MAN [Frustrated] It’s this bloody cat.
FRIEND Why, what’s it done?
MAN It’s not what it’s done - it’s Lily. It’s all I hear about at the moment. It’s ‘Charlie this and Charlie that’ [mockingly].
FRIEND [Bluntly] Well you shouldn’t have bought it then.
MAN [Exasperated] I know that! But I thought it would be a nice surprise didn’t I? Every child wants a pet don’t they? And I thought a cat would be much less effort than a dog.
FRIEND Keeps her occupied though doesn’t it?
MAN [Calming a little] Well… yes.
FRIEND Then I don’t see why it’s problem.
MAN There would be no problem if it were just a cat. But it’s not just a cat. It’s a baby.
FRIEND Can you get kittens at a rescue centre?
MAN No - I mean she treats it like a baby, not a cat.
FRIEND Oh.
MAN [Slowly getting more frustrated again] She carries it around instead of letting it walk, it sleeps in bed with her, she tries to let it eat at the table – but Julia obviously wasn’t having that – and, and she’s only gone and put a bow on it.
FRIEND Isn’t it a boy?
MAN It is.
FRIEND [Highly amused] Is it pink?
MAN Oh yes.
FRIEND [Laughing]
MAN She won’t let it go outside either. She too afraid of it getting hurt.
FRIEND [Flippantly] I’m not surprised if he’s got a bow on. If he goes outside he might get cornered by all the rough neighbourhood cats - could come home with a new patch around his eye.
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