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Wilma and a cat (Winston) on stage. Wilma holds a brush. Winston purrs. Wilma begins to brush. cat fur 
comes off in large tufts. 
 
WILMA: boy you’re shedding. 
 
keeps brushing. bigger and bigger tufts. Winston looks over his shoulder at Wilma. 
 
 you like being brushed, don’t you? 
 
WINSTON: yes. 
 
WILMA: I thought so. 
 
Wilma keeps brushing. tufts get larger and larger until they are clumps, and then slabs, and then that’s 
all there is. a pile of cat fur. 
 

oh. 
 
Wilma begins searching through cat fur. 
 
 not again. 
 
Diane enters. 
 
 I lost Winston again. 
 
SANDRA: again? 
 
WILMA: I was brushing him and— 
 
SANDRA: I told you not to use that brush. 
 
WILMA: it’s his favorite. 
 
SANDRA: doesn’t mean it’s good for him. 
 
WILMA: he was purring. 
 
SANDRA: just because he’s purring doesn’t mean it’s good for him. 
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WILMA: I know that. 
 
SANDRA: and now he’s gone. 
 
WILMA: he’ll come back. 
 
SANDRA: always does. 
 
WILMA: (sings) he just couldn’t stay away, a-way, oh… 
 
SANDRA: you do this just for an excuse to sing that song, right?  
 
WILMA: and because he likes it. how was your day? 
 
SANDRA: fine. Tim said he liked the article. 
 
WILMA: that’s great. 
 
SANDRA: would be, but I made it all up. 
 
WILMA: the article? 
 
SANDRA: no, Tim liking it. he fired me. 
 
WILMA: he what? 
 
SANDRA: fired me. I said. 
 
WILMA: he did? 
 
SANDRA: nope. made that bit up too. look, I didn’t go to work. 
 
WILMA: why not? 
 
SANDRA: I’ve had it. I just can’t do it anymore. the day to day drudgery. 
 
WILMA: everyone does it. 
 
SANDRA: you don’t. 
 
WILMA: I have work to do here. keeping track of Winston’s a full time job. 
 
SANDRA: and Stannard. 
 
WILMA: and Stannard. 
 
SANDRA: wouldn’t be if you didn’t brush him. 
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WILMA: he likes it. 
 
SANDRA: besides, just because everybody does it… I mean, come on. I’m not going to say ‘if 

everyone jumped off a bridge’, but just because everyone else thinks wringing their life 
out one drop at a time is a good idea doesn’t mean I have to send away for a no-money-
back no-satisfacation guarantee. 

 
WILMA: satisfacation? 
 
SANDRA: I don’t need to buy it hook, line, and hookline. 
 
WILMA: alright. 
 
SANDRA: okay. look. no. I did go to work. shit. can we just try it again? I’m sorry. really. can you 

just ask me how my day was? 
 
WILMA: okay. 
 
SANDRA: let’s pretend. we’ll just take it from my entrance. I’ll back up. (she does) and walk in. 

(she does) hello. 
 
WILMA: hello. 
 
SANDRA: hello. 
 
WILMA: hel--. nope. how was your day? 
 
SANDRA: fine. it was fine. like everybody else’s day. fuck it. that’s useless. it was good. it was a 

fine day. it was a day. look. I mean, I got to have a day. 
 
WILMA: okay. 
 
SANDRA: those people, this weekend, you know, they’re not so lucky, right? they don’t even have 

a day. so I had to wile mine away in a windowless cube-atorium? at least I got that.  
 
WILMA: is that what’s bothering you? 
 
SANDRA: the people? 
 
WILMA: the people this weekend.  
 
SANDRA: yeah. that’s what’s bothering me. that’s who’s bothering me. (another cat, Stannard, 

walks out, Diane absentmindedly grabs the brush and starts brushing it. lots of fur comes 
off)* I just don’t know what to do about it anymore, ya know? I don’t know how to 
process it. I used to think that not processing it was the answer. ‘there’s nothing I can 
do, so I’m just going to be my best over here’ – (tufts become clumps)** but I don’t 
think that’s doing it anymore. I mean, I can’t take on everyone’s woes, right. but I should 
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probably take on someone’s. at least for a test drive, because if I don’t do that, then 
what am i? (all that’s left is a pile of cat fur) 

 
WILMA: are you sure you want to use that one? (pause) oh dear. (pause) Stannard? 
 
SANDRA: oh shit. I just did it now, didn’t i? 
 
WILMA: it’s easy to lose track of. 
 
SANDRA: it’s just so satisfying when those clumps start coming out. 
 
WILMA: I know, right? 
 
SANDRA: I just want to get all of them. 
 
WILMA: and you don’t think “my whole cat is fur.” 
 
SANDRA: right. there’s something under this, surely. 
 
WILMA: and I keep thinking: just one more. maybe this will mean no hairballs tonight. 
 
SANDRA: right. 
 
WILMA: and then you end up with a pile of fur. 
 
SANDRA: fur, fur everywhere and not a cat to pet. 
 
WILMA: and later on, a cat returns, and will it have a hairball? 
 
SANDRA: oh yes. 
 
WILMA: oh yes. somehow, they still manage to get a freakin’ hairball. how the hell do they do 

that?.  
 
SANDRA: Stannard. (Diane looks around for Stannard) Stannard? (continues on through the 

following) 
 
WILMA: I mean, we don’t miss anything. there’s nothing left to miss. nothing at all. after awhile 

all I’m brushing is fur. how do they manage to keep some? is there a reserve? do they 
store it somewhere we don’t know about? have we looked in the cellar recently? 

 
SANDRA: (to Wilma) no. (out) Stannard! 
 
WILMA: try Winston. 
 
SANDRA: Winston? 
 
WILMA: maybe it’s in the cellar. or the pantry. 



Hairball – by james w. moore – copyright by author.   5 
 

 
SANDRA: I’ve been in the pantry. 
 
WILMA: the cellar then. 
 
during the last few lines, Winston and Stannard, fully furred, enter, just off to the side. 
 
WINSTON: they know too much, Stannard. 
 
STANNARD: I was afraid that’s what would happen, Winston. 
 
WINSTON: what shall we do? 
 
WILMA: I’m going to look in the cellar. 
 
SANDRA: I don’t think they’re down there. 
 
WILMA: I know they’ll come back. now I want to see how they keep getting hairballs.  
 
SANDRA: they’re cats. 
 
WILMA: but we brush until we can’t brush no more. until there’s nothing left to brush. they can’t 

have hairballs without hair. and me, for one, even after we’ve brushed them into 
oblivion, they come back, with fur. 

 
SANDRA: and so you think… 
 
WILMA: they have a secret stash. it’s the only answer. 
 
SANDRA: and the only rationale place for that is the cellar. 
 
WILMA: well, it wouldn’t be the pantry. you go there. we’d see it. 
 
SANDRA: I think we may be giving Winston & Stannard too much credit. 
 
WILMA: I’m going. I’m going to find out. (she walks over to the cellar. Diane behind her. she 

begins to turn the knob. much tension. it’s an empty cellar.) 
 
SANDRA: see? 
 
WILMA: okay. 
 
WINSTON: mothers, we moved it to the pantry. 
 
SANDRA: Winston? 
 
WILMA: Winston! (Wilma runs to hug Winston) 
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WINSTON:  oh, mother. 
 
WILMA: where were you? 
 
STANNARD: you were worried sick? 
 
WILMA: Stannard! 
 
during this last exchange, Diane has walked over to the pantry door and has opened it. the pantry is 
packed full of cat hair. floor to ceiling. once she’s opened it, it’s as though the contents have been under 
pressure. 
 
SANDRA: (shocked and horrified, as though she found a room full of bodies, and the killer is her 

lover) kitties? 
 
WILMA: (turns to Diane) what is it? (Wilma sees the pantry, and responds similarly) oh my god, 

kitties. 
 
WINSTON: yes, mothers. it’s all part of the plan. 
 
STANNARD: we’ll never run out, mothers. 
 
Winston begins the familiar hack-cough of a hairball, which continues through the below… 
 
 oh, Winston. 
 
SANDRA: how long have you been storing this? 
 
STANNARD: it took quite some time. I must say. but now, I believe, our collection is complete. 
 
SANDRA: and what are you going to do with it? (no response) kitties? (Sandra and Wilma turn to 

face the kitties) kitties? 
 
no response, save for Stannard’s smile, and the sound of Winston hacking as the lights go out.  
 


