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Characters 
 

 Catherine – female, 15 years old, the only thing that 
seems definite is that she loves cats.  So much so, that 
much of who she is seems eerily cat-like. 
  
 Rhett – male, 18 years old, suddenly finds his way 
into Catherine’s life.  He is a hopeless romantic. 
 
 Mom – lines labeled as “off stage” for most the play 
because she is almost never fully seen within the bedroom.   
Her lines should be said by the actor live (not recorded) 
but the character not fully seen. 
 
 Host – a 1950’s educational film narrator. He should 
be living in a separate reality from the other characters.  
This means that the actor’s performance can exists as a 
media projection, or perform live and in his own separate 
psychological space of the stage.  
 
 Man – a figure in Catherine’s dream. Played by Host. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Scene 
 Entire play takes place in Catherine’s bedroom on the 
second story in her Mom’s house.  The house is full size 
with 5-bedroom, so Catherine’s room is big for a 15 year 
old.  It includes a window (seen on set) and a full 
bathroom (referred to). 
 

Time 
 The present. 
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Production Notes 
The production design for this show is very 

open and flexible.  Music suggestions are only 
suggestions (strong ones).  The only established 
detail that is vital for the audience to see, for 
the effectiveness of the story, are the dates and 
times conveyed throughout the script.  An important 
element of this show is one in which I cannot write 
– the movement.  I believe that each actor’s 
movement and physical presence is of the upmost 
importance and cannot be forgotten or pushed aside. 
  
 There are certain parts of the script in which 
a forward-slash (/) is used to mark when the next 
line should start. (VO) stands for “voice over”, 
and the line should be played as inner monologue. 
 
 Towards the end of the play, we get to witness 
a dream sequence.  I feel that aesthetically this 
can be done many different ways.  Whatever you do 
choose, please leave it somewhat incomplete.  
Fragmented, silhouettes, scrambled, static, lost in 
translation, or highly symbolic … like most dreams 
are. 
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“Women and cats will do as they please and 
men and dogs should relax and get used to 

the idea.” 
 

-Robert A. Heinlein 
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June 9th, 7:30 pm 
 

(The lights fade up in CATHERINE’s bedroom. From 
the looks of it, she has a cat and it has claimed 
everything in her room. We hear CATHERINE 
approaching, and then right outside the door 
yelling out:) 

 
Catherine: 

YEAH WELL … YOU CAN JUST GO TO HELL!!!  
 

(After yelling, “Love Cats” by The Cure comes on 
and plays through.  Simultaneously, Catherine 
enters her room, slams the door, throws all her 
weight against it, and then breaks down crying.  
We then hear a violent knocking on the door.) 

 
Mom (VO): 

Catherine!!  Catherine open this door immediately!! 
 

Catherine: 
JUST LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE!! 
 

(Still crouched on the floor in front of the 
door, the violent knocking continues with MOM 
occasionally yelling “CATHERINE!”  Through the 
knocking, CATHERINE throws off her hat, her coat, 
her boots, and throws them about the room … at 
the door.  She then runs about taking various 
objects and throws them everywhere.  This violent 
tossing evolves into a physical tantrum, then 
into a dance reminiscent of felines fighting.  
The dance climaxes with CATHERINE throwing 
herself into her bed and releasing a scream into 
her pillow.  After the moment settles you can 
tell that she suddenly gets an idea. She slowly 
sits up and turns to her computer. CATHERINE 
approaches her computer, logs into 
www.experienceproject.com and begins typing. When 
CATHERINE is done she reads it over out loud:) 

 
Catherine: 

“Hello Everyone.  This will be one of my last posts.  
I have had enough of this shitty, useless life and have 
come to the decision that on the morning of June 15th, I am 
going to kill myself.  I am set with this decision.  I only 
share this with you all to see if there is somebody, 
anybody, out there who might be like me.  If you are, then 
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you won’t try and convince me not to go through with this, 
you will join me.  So if you are interested me, please 
message … me … 

 
(CATHERINE looks over the screen, realizes her 
mistake.) 

 
 “So if you are interested, COMMA, please message me, 

we can figure out the details of our suicide pact. 
CRAZYcatGAL98.”   

 
(CATHERINE stretches, glances around the 
destruction in her room, smiles, undresses, and 
gets into bed.  As the lights go out and 
CATHERINE lies still, we feel the first sense of 
something peaceful in the room.  Out of nowhere, 
the screen of her computer lights up in the dark 
as if someone moved the mouse.) 

 
Host: 

This story can be found anywhere – urban areas, 
suburbia, or even out in the country, but the beginning 
seems all too similar.  She finds her way into your life, 
perhaps through a window, a garage left open, or perhaps a 
hole in the wall.  It really doesn’t matter how, because 
she’s here, unexpected, uninvited, and something inside you 
says that you can’t just ignore her … you have to do 
something about it.   

 
So what is it that you do? 
 
The first and best step is to invite her into a secure 

area.  Some place that’s quiet, perhaps on the darker side, 
but above all, in an area so she can feel safe.  A space 
she can call her own.  And this is not about trapping, mind 
you. It is about sheltering.   

Don’t be intrusive, but let yourself be known.  
Leaving resources she might need, or perhaps an unhazardous 
physical presence can accomplish this.  If you can do all 
this and she does not run away, this means that she is open 
to interaction and socialization.  This is a big step for 
both you and her.  And similar to many love stories, it 
seems as though you didn’t find her … but that she has 
found you. 

 
(The light of the computer turns off.) 
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June 10th, 9:30 am 
 

(CATHERINE wakes from a very long, very restful 
sleep.  She takes all the time she needs waking 
up, stretching in bed, and then finally sitting 
up.  She looks about her room, and then crosses 
down to her computer.) 

 
Catherine: 

Wow, that was fast … 
 

Rhett (VO): 
“Post in reply to CRAZYcatGAL98 @ 7:43pm.  As of recently, 
I have felt so lost, and so alone for so long.  I have been 
asking myself many times what and why I am still here on 
earth, and then I read your post.  It’s as if it were 
written for me.  I have been waiting for someone as brave 
and beautiful as you.  I want to be part of your pact.  If 
you’ll have me, please message me privately with details, 
it appears as though your partner may be closer than you’d 
ever imagine.  1_Lonely_Romeo @ 1:17am”  

 
Catherine: 

Mmm, okay … 
 

Catherine: 
“1_Lonely_Romeo, its good to hear from someone so quickly. 
We should meet soon to figure out how we are gonna do this.  
My cell phone number is 425-301-0538.  Call me once you 
read this. CRAZYcatGAL98.”   
 

(CATHERINE leans back, and rolls out of her desk 
to get dressed.  As she is getting ready for the 
day:)  

 
Catherine (cont’d): 

Mom?   
 

(There is no response.) 
   

Mom!   
(She stops what she is doing to listen to a 
response, still nothing.  She walks over to the 
bedroom door and opens it a crack.)  
 

MOM!!! 
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(MOM was still asleep and hung-over in her 
bedroom, which is located right across from 
Catherine’s bedroom.) 
 

Mom: 
(Offstage) WHAT?!? 

 
Catherine: 

Um, do we have any Fruit Loops left? 
 

Mom: 
(Offstage) Jesus Christ, really?  Yes, we have Fruit Loops. 

 
(She leaves her bedroom DOOR a crack.  CATHERINE 
continues about her room getting ready and 
yelling at MOM across the hallway.) 

 
Catherine: 

Good. 
 

Mom: 
(Offstage) But you know what, we actually ran out of milk.  
Last night. 

 
Catherine: 

(To herself) Fuck … thanks to your 7 White Russians I bet.  
 

Mom: 
(Offstage) What the hell did you say? 

 

Catherine: 
(Exhales) Nothing! 

 
Mom: 

(Offstage) I thought so … 
 

Catherine: 
(Under her breath) Only that you’re a functioning alcoholic 
who can’t even leave breakfast for her daughter. 

 
(With that we hear MOM’s footsteps storm down the 
hall while CATHERINE gets ready.  She then heads 
to her computer to reread her email.) 

 
Rhett (VO): 

  I have been waiting for someone as brave and beautiful as 
you.  I want to be a part of your pact.  If you’ll have me, 
please— 
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(Before she is able to finish reading the email, 
an open box of Fruit Loops comes flying into the 
room and the rainbow morsels go everywhere.  MOM 
has served breakfast.)  

 
Mom: 

(Offstage) Next time you want something from someone you 
may want to think about the way you treat them. Do NOT bite 
the hand that feeds you. 

 
(CATHERINE, somewhat shocked at what just 
happened, bends over and grabs some near-by Fruit 
Loops.  She grabs a jacket, puts them in her 
pocket, shuts her bedroom door, and opens her 
bedroom window to climb out.  As she starts all 
of this, her computer screen flashes on again.) 

 
Host: 

Perhaps you’re starting to have second thoughts about this.  
This is a normal reaction.  Not a lot of people have the 
tolerance for this type of process you are about to 
undergo.  Whatever you decide, please do not leave her to 
the streets.  Her destructive behavior will continue and 
she will simply be seen as the neighborhood nuisance.  If 
you cannot handle her yourself, take her to someone who 
can.  Please… 
 

(CATHERINE is gone and her window left open. The 
day passes by.) 
 

3:40pm 
 
(MOM comes to CATHERINE’s room, pushing open her 
door.)  

 
Mom: 

(Offstage) Catherine did you …  Catherine? 
 

(MOM notices that CATHERINE is gone and the 
window is open.) 

 
God damn it … GOD DAMN IT! CATHERINE! 

 
(MOM exits the room enraged.  Dusk turns to 
night.)   
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9:00pm 
 

(CATHERINE comes back through her bedroom window.  
Completely exhausted, as soon as she hits her 
bed, she passes out – clothes on and everything.) 
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June 11th, 8:30am 
 

(CATHERINE’s cell phone starts ringing which 
scares her awake.  Once she realizes what it is, 
she reaches for her bag, pulls it out, and 
answers, still half asleep.) 

  
Catherine: 

Hello? 
Yea… 
Oh … hi 
Yeah, yeah, okay … 
No, no I wasn’t I was just getting up. 
Today??  
Yeah, I guess today would work … 
Well tonight, tonight is better. 
Where are you, are you even … 
Oh, wow, okay.  How did you … ? 
My profile, right, okay … well I live on the east side – 
Oh, mm, okay … where about? 
Wow, yea no, you’re really close.  I’m at 28th Place, house 
21011. 
Okay, well why don’t you do this.  When you get here don’t 
park in front of the house, park down the street. Come to 
the right side of the house, and there will be a windowon 
the second story.  That’s my bedroom, just use the ladder 
right there to climb up and open the window and come 
through there. 
Yea, no I don’t want my mom seeing you, she’s such a bitch 
...  
Okay, well I will see you tonight, how about – 
7:00 sounds fine, I’ll see you then. 
Okay, bye. 

 
(CATHERINE ends the call, sets her cell on her 
desk, and stares at it.)  

 
Mom: 

(Offstage) Catherine! Catherine we have to go! I made you 
an appointment and we are going!  I’m not messing around!! 

 
Catherine: 

Okay!! I’m coming!!! … God … 
 

(CATHERINE grabs the rest of her belongings, 
throws them into her bag, and storms out of her 
room slamming the door on the way out.  The 
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moment rests for a bit, and then the computer 
lights up.) 

 
Host: 

So, she’s responded positively to you, that’s swell!  The 
slightest bit of attention towards you can reveal a 
vulnerability that can be exposed and cared for.  But 
before you can consider continue building a relationship, a 
visit to the doctor is most necessary.  Making sure that 
the both of you are in the good health is the best way to 
start your new life together.  Wouldn’t want to be starting 
a relationship with some diseased and potentially dangerous 
being now would we? 

 
(Laugh-track plays and continues for a while as 
time passes, and the computer light turns back 
off.)   
 

6:52pm 
 
(From the sound of it, CATHERINE and MOM have 
just come home.  As they both come into the house 
and up stairs, we hear that they are arguing 
about something.  As they get closer to 
CATHERINE’s room, the argument gets more and more 
heated.  Until finally they reach her room.  As 
she is entering her room:) 

 
Catherine: 

WELL IF YOU HAVEN’T REALIZED BY NOW I DIDN’T ASK FOR YOUR 
HELP OR OPINION!  

 
(She slams her door shut, which stops the laugh-
track. She notices the quiet, then leans her body 
against the back of the door, as before.  There 
is more silence, then.) 

 
Mom: 

(Offstage, quietly), Catherine … honey? … Baby … what do 
you want me to do?  I’m just concerned about you, I’m your 
mother for Christ sake … (silence) … Catherine. 

 
(After a moment we hear MOM walk away from 
CATHERINE’s room and down the hallway.) 

 
Catherine: 

If you were actually concerned about me, then you wouldn’t 
hide information that rightfully belongs to me. 
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(We hear the mother’s footsteps stop.  Then come 
back to the door.) 

 
Mom: 

(Offstage) And what does that have to do with anything I 
did for you today? 

 
Catherine: 

WHAT DOES TODAY HAVE TO DO WITH ANYTHING ABOUT MY LIFE! 
NOTHING! It has nothing to do with my life because you 
don’t know MY LIFE!! 

 
(BEAT. We hear MOM has once again given up on 
today and continues to walk down the hall 
muttering to herself.)   

 
(Shouting to Mom) Perfect!  Now go and enjoy your entire 
box of wine! (Under breath) Fucking bitch … 
 

(After her foots steps disappear, CATHERINE 
stands up off the ground and goes to her bathroom 
to begin her bedtime routine.) 

 
Host: 

Now that the initial contact has occurred, it is time to 
begin building the relationship into the beautiful 
potential it can be. 
 

(CATHERINE pokes her head out of the bathroom as 
if she’s heard something.  She then goes to her 
bag, opens it, and takes out some prescription 
and starts reading the label.  After a bit, she 
throws the prescription on her desk, and starts 
cruising the Internet.  A sudden knock on her 
bedroom window scares the crap out of her.  She 
turns around to see some boy waving shyly.  She 
looks at the clock, then back at the window, then 
goes to open it a smidge.) 

 
Catherine: 

Hello? 
 

Rhett: 
Hey … 

 
Catherine: 

Can I help you?? 
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Rhett: 
Um, I’m “Lonely Romeo”, they guy online.  We said around 
7:00 right?? 

 
Catherine: 

Oh my gosh, yeah, I completely forgot.  Busy day I guess … 
 

(CATHERINE retreats back to her desk chair.  
RHETT pushes open the window more so he can climb 
through. RHETT makes a quick circle and soaks 
everything in; there is plenty of space between 
the two.) 

 
Rhett: 

So … parent’s place? 
 

Catherine: 
Uh, well, I live with my mom. 

 
(There’s a pause.) 

 
Rhett: 

You and your mom?  That’s it? 
 

Catherine: 
Yeah.  Are you okay with that? 

 
(There’s another pause, RHETT tries to look at 
CATHERINE.) 

 
Host: 

The first and longest process you’re going to have to 
undertake is “building trust”.  Keep in mind that this 
won’t happen overnight, and careful not to make intense eye 
contact –  
 

(RHETT looks away.) 
 
– as this can be seen as a threat.  Let her come to you… 

 
Rhett: 

I just meant that … well, your room is big.  Really big … 
 

Catherine: 
Oh, thanks – 
 

Rhett: 
Yeah, I mean, is that a bathroom? 
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Catherine: 

Huh?  Oh that, yah. 
 

Rhett: 
Your own bathroom?  That’s crazy! 

 
Catherine: 

Yeah, it’s okay I guess— 
 

Rhett: 
Okay?  I would have killed for my own bathroom growing up.  
You know how lucky you are? 

 
Host: 

Remember you have to build the trust.  Pay attention to her 
body language, if it says, “back up,” you give her that 
space!  We will go into more detail about body language 
later. 
 

Rhett: 
I’ve always had to share a bathroom.  Man, if I had my own 
bathroom … I’d do anything to have my own. 
 

Catherine: 
Well I guess I don’t judge the quality of life by whether 
or not my ass cheeks are the only ones resting on a 
particular toilet seat. 

 
(Real long awkward pause.  Then RHETT chuckles.) 

 
Rhett: 

Yeah … I don’t know, you haven’t, so maybe if you did, you 
would.   
 

(Real awkward pause. RHETT looks around and 
points out the cereal mess all over CATHERINE’s 
room.) 

 
So … you must really like Fruit Loops … or dislike. 

 
Catherine: 

Oh, yeah … no, I love Fruit Loops.  They’re my favorite.  
 

(RHETT walks over to the desk and picks up the 
prescription and checks it out.)  
 
 



16	  

Rhett: 
Yeah, I like Fruit Loops too.  So much better than Fruity 
Pebbles … so … how do you wanna do this?  You wanna OD? 
 

Catherine: 
(Chuckles) Yeah, you can go ahead and overdose on that and 
grow a pair of man-tits. 

 
Rhett: 

What? 
 

Catherine: 
Read that label a little closer… 

 
Rhett: 

“Othro Tri-cyclin Lo” …  
 

Catherine: 
That’s “the pill” 

 
Rhett: 

Well, yeah I can see/it’s a   
 

Catherine: 
(Smiles, slight giggle.) No, it’s THE pill … birth control 
pill? 
 

Rhett: 
OH!!  Well, yeah … (small laugh) sorry, I’ve actually never 
seen these before. 

 
Catherine: 

Its okay, I understand. 
 

(CATHERINE and RHETT share a small moment of eye 
contact.) 

 
Host: 

There you go!  Looks like you’re back on the right track… 
  

Rhett: 
So … you take birth control … been doing/that 
 

Catherine: 
No, I understand because it’s new for me too.  My mom 
dragged me to the doctor today because she thinks I’m 
having sex.   
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Rhett: 
Why would/she 
 

Catherine: 
I don’t know, because she’s crazy.  I like to get out of 
this fucking house once in a while, be by myself get some 
night air, and my idiot mother jumps to the conclusion that 
I’m getting out to sleep with the neighborhood boys like 
I’m some damn stray in heat or some shit.  It’s so stupid … 
 

Rhett: 
Hmm, well … you don’t seem slutty to me. 
 

Catherine: 
Thanks.   
 

(Awkward pause.) 
 
So…  
 

Rhett: 
So… 
 

Catherine: 
I’m sorry, I just find it kinda crazy that you’re here 
right now. 
 

Rhett: 
Yeah? 
 

Catherine: 
Yeah… that you saw my post so quickly, responded when you 
did.  That you live in the same town let alone state… 
 

Rhett: 
Yeah, wild. 
 

Catherine: 
Yeah… I mean, why don’t I know you then?  Do you not go to 
Skyline? 
 

Rhett: 
Skyline? 
 

Catherine: 
High School? 
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Rhett: 
Oh! Yeah, no… well I mean I do.  Well, I did.  I took all 
AP classes my sophomore year, then tested out.  Finished my 
credits at the community college.  So that’s where I was.  
 

Catherine: 
And you aren’t going to college I guess… 
 

Rhett: 
Nope. 
 

Catherine: 
Why not?  If you’re smart enough to test out you had to 
have been accepted into something? 

 
Rhett: 

Well… I think school is kinda a waste of time to be honest.  
At least Skyline was … I mean the majority of the teachers 
there were morons.  Robots that just regurgitate what a 
book said written by some other idiot. I have no idea what 
I wanted to do, and don’t really care.  So why start a 
process because everyone else does?  Something that would 
cost me thousands of dollars I don’t have and really don’t 
feel like being raped by student loans.  (Smiles) You know, 
because I’m so smart. 
 

Catherine: 
Oh… he he, yah I guess. 
 
  (Beat.) 
 

Rhett: 
You think I’m weird. 
 

Catherine: 
Huh? 
 

Rhett: 
Just some creeper roaming the internet.  It’s okay, I get 
it.  You’re just the one who put up the post/so 
 

Catherine: 
What?  No, I didn’t say all that.  No… no. (Beat.) Have you 
thought about how you wanna do this? 

 
Rhett: 

Yeah… definitely thought about it.   
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Catherine: 

Yeah? 
 

Rhett: 
Mmm-hmm.  I just don’t want to mess up.  When I do it, I 
want that to be it. 

 
Catherine: 

Totally, don’t wanna wake up and like, have to try again. 
 

Rhett: 
Exactly.  Knives are really easy to get … but that could 
just get too messy. 

 
Catherine: 

Yeah, I’m scared of knives. 
 

Rhett: 
Really?  

 
Catherine: 

Yeah … why is that stupid or something? 
 

Rhett: 
No, I didn’t say that. 

 
Catherine: 

Then why is that so surprising? 
 

Rhett: 
No, nothing it’s not.  It’s just, I don’t think that I’ve 
met anyone else that was scared of knives … anyone except 
my mom. 

 
(They share a moment together.) 

 
Catherine: 

If it’s okay with you, I wanna do it somewhere I feel … you 
know … 
 

Rhett: 
Safe? 

 
Catherine: 

Yes. 
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Rhett: 
Yeah, that’s cool.  Well, would you just wanna do it here? 

 
Catherine: 

(Thinks a bit) … yeah, I do. Sure… 
 

Rhett: 
Okay, your room it is.  Check that off the list … 

 
(They share another moment together.) 

 
Host: 

Unfortunately, there is no clear way to judge your 
progress.  Most of it can be understood through her 
physical demeanor and your intuition.  So once you feel as 
though her trust in you has been initiated, you can feel 
confident in proceeding.  

 
Rhett: 

Alrighty, well I better go.  I have to get up early and go 
to work. 

 
Catherine: 

Oh you have a job? 
 

Rhett: 
Yeah … 

 
Catherine: 

What do you do? 
 

Rhett: 
I uh, work at the YMCA.  At the front desk… 

 
Catherine: 

Oh, that’s really nice. 
 

Rhett: 
Yeah, you know answering the phone … stuff like that.   
 
  (Beat.) 
 
Okay, well I’ll see you tomorrow … 
 

Catherine: 
You will? 
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Rhett: 
Well sure, if that’s alright.  We got a lot to figure out 
with our pact don’t we? 

 
Catherine: 

Yeah, you’re right we do.  Okay, how about 6-ish? 
 

Rhett: 
(Smiles) Anytime that’s best for you… 
 

Host: 
You should still refrain from making any physical contact.  
If physical contact is to be made, it should be initiated 
by her. 
 

Rhett: 
Well I should get going… Goodnight CRAZYcatGAL. 
 

Catherine: 
(Chuckles) It’s Catherine … 

 
Rhett: 

Nice to finally meet you Catherine, Rhett. 
 

Catherine: 
Rhett? 

 
Rhett: 

Yeah, like “Rhett Butler”. 
 

Catherine: 
(Smiles) Who? 
 

Rhett: 
(Smiles) Nevermind …  
 
  (They stare at each other.) 
 
Well, I should get going. 
 

Catherine: 
Goodnight Rhett. 

 
(CATHERINE extends her hand.) 

 
Rhett: 

Goodnight Catherine … 
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(RHETT gently grasps CATHERINE’s hand, gives it a 
very small shake perhaps, but it’s for the most 
part just feeling the heat of her palm.  And with 
that, RHETT slips out the window into the night 
and CATHERINE is alone in her room again.  After 
a moment she goes over to a pile of books she has 
and pulls out a yearbook.  She looks up RHETT’s 
name and flips to his yearbook photo.)  
 
 

Catherine: 
What do ya know… 

 
(She closes the yearbook then looks at her birth 
control that’s sitting on her desk.  She takes it 
out of the packaging, and takes one of the pills.  
She then climbs into bed, and all lights are 
out.) 

	  


