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MR. WHISKERS

by
David J. LeMaster

CHARACTER: Can be played by either gender

So I'm sitting on my sofa watching TV when m ' s in my
lap and looks up at me with his giant green eyes an , “Listen, you
and | have got to cut a deal.”

Well, this catches me totally off-guard. I'm Dr. Pepper,

gasping for breath. | stand up and cough liqui gs, and the
cat—Mr. Whiskers—gets dumped onto t

And then he calls me a really dj

It's a strange feeling to be curs

So I'm standing there in my ap
windpipe and a foul-mouthed feline sayin gs you wouldn’t hear on
HBO, and all | can say in res e is, “Mr. Whiskers? Did you just
speak?” R

Mr. Whiskers looks at i rom another planet. | ask him
again, and he just meows.

So that’s when |

sitting on the couch, I'm lu
watched television |

so | half-swallow, half-spit in exasperation, ang nly choking,
ey
r

rtt aybe it's a dream. You know, I'm
0 sleep by bad programming—have you
shows really stink. | think I'm drinking
Dr. Pepper, but real hat's happening is | have sleep Apnea or
something—you know, disease where you wake yourself up
choking, gasping for air? So I"decide I've got that. | write myself a note to
call my doctor in porning. | sit back down and rearrange myself, and
suddenly Mr. W mps back in my lap and says, “Of course | was
talking to obsequious fop.”

‘ ghing again, and | realize—I don’t even know what an
SaI'm dumber than my cat. Mr. Whiskers sits on my lap
nd then begins to wash his ears.
a deal,” he says.
deal?” | ask.
Mr. Whiskers coughs a hairball onto my lap. “Don't touch it,” he

says.

Mr. Whiskers is not an attractive cat. You see talking cats on TV
or in the movies, and they're always pretty, with tabby markings and bold
vibrant colors. Mr. Whiskers’ colors are harsh and irritating. He's so thin
he looks anemic. His coat is dingy brown mixed with yellow and orange,
the color of vomit, with gray stripes and an uncontrollable swirl of black.
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He has obscenely long whiskers that look fake, and matted bits of hair
that don't all grow at the same rate. | found him at a pet store on one of
those “Adopt a pet” days, and they gave him his shots and had all his
papers, and all | had to do was take him home. | bathed him and brushed
him and tried to make him look nice, but he’s still so butt-ugly he makes
me want to cry.

So that’'s why it shocks me so when he says it, like i
of life: “I'm the reincarnation of Albert Einstein.” | mean, if
God offered to send you back as a cat, you'd want to b
cat, wouldn’'t you? Cute and cuddly? Maybe a nice
white or regal black? You know, dainty-like, with lon
gray and brown and orange and black and wh
lethargic mess.

So what would you do? | mean, there’s
here. Either A) I'm nuts; | think I'm talki

s just a fact
died and
-looking
2R, Or a majestic

g

S and it's only a
, or, B) My cat just
talked to me and is currently waiting tolsee how Fll respond, or C) I'm on
one of those trick camera shows and watching a video and
laughing at me. | opt for B. But | go bathroom to take my
temperature and then search the rtment for hidden cameras.

When | get back, Mr. W% at the computer, typing. Not
really typing. He doesn’t have fiagers stands on his back legs and
hunts and pecks on the keybo the front. His paws are wider than
the keys, so he makes4a, lot\e stakes. | read the screen over his
shoulder—do cat’s have sh ers?Anyway, | read the screen:

“Human. Thi am solving the mystery of death and
rebirth. You must ai In my experimentation. Bring me six candles, a
dictation machine, a Ne rk Times Crossword Puzzle Collection, and
six bags of catnip. Albert.”

Except e's lots of mistakes. So, actually it reads:
“Hdsafumajkkn. daais is Ekdljkfdsaklinstein. | am solving the
mystdfkldfkjauu deaaaath and rebiiiirth.”

pu need a dictation machine?” | ask.
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