
 

 

 

 

 

 

THE BOY WHO DREW CATS 

A Japanese folk tale  

adapted by Greg Lam 

 

 

 

March 12, 2018 

 

 

 

 

Greg Lam 

702 Randolph Ave. 

Milton, MA 02186 

617-680-4984 

greg.lam.writing@gmail.com 



 1  

 

 

 

 

 

Greg Lam is a playwright, screenwriter, and board game designer who lives in the 

Greater Boston area. He is the creator of the "Boston Podcast Players" podcast 

(bostonpodcastplayers.com) which presents excerpted readings of new full length plays 

by and interviews with Boston playwrights. His full-length play REPOSSESSED will 
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Boston Theatre Marathon, The Pulp Stage, Ixion Theatre, The Best of All Possible 
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Scene: A monastery in ancient Japan.  

The background is a plain, white wall onto 

which things can be projected. 

The sounds of brush strokes are heard.  

Measured and in control. 

Words are projected onto the screen in 

calligraphy. We see these words on the 

screen. (I will call this “Narrator” 

throughout the script, and it can be spoken 

instead of projected if necessary.) 

NARRATOR 

Once upon a time, a boy was sent to a monastery to learn 

what they would teach him. 

A Boy (14), comes onto the stage hurriedly. 

He plops down a book and opens it. He 

spreads out a clean sheet of paper.  He takes 

a calligraphy brush and starts quickly 

copying the book to the paper.  

After a bit, he loses steam and stares off into 

the distance. The sounds of cats meowing is 

heard.  

He pulls out a second sheet of paper. 

He starts writing again, but this time with a 

smile on his face.  

The meowing comes back louder.  

Suddenly, a voice is heard from offstage. 

MONK 

Boy! Boy! 
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The meowing stops. 

The boy hides his second scroll behind his 

back and stands at attention as The Monk 

(50) strides in purposefully. 

MONK 

There you are. You should have been done copying the 

manuscript already!  Let me see. 

The Monk examines the first sheet with a 

stern face.   

The Boy looks on anxiously. Eventually, the 

Monk turns to him. 

MONK 

It appears that your parents are wrong about you. You are 

good for something.  Your penmanship is very good.   

The Boy smiles. 

MONK 

However- 

The Monk quickly moves to snatch the 

second paper that the boy was hiding. 

The Boy is mortified. 

MONK 

I can see why it takes you so long to copy a simple prayer.  

When you should be writing, instead you’re wasting time 

just drawing. 

The caption is seen again. 

NARRATOR 

And what the boy drew was this… 
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Pictures of cats appear on the screen, drawn 

with a playful black brushstroke. 

NARRATOR 

Cats.  Playing cats. Sleeping cats.  Laughing cats. Crying 

cats. 

MONK 

Cats!  We feed you and house you, and we only ask you to 

copy our books for us. And you waste our ink and our 

paper drawing cats!  Keep your mind on the task, little boy, 

or it will spell your doom.  Do you understand? 

The boy nods. 

MONK 

Very well.  We have one more task you can begin before 

you sleep.  This order was founded almost 100 years ago.  

The Monk pulls out a big book. 

MONK 

Our founder was a great, great man. We have based our 

Monastery on the wisdom of his words.  To celebrate our 

100th year, we must begin copying the founder’s book and 

finish in time for the new year.  We have decided that you 

will be the one to do it.  Your penmanship is truly 

excellent. 

He begins to hand over the book to the boy, 

but then pauses. 

MONK 

Do not disappoint me. 

The Monk turns and leaves The Boy alone 

with the book. 

The Boy opens the book and starts copying. 
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The sounds of brushstrokes are heard. 

The Boy is diligent and quick, but he soon 

becomes distracted and pauses. 

He is entranced by the paper in the book. He 

glides his finger on the book’s margins with 

awe in his eyes. 

We see words on the screen. 

NARRATOR 

The book had the most beautiful paper The Boy had ever 

seen. 

The Boy dips his brush into the ink, and 

starts to bring it to the book. 

He stops himself, goes back to copying. 

He can’t continue. He looks back to the 

book. 

He is torn between copying and doodling. 

Finally he goes and starts doodling in the 

book. 

The sounds of cats are heard. 

On the screen, we see pages of a Japanese 

book.  In the margins of that book, pictures 

of cats start to accumulate, one after the 

other. 

The sounds of the cats grow louder. The boy 

draws faster and faster. 

The Monk suddenly charges in again. 
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MONK 

Boy! 

The boy stops. The meowing stops.  

Terrified he looks down on the book, now 

covered in cat scribbles. The Monk looks, 

too. 

The Monk and the Boy look at one another. 

The Monk snatches the book away from the 

boy, who hangs his head in dejection. 

The scene breaks and the boy packs up his 

brush and his ink with a few pieces of 

clothing in a hobo’s sack on a stock.  The 

Monk comes back with a piece of bread and 

a few coins. The Monk gives them both to 

the boy.  

MONK 

Give your parents my regards, when you see them again. 

Have a safe journey. 

The Boy begins to leave. The Monk suddenly 

calls out. 

MONK 

Boy!  

The Boy looks back.   

MONK 

I do not know why I say this to you, but I feel that I must. 

Boy, when you go: Fear exposed spaces. 

Trust enclosed places.  

They look at each other. 
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MONK 

Do you understand? 

The Boy nods. 

MONK 

That is all. 

The Monk turns and leaves.  The Boy 

trudges off. 

On the screen, a picture of the sun is 

replaced by a picture of the moon. The light 

level drops. 

Words are seen on the screen. 

NARRATOR 

The Boy walked all night, and found a small barn to spend 

the night. 

The Boy walks in. He lights  a candle.  

He looks around to see the inside of the 

barn. 

He is drawn to the walls. 

Words are seen on the screen. 

NARRATOR 

The walls of the barn, the Boy notices, are covered with the 

most beautiful white paper. 

The Boy smiles. He unwraps his sack, takes 

out his brush and ink.  And he starts 

drawing maniacally. 

Meowing is heard, a huge crescendo of it. 
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The screen is filled with drawings of cats. 

Hundreds of them. 

The Boy finishes his drawing, almost out of 

breath, grinning from ear to ear. 

He hears the words of his former mentor. 

MONK (VO) 

Boy, when you go: Fear exposed spaces. 

Trust enclosed places.  

The Boy takes stock of this room, which is 

entirely open. The only enclosed place is a 

small cabinet on the floor, perhaps 

suggested by a wooden frame. 

He curls himself into the small cabinet, 

yawns, and closes the door behind him. 

The stage goes dark. 

The sound of snoring is heard. 

It is interrupted by the sound of snuffling.  

Some huge animal in the dark.  Claws 

scratching, wooden floors creaking. 

SKRITCH! 

The sounds get louder as if the thing is 

approaching. 

The snoring stops. 

SKRITCH! 

More claws, more floors creaking. 
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The Boy’s panicked breathing can be heard. 

SKRITCH! 

The thing, whatever it is seems right outside 

when- 

A meow is heard, then another. 

A hiss is heard in response. 

More meowing. A chorus of meows. 

One huge hiss then- 

The sounds of a chaotic fight right outside. 

Meowing, hissing, violence, pain, wetness, 

then… 

Nothing. 

The lights slowly come up to The Boy 

opening the cabinet and crawling out. 

He looks around. Eventtually he sees across 

the stage. 

A huge bloody thing is in the middle of the 

floor, looking like the carcass of a giant rat 

in a pool of blood. 

A meowing is heard.  

The Boy looks to the screen. 

NARRATOR 

The boy looked to the walls. And on every screen he saw 

all the cats he drew, each with a sly smile on their faces. 
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He sees the pictures of all the cats he drew. 

Each with a sly smile. 

NARRATOR 

And on the nose of every cat, a single spot of red. 

On the nose of each cat is a spot of red. 

The Boy quickly gathers up his things, and 

runs off. 

NARRATOR 

And in the boy’s long career as a scribe, the boy never 

again drew another cat. 

A cat meows. 

 

THE END 
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