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SO LONG, KITTY
by Ken Bradbury

SYNOPSIS: So what do you do if your cat dies? You hold a funeral of
course. In this case there is a happy ending!

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(1 female, 2 either)

CARSON (/1) ettt (49 lines)
LUCY (£)eeeeieriieiieieeieeieceere e (43 lines)
PARKER (M/f)..ooiieiiiiieiiiieieeeeeieieeas (51 lines)

CAST NOTE: Please updated the personal prono @ your cast.
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CARSON: (As LUCY and PARKER stand to one side of CARSON,
solemn.) Dearly departed, we are gathered here today to celebrate
the life of our friend. ... to put him into the ground ... his final
resting place. (LUCY begins to sniffle.) He was a good friend. We
all loved him. (LUCY begins to sob quietly and PARKER moves to
comfort her.) He led a good life. For ... (To LUCY) ... how old was
he?

LUCY: (Through her tears.) Seven.

CARSON: For seven years he was with us. He ran with us; he
played with us; he ate the scraps off our floor. (A pausg, then.) |
can't do this.

PARKER: You gotta!

CARSON: | cannot do a funeral for a cat! | feel sill

LUCY: Bubba’s dead! You promised you w his,funeral! (She
cries some more.)
CARSON: I'm sorry, Lucy. | really am.gBut'| ink this is right. |

mean, having a funeral for an animal. Canft we just bury him and
go have a Coke?
LUCY: How can you think of réfréshments at a time like this?
CARSON: Hey, | can al tan snack. Look, let’s just toss a
little dirt onto the shoe @ call that a funeral.
QN
! Dust to dust, ashes to ashes, hairballs to

LUCY: You promised
PARKER: You prémi
CARSON: Okay!

hairball
PARKER:

an! He jumped! He chased laser pointers! He chewed
e off my dad’s easy chair and got a swift kick.

CARSON: What am | supposed to say about a cat? He spent the
whole day sleeping and eating. What am | supposed to say about
that?

LUCY: He cuddled up to me at night when it stormed.

CARSON: That's because he was scared, Lucy. This wasn’t a
German Shepherd watchdog, it was just a cat.

PARKER: Carson!

CARSON: Okay! Okay! So we come to bury him today, in the shade
of the tree he used to climb to steal the eggs of poor little robins.
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LUCY: He was hungry.

CARSON: Tell that to Mama Robin. We bury him in the yard that he
used to run in, chasing the water hose, trying to catch
grasshoppers, eating disgusting things out of the garbage ...

PARKER: Go ahead and end it, Carson. You're really bad at this.

CARSON: Thanks. So now we close with a song from Parker.

PARKER: What?

CARSON: | did the funeral speech. Now you’ve got to sing the song
at the gravesite.

PARKER: | don’t have any song!

CARSON: Then make something up.

PARKER: | don’t even know what I'm doing.

CARSON: Like | do?

PARKER: (Comes forward, clears his throa s\then finally, to
the tune of “On Top of Old Smokey”.)

Our poor old dear Bubba. He got hims§elf hur
And now he just lies there... all covered with dirt.

LUCY sobs.

PARKER: (Continued.)
He ran out of lives ; out of luck.
He saw the girl didn’t see the truck.

lll in buckets of sobs.

‘ SOrry.

% o ... that was ... that was beautiful.
CARSQO
PARKER: You're kidding.

LUCY: Now | think we should all share a memory of Bubba ...
something sweet ... you know, loving.

LUCY brea

CARSON and PARKER look at each other. This is going to be tough.

CARSON: (Finally.) Uh ... like what did you have in mind?
LUCY: Just something nice. You know.
PARKER: About a cat?
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LUCY: Yeah. Something that Bubba would have liked.

PARKER: (To CARSON.) Your turn.

CARSON: Me?

PARKER: Yeah. You’re good at cats. Remember when you took
your sister’s cat out back behind the house and ...

CARSON: (Quickly covering Parker’s mouth with his hand.) Okay!
That's enough. (Clearing his throat.) Let's see ... something nice
about Bubba the cat. Uh... he wasn’t a hamster.

PARKER: Huh?

CARSON: |don't like hamsters. Bubba wasn’t a hamster and | loved
him for that.

LUCY: That's the best you can do?

CARSON: Uh... he was... you know ... soft and s

PARKER: That’s so touching.

CARSON: Okay, your turn.

PARKER: I'm still thinking.

LUCY: Hurry up. We've got to bury hi

PARKER: Bubba ... oh, poor oldBubba “®=What a cat. A fine cat. He
was so ... uh ... cattish an

CARSON: Cattish?

PARKER: Feline! He wa @ eally feline.

LUCY: All cats are feliRg.

PARKER: Yeah, ... good old Bubba ... he could feline like
no other cat. times I'd just walk up to him and say, “Hey

or me!” And you know what? He’d do it. He’d just
e place. | mean that cat could feline like nobody’s

nd purr!

eah! Yeah! Nobody purred better than that feline Bubba.

CARSON: And scratch.

PARKER: Good scratcher.

CARSON: And lick.

PARKER: Nobody could lick Bubba’s licking. Had a tongue like
maybe two feet long.

LUCY: This isn't helping. A funeral’s supposed to be filled with really
nice talk about the dead body.

PARKER: Lucy, there’s only so much you can say about a cat.

LUCY: You never liked him did you?
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PARKER: Me? | loved that cat! Lucy, | adored your cat!

LUCY: You used to tease him.

PARKER: Joking! | was just joking!

LUCY: (To CARSON.) And you... you always cringed when he came
around.

CARSON: He used to rub up against my leg, Lucy. | couldn’t get into
that. Creepy. And he always made me sneeze.

LUCY: Some friends! My cat gets run over by a truck, my heart is
broken, and you just laugh at me.

CARSON: We are not laughing! (To PARKER.) You laughing?

PARKER: Not even smiling. I'm heartbroken, really. | slept in
three days.

LUCY: You're lying.

PARKER: Okay. Two days.

LUCY: | don’t believe you.

PARKER: I'm not lying, Lucy! | saw theftruck , | ran out into the
street and there was Bubba. Flat as 'a pancake!

LUCY: Did you try to save him?

PARKER: Save him? I'm not a give mouth-to-mouth to a pile of

ed him into Dad’s shoebox...

how it would upse
little body.

LUC t 5
PAR '!53
CARSO Honest, this is the first cat funeral I've ever done. |

couldn’t even find a book on it. What would you look under?

PARKER: Dead cats. (LUCY wails.) Sorry! Sorry!

CARSON: What else can we do, Lucy?

LUCY: | want to look at him one more time.

PARKER: Uh ... bad idea. Really bad idea.

LUCY: Why?

PARKER: Lucy, | scooped Bubba up off the road. | took a look at
him. Believe me, you don’t want to see him like this.

LUCY: | can take it.
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