
music stops abruptly. Mr. Cat shields 
Esmerelda.
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KIRKEBY
Get away from her!

ESMERELDA
No father, don't shoot. It is Mr. Cat in there. It is Cliff! 
Both of them, together. Newer. Better.

KIRKEBY
Don't you think I know that?

ESMERELDA
He's going to make an honest woman out of me. We can be 
happy. A family!

MR. CAT
Meeeeeeeow.

KIRKEBY
Me? A leading science doctor, with that abomination as a son-
in-law? Ha! Ha ha ha!

ESMERELDA
He isn't an abomination. He's a lover. The finest in the 
world.

KIRKEBY
And he must be destroyed!

Mr. Cat charges at Kirkeby. They 
struggle. Kirkeby gets cut. 

KIRKEBY
Ow!

The water bottle slides towards 
Esmerelda.

ESMERELDA
Which. One. Should. I. Shoot?!

She fires. Mr. Cat seizes up, and 
falls, mortally wounded. He crawls 
towards her, meowing something that 
sounds like her name.

MR. CAT
Meeeeow.

KIRKEBY
You made the right decision, Esmerelda.

ESMERELDA
Yes, father.
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MR. CAT
Meow.

KIRKEBY
It almost makes me think...maybe Mr. Cat was more human than 
us all?

(beat)
No, no. He was a monster. We did the right thing. 

ESMERELDA
Yes, father.

KIRKEBY
You know, it took a lot more than curiosity to kill that 
kitty. Hahahahaha! I guess you could say, his ninth life just 
ran out. Hahahahaha! Right there -- that's one cat that 
didn't land on its feet! Hahahahaha!

(laughing himself out)
Oh-hohohoho, ha, ha. Well! I should call the President. Are 
you coming?

ESMERELDA
In a moment.

He exits. 

ESMERELDA
I was never a good shot.

Esmerelda kisses Mr. Cat above his ear. 

The End.
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