


COLD OPEN

EXT. WASHINGTON D.C. - DAY

Empty city streets, deserted landmarks. 

PHIL (O.S.)
I still don’t know why we had to 
take separate cars. 

CAROL (O.S.)
Road safety is important to me, 
Phil. You should know that by now. 

PHIL (O.S.)
Carol, this is the safest car in 
the world, that’s literally its 
purpose.

REVEAL a BLACK SUV driving in front of a LIMO - a mini 
PRESIDENTIAL MOTORCADE. Phil drives the limo, they talk via 
Walkie-talkie.

CAROL
It’s not the car I don’t trust.

PHIL
Maybe you should drive a Toyota 
Carol-a. Boom. Besides, I am a 
perfectly capable driver. Where are 
we going anyways?

CAROL
To congress. I have some more bills 
for us to pass. 

PHIL
I think we’ve given enough states 
official cheeses.

CAROL
Then how about a stroll through the 
botanical gardens?

PHIL
We’ve already done that. 

CAROL
Lavender is very hardy, I’m still 
holding onto hope that I’ll find a 
sprig for a nice cup of tea. 



PHIL
How about the Space Museum? There’s 
still a few spaces, boom, left 
undecorated in the West Wing.  

CAROL
I think we’ve borrowed enough 
aeronautical accoutrements. How 
about monuments? It’s been a while 
since we’ve paid our respects. 

They pass the distant WASHINGTON MONUMENT. 

PHIL
(announcer voice)

On the left you will see the lovely 
Washington Monument, known for it’s 
stunning white color, ending 
slavery, and for being a somewhat 
lacking resemblance to a human 
phallus. Boom, monumented. 

CAROL
Well we don’t always need to be 
together. We can meet up later.

PHIL
Okey dokey artichokey. See you at 
home. 

Phil looks behind to turn, when SCREECH, SLAM. Carol jams on 
the breaks. Phil CRASHES into her car. He stumbles out, 
clutching a bleeding nose, and hears a SCREAM from Carol. He 
runs to her. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Carol? Carol! Are you okay? What 
happened?

She looks fine, but she’s SCREAMING and running to a nearby 
store. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Carol?

Her screams of delight continue as she hurries towards a 
store with a large sign reading HOWL TO THE CHIEF. In the 
window of the pet shop sits a long-haired fluffy white 
smushed face CAT.

END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

EXT. WASHINGTON D.C. - HOWL THE CHIEF - DAY

Carol screams so much she’s practically crying. Phil is not 
entertained, pinching his bleeding nose. 

PHIL
Don’t worry about me, Carol. It’s 
probably not broken. 

Carol gets up and runs to Phil, crying and hugging him.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Oh thank you, don’t worry it’s 
fine. I’m fine. 

She’s not paying attention. She sobs out her words.

CAROL
She’s... So... Cute... I... 
Can’t... Stand... It!

PHIL
I guess a crooked nose could be 
pretty cute. 

Carol runs back to the window, finally starting to calm down. 
She tries the door, it’s locked.  

PHIL (CONT’D)
(noticing cat)

Oh. Oh! Oh my god!

CAROL
Phil! We need to get this baby out 
of there. She’s scared! She needs 
to be pet and to be loved!

PHIL
How do you know it’s a girl?

CAROL
A woman always knows. 

PHIL
Alright, stand back.

Phil reaches into the front seat of the Presidential Limo and 
pulls out a massive SHOTGUN. 
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CAROL
Phil, wait!

BLAM! Phil shoots out the window, the cat runs back into the 
store. 

CAROL (CONT’D)
You crazy kangaroo you’re 
terrifying the kitty!

PHIL
I dunno it looks pretty vicious to 
me.

The cat stares down Phil menacingly.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Yep, definitely feral, Carol. Feral 
Carol. It even rhymes!

CAROL
Love cures all wounds!

She jumps through the window into the store.

PHIL
So does barbeque sauce. I bet it’s 
good eatin’. You can’t milk a cat, 
Carol!

INT. HOWL TO THE CHIEF - CONTINUOUS

Carol cautiously approaches the cat. Phil, pinching his nose, 
heads in as the cat backs into a corner, seeing him and 
HISSING. 

PHIL
Carol... That thing looks pretty 
dangerous. 

Carol waves him back, approaching with her hand palm up, 
COOING and SHHH-ING, making cutesy noises. 

CAROL
Quiet, Phil. I am a certified cat 
whisperer. 

PHIL
Certified by who?

CAROL
Congress.
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PHIL
Fantastic. Well I’m not finding you 
a rabies vaccine. 

Carol reaches out to the cat. It smells her hand then... Rubs 
against her, purring. 

CAROL
Good kitty! Whose my little fuzzy 
cuddle monkey? You are!

PHIL
It’s a cat, Carol. Not a monkey. 

CAROL
That doesn’t mean she’s not my 
fuzzy little cuddle monkey! What 
should we call her?

PHIL
Mada-feline Albright? Nancy 
Purrosi? Boom, still got it.

CAROL
You’re stretching. I’ll call her... 
Hillary Kitten.

PHIL
Yeah, yours is better. How do you 
think this thing survived?

CAROL
Duh!

She motions to a nearby licked clean can of cat food.

PHIL
On one can?

CAROL
She survived long enough to meet 
me. That’s all that matters. 

PHIL
But where are all the other 
animals?

Carol nuzzles her face into the cat’s nose. 

CAROL
How could you want anyone else!

PHIL
I don’t trust it. 
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CAROL
Oh, Phil, come on. Pet Hillary 
Kitten. Don’t be such a scaredy 
cat.

PHIL
Fine, but only because of your 
exceptional pun work. 

Phil takes his slightly bloody hand away from his nose, 
reaching it towards the cat. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Yow!

The cat BITES his hand. 

CAROL
Don’t scare her!

PHIL
Scare her? That thing bit me, 
Carol!

CAROL
(to cat)

Don’t worry, you’ll get used to 
him. 

PHIL
Oh ha, ha. Nice Carol. Don’t worry 
I’ll bandage up my own nose!

CAROL
Okay, good! And while you’re out 
can you pick up a couple things? A 
few cases of cat food, a water 
bowl, food bowl, flea medicine, cat 
treats... Oh and a little poo 
palace for our queen kitty!

PHIL
You mean a litter box? Why can’t 
you do all that stuff?

CAROL
I need to acclimate Hillary Kitten 
to her new home at the White House. 

PHIL
It’s just a stupid cat. 
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CAROL
Phil, this very well may be the 
last cat on Earth. It is our duty 
to preserve this noble species. And 
she’s a purr-fect practice baby for 
our future children. 

(to cat)
Together we will usher in a new age 
of sacred motherhood. 

She leaves. 

PHIL
I’m so eating that thing when you 
smother it to death with unwanted 
love! 

CAROL (O.S.)
Hop to it Phil!

PHIL
I’ll get right to it. I just have a 
couple other errands to run first.

EXT. WASHINGTON D.C. - VARIOUS

Phil drives the Presidential Limo, with smashed hood, through 
D.C. 

Past a Petco. 

Past District Pet Care. 

Past Fido and Kitty’s World. 

Phil drives the limo across the National Mall, up a set of 
stairs, parking directly in front of the American History 
Museum. 

INT. AMERICAN HISTORY MUSEUM - DAY

Phil is decked out in AMERICAN WORLD WAR II GEAR, surrounded 
by mannequins in NAZI GEAR. 

PHIL
How’s your nose you Nazi bastard?!

Phil BASHES the Nazi in the face with a RIFLE. 

JUMP CUT TO:
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INT. WHITE HOUSE / INT. AMERICAN HISTORY MUSEUM - INTERCUT

Carol delicately brushes the cat’s fur.

CAROL
Eighty-eight... Eighty-nine... 
Ninety...

JUMP CUT TO:

Phil charges through the Nazis, STABBING them with his 
BAYONET.

JUMP CUT TO:

Carol braids the hair on the cat’s head, attaching a 
BEDAZZLED PINK BOW.

JUMP CUT TO:

Phil TORCHES A group of Nazi’s with a FLAMETHROWER.

JUMP CUT TO:

The cat is splayed out on a pillow. Carol sits to draw it, à 
la Leo and Kate in Titanic. She opens her notebook, pausing 
for a mere moment on an unfinished TUCSON CREW drawing. She 
flips right past it, too enamored with the cat to care.

JUMP CUT TO:

Phil sits next to MANNEQUIN TORSOS, their LIMBS scattered 
about. He goes through an army MED PACK. 

He wraps a bandage all the way around his head and nose, 
cringing. A soldier mannequin looks at him, judging. 

PHIL
What? I’m not a doctor. Yes I know, 
Carol would do a better job, but I 
can’t go back there. Not until I 
get the... Oh crap. I forgot about 
the friggin’ cat junk. 

Phil pulls his walkie-talkie out of his back pocket. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Care-bear? Come in First Lady Care-
bear.
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INT. WHITE HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Carol is surrounded by pillows and blankets. The Cat, sitting 
on a large pillow, licks itself, happy as can be. Carol 
decorates another pillow with sequins. She takes a pause to 
pick up her walkie-talkie.

CAROL
I read you, Mister President. 
Please try not to talk too loudly, 
Hillary Kitten is relaxing. 

PHIL
Just wanted to check in on you, see 
how you’re doing, maybe apologize. 

CAROL
I’m just spending time with the 
cutest little kitty-cat in the 
whole goll darn world. What are you 
apologizing for? 

PHIL
Oh absolutely nothing! I’ll see you 
soon with all those things you 
asked for. 

CAROL
No rush, we’re fine here. 

Carol can’t take her eyes off the cat. She switches off her 
walkie-talkie.

INT. AMERICAN HISTORY MUSEUM - CONTINUOUS

Phil puts down his walkie-talkie. 

PHIL
Did anyone think I was gunna get 
yelled at?

Phil looks over to a decapitated mannequin, its arm stuck in 
a raised position. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Me too...

INT. WHITE HOUSE - BEDROOM - LATER

Phil walks in overloaded with bags and boxes of CAT FOOD. 
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PHIL
Hi everyone!

CAROL
Shh!

Phil stops in his tracks. 

PHIL
Why are we being quiet?

Carol, infatuated, points to a pile of blankets. On top the 
cat sleeps.

PHIL (CONT’D)
(whispering)

Who cares, she’s taking a cat nap. 
That’s where the term comes from. 

CAROL
(whispering)

From where the term comes, Phil. 
Don’t teach her bad grammar.

PHIL
Okay, well...

SLAM, Phil drops the boxes. The cat jumps up.

PHIL (CONT’D)
I brought everything you wanted! 
All for you, ya little furball.

Phil approaches the cat but it HISSES at him. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
You ungrateful... 

CAROL
Phil! You scared her!

PHIL
I’m also providing for her. Look! 
Cat toys! Flea medicine! Cat food!

CAROL
Litter box?

PHIL
...I knew there was something else. 

CAROL
You take the whole dang day and you 
can’t even remember the litter box?
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PHIL
Oh, so now time frames matter? I 
wasn’t even gunna do this until I 
forgot. And remembered. 

CAROL
Well, you’re going to need to go 
back out and get one. 

PHIL
Why don’t you do it, it’s your cat!

CAROL
Because someone has to stay here 
with Hillary Kitten, and she 
doesn’t seem to like you. 

PHIL
Are you kidding, we’re the best of 
friends.

Phil approaches the cat slowly, reaching out his hand. Phil 
pets the cat. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
See! She loves me. What’s that 
Madame President? You want a kiss? 
Oh you dirty girl.

Phil leans down towards the cat. It BITES his nose. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Friggin’ cat!

CAROL
Don’t startle her!

PHIL
Carol! That cat just attacked my 
injured nose! That was a targeted 
strike!

CAROL
Nonsense.

Carol leans down and kisses the cat, it purrs and sits back 
down. She tucks it into the blankets, stands up and walks to 
the door.

PHIL
How can you smooch on that thing 
after it attacked me! 

(MORE)
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It’s a good thing there’s no more 
secret service because that thing 
would be so tackled!

CAROL
Hillary Kitten is a sweetie, you 
just spooked her.  

Phil turns to leave. As he reaches the door he turns around. 

PHIL
That cat is a terrorist that has 
attacked the P.O.T.U.S. President 
of the friggin’ United States!

CAROL
P.O.T.F.U.S?

PHIL
You know what I mean!

CAROL
Don’t be a baby, I already have my 
hands full with one. When you’re 
ready to be part of this family, 
you know where we are.  

Carol shuts the door in his face. 

PHIL
Expect retaliation with the full 
force of the American Armed Forces! 
I don’t trust that thing!

END OF ACT ONE

PHIL (CONT'D)
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ACT TWO

INT. AMERICAN HISTORY MUSEUM - FRONTIER CABIN - NIGHT

Phil stands on the porch of a FRONTIER CABIN, his friends on 
chairs and the fence. Whiskey bottles litter the porch. Phil 
holds a BOW AND ARROWS. 

PHIL
Suck on this, Hillary Kitten!

Phil loads an arrow and SHOOTS a nearby stuffed saber-toothed 
tiger. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Oh come on, Terry, that’s not in 
bad taste. I said kitten not 
Clinton. Besides she’s been dead 
for years.

Terry stares silently. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Oh, so, what? You’re a cat person 
now?

(to golf ball)
Yes, I know you are, Trevor. You 
just want someone to play with you, 
ya little perv. 

Phil goes back to the game.

PHIL (CONT’D)
I just don’t like cats, okay? Me 
and Carol had our own thing going 
and now there’s this stupid white 
hair ball. 

(to tennis ball)
Kevin, you always do this. Don’t 
get all Freud on me, here. It is so 
just about the cat. No, I’m not 
jealous. I just don’t see what the 
big deal is!

Phil throws the bow down, turning around, glaring at the 
volleyball. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
I am not jealous of a cat, Terry! 
I’m more than happy to do my own 
thing! I don’t need Carol!

Phil turns to another ball.
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PHIL (CONT’D)
What? Carol? Who said Carol? I did? 
No. This is about the cat, not 
Carol. Okay, fine. I’m jealous! Not 
of the stupid cat, alright? Just of 
the attention. That’s more mature, 
right?

Phil picks the bow up again, but can’t concentrate. He sits 
down at a table, eying three of his ball-friends. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Okay. Fine. She loves the cat. She 
loves me too!

(they say nothing)
Well at the very least she 
tolerates me. She came here with 
me! We’re married again! And 
besides, I can so be part of her 
new little family. I can be the 
father. A new age of fatherhood. 
And babies.

(to baseball)
Yes, Marshall, I know how babies 
are made. I am too getting laid!

(no response)
Okay fine, the sex has been 
somewhat lacking in the new 
marriage. I’m still earning back 
her trust!

(to soccer ball)
Wait, Brice might have a point. 
What better way to get some, than 
to get one! One being a baby, of 
course. Sacred motherhood and junk! 
She said the cat was a practice kid 
after all.

(to volleyball)
Oh yeah. You know what that means.

(to tennis ball)
How do you make babies?

(to golf ball)
I’m not being gross, I’m being 
scientific. Carol said it herself! 
Practice kid! Practice mom. 
Practice dad. Practice. We just 
gotta get her out of the house away 
from the kid...

(to volleyball)
You’re gross, Terry!
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INT. PETCO - NIGHT

Phil, head lamp lighting his way, goes through Petco, filling 
his cart with toys, cat beds, cat houses, climbing towers, 
and litter boxes. 

INT. WHITE HOUSE - BEDROOM - THE NEXT MORNING

Carol spoon feeds the cat wet food, it doesn’t seem 
interested. She drops the food and opens beef jerky for 
herself, taking a big bite.

CAROL
Not up to your standards, Nancy? 
What’s that? This meal is a cat-
astrophe! HA! You’re too funny!

The cat paws at the beef jerky.

CAROL (CONT’D)
You want some jerky? Only if you 
brush your teeth after, I don’t 
want you getting any cat-vities! We 
are on fire. 

The cat takes a hungry, vicious bite. Phil walks in carrying 
a wrapped box.

PHIL
Good morning care-bear, you ladies 
sleep okay?

Carol can’t take her eyes off the cat.

CAROL
Hello.

Phil waves his hands, Carol doesn’t notice. 

PHIL
Uh, hello? Got a present here.

She finally tears her eyes from the cat.

CAROL
That’s so sweet! 

She jumps up to open it, tears it open like a kid on 
Christmas, and frowns. It’s a litter box. 

CAROL (CONT’D)
Thanks, Phil! I prefer the toilet, 
but Hillary Kitten will love this! 

15.



PHIL
Yes, obviously it’s for the 
friggin’ cat. Now it can poop, it’s 
got food, and it doesn’t need all 
your attention! There’s more junk 
in the car, too. And I have a 
present for you as well. I planned 
a whole day with all that dumb 
stuff you wanted to do. The 
gardens, the monuments, all the 
dumb fun junk.

CAROL
Phil, we can’t just leave Hillary 
Kitten here by herself with a box 
of litter and an open can of food. 
She needs practice parental 
supervision. And I want us to take 
this practice parenting seriously.

PHIL
I am practicing! Practice Papa 
providing for his practice kid. 
P.P. providing for his P.K.   

CAROL
That’s very sweet, but a practice 
parent loves their practice child. 
And they show their love, with 
kisses.

Phil looks down at the cat. He leans towards it. It hisses 
and swipes at his face, giving him a look of pure evil. Phil 
kisses his hand and blows it towards the cat. 

CAROL (CONT’D)
No! Like this!

Carol leans down and plants kiss after kiss on the cat. 

PHIL
That’s great but I can show my love 
other ways.

Phil pulls his golf ball pal Antawn out of his pocket and 
drops it to the cat. It chases after it. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Look at that, already putting my 
kids before my friends. 

Carol grabs Phil and plants a big kiss on him. 
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CAROL
You’ve got a lot to learn, but fake 
fatherhood suits you, Practice Papa 
Phil. 

Phil pulls a long white cat hair from his mouth. 

PHIL
That’s me... P.P.P. So... No fun 
day? Carol?

She’s back to the cat. 

INT. WHITE HOUSE - RESIDENCE

Phil labors away in the residence, building cat climbing 
towers.

PHIL
(to friends)

You didn’t hear her, guys! 
“Fatherhood suits you.” You didn’t 
see the look in her eyes. She 
definitely wants to ditch the cat 
and go for the stallion. That’s 
right, Kevin. There will be plenty 
of horseplay after she sees this. 
And Antawn will be fine.

He puts the final piece atop a climbing tower. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Clearly I have to get to Carol 
through this stupid cat’s love. 
Can’t leave the thing with just a 
box? Wait till she sees this.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - BEDROOM

Phil pokes his head in. 

PHIL
Carol?

She’s gone, as is the cat. There’s a note on the cat’s bed. 
GONE TO CONGRESS.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Farts.
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INT. CONGRESS - DAY

Phil walks in and sees Carol sitting on the main podium with 
the cat.

PHIL
Carol, what are you doing?

CAROL
Just a minute, Phil. All those in 
favor of appointing Hillary Kitten 
as official Chairwoman of Cuteness 
as well as Speaker of the cat 
house, say “I.” I!

(the cat meows)
Motion passes!

PHIL
You didn’t let me vote. 

CAROL
Sorry, Phil, Hillary Kitten and I 
control a two-thirds majority.

PHIL
How many positions does that cat 
have now?

CAROL
Two hundred and thirty-six. 

PHIL
Carol... Alright, whatever. Can you 
please just come back to the White 
House with me? I’ve got a surprise!

CAROL
I was just on my way back, Hillary 
Kitten is getting hungry.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - RESIDENCE - LATER

Phil leads in Carol and the cat.

PHIL
I was thinking that dinky old 
bedroom wasn’t up to par for our 
little Hillary. 

CAROL
Phil, it’s the Lincoln bedroom. 
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PHIL
Okay, but how about a true 
presidential suite? 

Phil throws the doors open to the bedroom. It’s totally 
decked out in lush pillows, blankets, cat forts, climbing 
towers, stuffed animals, automatic feeder, and an automatic 
water bowl. 

CAROL
Oh, Phil, you’re so sweet. You 
know, you really are changing for 
the better. 

PHIL
Anything for my girls! New family, 
age of motherhood, and what not. 

CAROL
Did you forget the litter box 
again?

PHIL
Please! We don’t want our baby 
doing her business in the bedroom, 
she’s a lady!

Phil opens a nearby door to a bathroom, where an AUTOMATIC 
LITTER BOX is set up. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Completely automatic, you’ll never 
have to scoop a single poop. 

CAROL
Still, we should probably practice 
scooping a few. 

PHIL
Oh come on, Carol! Don’t you like 
it? I don’t mean to brag but I had 
to go to a lot of stores and 
actually built most of those cat 
towers. 

CAROL
Of course I appreciate what you’ve 
done. 

PHIL
Great! So now we can leave the cat 
in her totally automated paradise 
and do something just the two of 
us!
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CAROL
I know what this is really about. 
You lied to me, Phil. I can see 
right through you, mister. 

Phil looks nervous. 

PHIL
Uh... What? What are you talking 
about? I’m just trying to...

CAROL
Phil Miller wants time alone with 
his practice kid.

PHIL
What? Oh, no. No it’s definitely 
not that. 

CAROL
You big softy! You’re upset the cat 
didn’t like you. You just want some 
time to bond with her, some 
practice father practice daughter 
time.

PHIL
Uh...

Carol turns to leave.

CAROL
Well I think she appreciates what 
you did. And I think once you two 
get to know each other, you will be 
the best of friends.

Carol leaves, shutting the door behind her. Phil and the cat 
stare daggers at each other. 

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. WHITE HOUSE - RESIDENCE

Phil and the Cat sit in opposite corners of the room. The cat 
eyes him unflinching. 

PHIL
You know, this is just as awkward 
for me as it is for you.

The cat doesn’t react.

PHIL (CONT’D)
We both know I’m not your 
biological father. But I am your 
practice papa. Your P.P. I know we 
haven’t seen eye to eye. But I’m a 
good guy! You’ll get to know that. 
This is new Phil we’re talkin’ 
about! Let me tell you, it’s a good 
thing you didn’t meet me a year 
ago. I would have eaten you. Now 
I’m caring. I’m honest. And I’m 
always prepared.

Phil picks up a FIGHTER PILOT HELMET and MASK from the bed.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Boom.

He puts it on.

PHIL (CONT’D)
(shouting, muffled)

Now what? The only way to Carol is 
through you. So here we go. 

He gets right up in the cats face, slowly reaching out his 
hand. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Coming in for a landing, Goose. Too 
close for missiles, we’re switching 
to guns. 

He finally pets the cat. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Oh, so now we’re cool? Finally 
ready to show P.P. some love?
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Phil unclicks the mask of the helmet. As soon as he does the 
cat SWIPES at his tender nose.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Yow!

Phil retreats a few steps and rips off the helmet.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Not cool, Ice Man!

The cat stares.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Why are you looking at me like 
that? And where’s Antawn?

The cat flicks its tail. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
I’m on to you. You know I have 
executive powers, right? I can do 
whatever I want, and no one will 
ever know! You think Carol will 
miss you? Think again! She’s 
already forgotten all about you!

INT. NATIONAL GALLERY OF ART - DAY

Carol sits in front of a large painting of a cat. She sighs a 
loving mother’s sigh. She reaches into her bag, pulls out her 
notebook and starts drawing the cat.

INT. WHITE HOUSE - RESIDENCE - CONTINUOUS

PHIL
Okay, fine. That was a lie. You 
just make me so frustrated! I 
really need your love now, okay? Or 
even fake love. So... What’s it 
gunna take?

The cat says nothing. Phil looks around the room. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
How about some food, huh? Everyone 
warms up with a full belly. 

Phil picks up a PETCO brand cat food can, cracking it open. 
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PHIL (CONT’D)
Can we try this whole wingman thing 
again? Because I’ve got a payload 
of... (reading can) Chicken and 
liver giblets... And we need to 
land this baby on the carrier right 
away. 

Phil holds out the food to the cat, it sniffs it and turns 
its head. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Not good enough for you? Come on...

He forces the food closer, the cat jumps down from his perch 
and struts away from Phil.

PHIL (CONT’D)
Hillary Kitten! You eat these 
chicken and liver giblets right 
now!

Nothing.

PHIL (CONT’D)
You ate the friggin’ stuff at that 
pet store! What, it’s not your 
brand? Fine! I’ll go get you the 
friggin’ store brand, because I 
friggin’ care!

He storms out, slamming the door. The cat could not care 
less.

INT. NATIONAL GALLERY OF ART - DAY

Carol, now in front of a new painting that features a cat, 
turns through the pages of her notebook, flipping past her 
REMARRIED! picture, landing on the unfinished TUCSON CREW 
picture. She lingers for just a moment, before turning to her 
sketch of cat Hillary.

INT. HOWL TO THE CHIEF - DAY

Phil storms into the store, kicking things as he goes. 

PHIL
Friggin’ cat. The things I do. But 
that’s fake fatherhood!

He laughs maniacally. He picks up the empty can from earlier, 
rummaging around. 
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PHIL (CONT’D)
Where is this friggin’ food?

INT. HOWL TO THE CHIEF - BACK ROOM 

Phil enters and stops dead in his tracks. As he takes in the 
room, his jaw drops.  

PHIL
Oh. My god. 

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT./EXT. WASHINGTON D.C. - PRESIDENTIAL LIMO - DAY

Phil tears through the streets. 

PHIL
I knew it! I knew it I knew it I 
friggin’ knew it! Oh, love cures 
all wounds? HA! That cat is so 
outta here. 

INT. WHITE HOUSE - RESIDENCE - SOON AFTER

Phil blasts into the residence, cat carrier in hand. He looks 
to his fighter pilot helmet, but between it and him sits... 
The cat. 

PHIL
Okey doke. Going in without air 
support.  

Phil readies himself and dives at the cat. They tumble over 
and over. Paws scratch. Fists fly. Phil manages to wrestle 
the cat into submission, shoving it into the cat carrier just 
as...

CAROL
Phil! What in the G.D. World do you 
think you’re doing?

PHIL
Carol, language!

CAROL
Don’t change the subject, mister! 
You assaulted Hillary Kitten! 
That’s a felony!

PHIL
Look, just let me explain. 

CAROL
Nuh-uh, lawbreaker. You let that 
kitty go right now!

PHIL
Carol, if you come with me you’ll 
see that the cat--
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CAROL
Alright! You asked for it! I do not 
want to do this but I am going to 
have to resort to physical force.

Carol screams and charges. 

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Phil and Carol’s screams are heard. The cat meows. Suddenly 
Phil bursts from the White House with the cat carrier, 
jumping in the presidential limo, and speeding off. 

Carol is hot on his tail, hopping in the Secret Service SUV 
and taking chase. 

INT./EXT. WASHINGTON D.C. - PRESIDENTIAL LIMO/SUV

Phil and Carol tear through the abandoned D.C. Streets. They 
argue via walkie-talkie mid hot pursuit.

PHIL
What has gotten into you?

CAROL
Haven’t you ever heard of the 
strength of a mother’s love?

PHIL
You’re a practice mom!

CAROL
I LOVE MY BABY!

She RAMS into Phil’s car. 

PHIL
Carol! Are you trying to kill me?

CAROL
I just want my family back!

PHIL
That’s my line! I’m the president, 
I get to be Harrison Ford. We 
agreed on that, Carol!

BAM, she rams him.
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EXT. HOWL TO THE CHIEF - CONTINUOUS

Phil screeches to a halt in front of the pet shop. He jumps 
out and runs in, cat carrier in one hand, shotgun in the 
other. Carol is close behind. 

INT. HOWL TO THE CHIEF - CONTINUOUS

Carol charges in. Phil is set up, shotgun trained on the cat 
carrier. 

CAROL
Don’t do anything you’re going to 
regret, Phil. 

PHIL
Nobody’s doing anything. I just 
want to talk. 

CAROL
Talk is cheap, you filiaciding 
bastard. 

PHIL
What?

CAROL
“Filia” from the Latin for 
daughter, “cide” being murder. 
Jeeze Louise, Phil, open a book!

PHIL
Let’s stay focused here. All I want 
you to do is go into that back room 
there, and take a look around, 
because we’ve got a serious Old 
Yeller situation going on here. 

CAROL
The back room, what, are you 
planning on cide-ing me as well?

PHIL
Just go look. 

CAROL
If you harm... A hair on that 
cuddle ball’s head...

PHIL
Just look!
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CAROL
ALRIGHT!

INT. HOWL TO THE CHIEF - BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Carol steps in and stares in horror. Phil steps up behind 
her. 

CAROL
So I guess we know where all the 
other animals went...

PHIL
Yep... Our little baby ate ‘em up. 

CAROL
Survival of the fittest.

PHIL
Straight cannibalism. That’s why 
she kept coming after my nose. 
She’s got the blood lust. A taste 
for flesh.

Phil cocks the shotgun. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
Shall we?

CAROL
Phil, we can’t be the first 
practice parents of the new world 
to kill their practice child. We 
have to be responsible practice 
parents. 

PHIL
Responsible P.P.’s, yes. 

EXT. NATIONAL MALL - DAY

Phil and Carol sit on a bench on the edge of the mall, cat 
carrier on the ground in front of them. 

CAROL
Well, Hillary Kitten, you were the 
best...

PHIL
...Cannibalistic...
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CAROL
...Practice child any practice 
parents could hope for...

PHIL
...P.C. any P.P.’s could hope 
for...

CAROL
...But it’s time for us to do the 
hardest thing any practice or real 
parent has to do. Let you make your 
own mistakes. Let you fly the coop!

PHIL
It’s for the best, honey-bunny. 

CAROL
You were the best fuzzy cuddle 
monkey I’ve ever known. Be free!

Carol opens the cat carrier. The cat jumps out and 
immediately goes for Phil, scratching at him.

PHIL
Friggin’ cat!

CAROL
Shoo! Shoo!

Carol shoo’s the cat away. It takes one last look at Carol. 

CAROL (CONT’D)
Go. Make your own mistakes. We’ve 
done our job. 

PHIL
Have we?

The cat heads out over the mall. Phil and Carol sit back 
down. 

PHIL (CONT’D)
You okay, Care-bear?

CAROL
It’s probably for the best. You may 
not be able to tell, but as a 
teenager I was... Very enthusiastic 
about cats. 

PHIL
(fake shock)

What? No!
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CAROL
It was actually a huge problem for 
me. I abandoned my friends, I 
wouldn’t talk to my family.

PHIL
(sarcastically)

Really? You? With a cat?

CAROL
Hardy-har, jokey McJokester. I lost 
a lot of friends fawning over my 
cat, Priscilla Love Muffin Cutesey 
Pilbasian. She was the cutest 
little snuggle bunny in all the 
land. 

PHIL
I’m very sorry you lost your 
various cuddle animals. 

CAROL
No, Phil. I’m saying that this is 
for the best. I have people I care 
about, and people that care about 
me. I don’t need to unload a bunch 
of unwanted affection on a cat. 

PHIL
(sarcastic)

Oh, no, I’m sure they wanted all 
that affection...

CAROL
Hillary Kitten almost made me 
forget what I have. And that’s a 
great husband and a great... P.P. I 
don’t want to lose that. You did 
what was best for the family. You 
protected the tribe, you big strong 
man. You were very... Fatherly. 

She gives him sex eyes. 

PHIL
Oh yes. Yes I was. 

CAROL
You’re the best P.P. around.

Carol pushes Phil down onto the bench. 

PHIL (O.C.)
Oh yes I am!
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Carol’s moans echo through the National Mall.

END OF EPISODE

31.


