Women, Birds, Stars
a play about being present and being gone
by Jennie Webb

Represented by:

Mary Alice Kier

Cine/Lit Representation
Dramatic/Film/Literary Management
310.413.8934

makier@att.net

© 2026

Working Draft, September 2026

Jennie Webb

1977 Escarpa Drive

Los Angeles, CA 90041
323.828.8708
jenniewebbsite@gmail.com



Women, Birds, Stars
Characters:

KAT — 50s/60s the jaded one; an earth mother who once put a lot of effort into
things

ROBIN - 50/60s the sensitive one; for many years an ingenue, never feels
prepared for things

SHELL - 50s/60s the one with an edge; keeps her guard up and watches for
things

ASTER - 50s/60s the one with gravitas; takes time to weigh and consider things
DOROTHY — A cat. Considered a senior cat. Although she might not agree.

Setting:
A beautiful and—more importantly—comfortable house in the hills, in Southern
California.

Time:
The present, more or less, even if we want to forget or ignore it.

Casting:

Although the individual characters can be of any race or ethnicity, a diverse cast is
essential for this play.

Dialogue:

— Indicates a character’s dialogue is interrupted, by another character speaking, an
event or a character abruptly shifting gears within a line of dialogue.

... Indicates a character is searching for words, does not complete a thought or leaves a
line of dialogue open.

Characters talking over one another is indicated by columns within the script,
sometimes with suggested staggering of overlap and emphasis.



Women, Birds, Stars
SYNOPSIS

This is the story of four women of a certain age who take refuge together when their
habitat is threatened. Rocked by uncertainty, they find themselves weighing their losses
and options for survival in an increasingly surreal world. But there’s always ice cream.
Women, Birds, Stars is about being present amidst chaos,
and what it means to be gone.
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We are in a large space, a room that evokes a cabin but it’s open, as if it was stretching
its limbs. Lots of wood on the walls and floors. Trees outside even if we don’t see them;
many shades of green filtering in. Maybe there’s a mustiness about this place. Like it
wasn’t lived in for a bit but now it’s recolonized. There are places to sit, work, eat, rest.
Probably a fireplace or a wood stove. We can imagine a kitchen around a corner
through an entryway, other rooms down a hallway.

Out front there are large windows and indications of a deck that connects us to the
outdoors. There’s a feeling of elevation. We’re up, up and away. This is a good feeling.

Besides mismatched furnishings, the space is filled with images of nature and natural
objects: plants and dried flowers and seeds, rocks and colored stones, shells, bones,
fossils and animal skulls, even. These are on shelves and tables, in corners and on the
walls. It all kind of evokes life and death at the same time.

We hear motion and a door opening; two women who are likely in their 60s or older
come into the space. One, Robin, is carrying a number of haphazardly packed bags.
And holding what looks like a pile of bedding. She’s beyond flustered. The other, Kat, is
more grounded and immediately sets down the overflowing bag she was carrying.

KAT:
Jesus! What all've you got in there?

ROBIN:
Honestly, | don’t even know. | just grabbed stuff. After my computer, papers...
“Valuables.” Whatever that means. | filled the car. Bins from my mom. My dad. |
don’t even know what'’s in them and | pulled out these huge drawers from this
bureau? Full of old photos. | just threw them in the trunk. The actual drawers! (re
the bags) Where should I...?

KAT:
Just anywhere. Right there.

ROBIN:
It's just, you hear so many stories, “I thought it was only for a night or two; | took
a change of clothes. | never imagined everything would be gone!”

KAT:
Your house is not going to be—

ROBIN:
(interrupting) Last week. A block away from me. The house on the corner, gone!
Overnight. Like it was never there.
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KAT:
That's—

Robin drops her bags in the middle of everything.
Yeah.

ROBIN:
Right? So I'm sure | overdid it. | mean, those drawers are half full of negatives.
Envelopes, strips of photo negatives. And slides! Boxes of them.

KAT:
Ha ha. I've got those, too. Like pieces of some goddamn celluloid albatross.

ROBIN:
What | hope? Is I'll go back home and unpack the car and say, “Why am |
hanging onto all of this?” Straight to the dumpster.

KAT:
Spring cleaning?

ROBIN:
| only wish it were spring! A real spring. Like there used to be?

KAT:
Full of flowers and bunnies and hope and shit?

ROBIN:
Ha ha. Well. It’s all changing so fast, isn’t it? | can’t keep up.

KAT:
None of us can. The world can’t!

ROBIN:
You sound like your daughter.

KAT:
|— | suppose | do.

ROBIN:
How’s Susan doing?

KAT:
She’s good. She worries about me, up here. “All alone.”
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ROBIN:
You are not—!

KAT:
(interrupting) | know that. She knows that. She likes to think of me as poor little
mommy, holed up in the old family fortress while humanity systematically
destroys life on the planet.

ROBIN:
She likes to?
KAT:
She pretends | need taking care of. | did the same with my parents.
ROBIN:
But you did take care of— Is everything—?
KAT:
(interrupting) Fine. I'm fine. Anyway, she’s doing her thing. She called this
morning, | told her | was soon to be surrounded by all my lovelies, so that should
keep her quiet for a while.
ROBIN:
She is a good daughter. And so... accomplished. Is it weird having a genius for a
daughter?
KAT:
My dad never thought so.
ROBIN:
Ha ha. No. Wait. | mean, | didn’t mean that you weren’t—!
KAT:

(interrupting) Ha ha, calm down, baby, | get it.
Robin is still clutching the bedding.
But you. You wanna lie down awhile? A little nap?

ROBIN:
I’m not much of a napper, really. And | don’t know why I...

She considers what she’s holding.

| guess | thought | might have to sleep in my car, or something?
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KAT:
Why would you—?

ROBIN:
(interrupting) | don’t—

KAT:
(interrupting) You were coming here.

ROBIN:
Right! But | wasn’t—

KAT:
(interrupting) | mean, you didn’t have to—

ROBIN:
| know!

KAT:
| do tend to issue edicts though, don’t I?

ROBIN:
No! Well, yes...

KAT:
“Pack up your little car and get your sweet ass over here!”

ROBIN:
Ha ha. It was a very welcome invitation, given all that’s...

They both take a breath, maybe, and look out the windows.
It's so beautiful up here. Like a world away.

KAT:
Yeah.

There used to be more birds. Different kinds. Now, you’ll hear a crow or see a
little house finch. Back in the day, it was like our own personal nature preserve.

ROBIN:
When you were a kid?

KAT:
Not that long ago, even! Got a little crazy, sometimes. Those goddamn parrots?
Birds are not at all silent partners.
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She looks again at the bedding in Robin’s arms.

KAT:
Honey, would you please give me—
ROBIN:
(interrupting) I'm sorry! I’'m such an idiot, | don’t—
KAT:
(interrupting) No! Why are you apologizing? There’s no such thing as too many
blankets. And between you and me, I’'m very particular about my pillow.
ROBIN:
Me, too! Those big balloony pillows in hotels that jack up your neck?
KAT:
Hate ‘em! We should make a bonfire of ‘em!
ROBIN:
Ha ha. That would go over well, right now!
KAT:
Fuck it. | was about to pour myself a glass of wine. Are you with me, sister?
ROBIN:
Oh. I...
KAT:
Margaritas, then?
ROBIN:
| don’t really drink in the day, anymore.
KAT:
You may not drink in “the day,” but you can’t tell me you’re not drinking on this
day.
ROBIN:
Right. No salt.
KAT:

Comin’ right atcha.

As she leaves, we hear motion and maybe a knock on a door. Then,
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SHELL:
(offstage) Hello? Have | reached a safe haven? Or at least, civilization worth
saving?

KAT:
(offstage) Hey there, Shell! I'm making maggies. You in?

SHELL:
(offstage) You need to ask?

Shell appears. Despite any appearances to the contrary, she’s also over 60 and is
carrying what looks like a very compact overnight bag. She sees Robin, still standing
with her arms full.

Robin!  am so— | don’t even know what to say!

ROBIN:
Hi...

SHELL:
Yeah. Hi. But geez: Kat told me you were evacuating. You must’'ve moved fast!
How’d you beat me here?

ROBIN:
| don’t— I really don’t even remember driving!

SHELL:
You're here now, that’s what counts. And...

Robin has tightened her grip on the bedding.
All set for the slumber party!

ROBIN:
Ha ha. Yeah.

Shell moves past Robin’s belongings and sets her bag on a table.

SHELL:
I've got to say, this is beyond, beyond. All week, I've been looking on the map,
tracking all of us.

ROBIN:
Me, too!
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SHELL:
So | thought you were good! Zone 3, only a warning.

ROBIN:

| was! Until today | got the alert and suddenly: Zone 1. Go. And that was that!
SHELL:

Oh, man...

ROBIN:
Some people are staying, but—

SHELL:
(interrupting) No, you were right to leave.

ROBIN:
And you're...

SHELL:
Zone 2.

ROBIN:
‘Ready.” Like anyone can ever be.

SHELL:
Honey, | am always ready. But also pretty sure I'll be okay? My neighborhood:
Mostly the right kind of people, you know.

ROBIN:
| do.

SHELL:
So I'm just here for the party, ha ha. With my “go-bag,” of course! Never leave
home without it!

ROBIN:
Really?

SHELL:
100%, these days.

Kat comes in carrying a pitcher of margaritas and four glasses set on a tray, rather
precariously, perhaps.

KAT:
Hey, ho, heeeere we go!
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SHELL:
Hang on, there. You are about to go—

KAT:
(interrupting) I'm fine! I've got it!

She sets down the tray; maybe she narrowly escapes disaster or clutches a body part.
Ooof! (to Shell) Salt?

SHELL:
Absolutely.

Kat holds a glass out to Robin.

ROBIN:
Thanks.

But Robin’s arms are still full. Kat sets down the drink; Shell notes the glasses.

SHELL:
Who else is...?

KAT:
Aster. She should be here, soon.

She hands Shell a margarita.

SHELL:
Thanks. Aster?

She looks on her phone or device (maybe it's a watch; Shell likely has multiple devices).

On the map, she’s not even—

KAT:
(interrupting) | know. But now she’s alone and there’s no real sense to this, no
matter where you live. You can’t count on “warning,” “ready,” “go.” And especially
lately, Aster has been very...

ROBIN:
Very...?

SHELL:

Vocal. Very vocal.
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KAT:
And very public. She is once again making herself known.

ASTER:
“Making herself known...”

Aster has entered the space. She’s also in her 60s (or beyond) and carries a few bags.

KAT:
You like that?

ASTER:
| do, actually!

KAT:
| thought you might.

SHELL:
Hey, there!

ASTER:
Hey, Shell. And are those margaritas?

KAT:
Salt?

ASTER:
Not for me. My bags...?

KAT:
Just throw ‘em down; anywhere is good.

Aster carefully sets them by the entry as Kat pours.

ASTER:
Robin. Kat told me about the orders. You okay?

ROBIN:
l... guess? | feel kind of all over the place.

ASTER:
Sure.

Kat hands her a glass.

Thanks.
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ROBIN:
So | guess | don’t know how | feel.

KAT:
Well I, for one, feel thirsty. Cheers, ladies!

She and the others raise their glasses and look to Robin who is still holding tight.

ROBIN:
Ack. | don’t know why I'm such a...

She drops her bundle and joins them.

Cheers! SHELL: KAT: ASTER:
Salud! Cheers! To us!

They drink. Maggies are just the thing. Shell picks up a blanket or pillow and moves
towards Robin’s large, disorganized pile of belongings.

SHELL:
Is that all...?

ROBIN:
Mine. Yes, what a mess. I'm sorry, | just—

KAT: ASTER:
(interrupting) | told you it's— (interrupting) No, don’t—

ROBIN:
(interrupting) | really just grabbed stuff. | don’t even—

ASTER:
(interrupting) There is no need to apologize. None of us knows how we’ll react
when—

KAT:
(interrupting) If.

ASTER:
If the orders come.

SHELL:
We don’t?

ASTER:
No. We don't.

10



Women, Birds, Stars 11

KAT:
Let’s sit, yeah?

They move to chairs, a sofa.

SHELL:
(to Aster) You're telling me you, of all people, don’t have a plan?
ASTER:
Well, sure | have a plan...
SHELL:
You got your go-bag.
ASTER:
Of course.
SHELL:
Then depending on how much time you have, you figure out what you need to—
KAT:
(interrupting) No, you don’t. You can’t. Even with all the planning in the world, in
the moment, it slaps you sideways. (to Robin) Right?
ROBIN:
Right!
KAT:

Drink up, ladies.
They drink. There is a beeping sound from someone’s phone or device. Then another.

SHELL:
Shit.

Shell is the first to check her device; the others move to theirs as alarms echo one
another.

Well, this is ridiculous.

KAT:
| can’t tell; is this the City or County or higher up?

SHELL:
It's a City alert, but—
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ROBIN:
(interrupting) Argh! | know it’s in here, somewhere!

Robin searches through her belongings, her phone still beeping.

SHELL:
Never mind. Looks like we all got the same alert. We're just “on notice.”
ASTER:
“Just?”
SHELL:
Like | said. Ridiculous.
ROBIN:
(still searching) Grrrrr where did |...
KAT:
But what does that mean, “on notice?”
ASTER:
The entire City?
SHELL:
Look at the map. Some parts of the County, too.
KAT:
What does “notice” mean, do they say?
ASTER:
“We’re watching? And listening? Don'’t let your guards down, bitches?”
ROBIN:

(holding her phone) Found it!

The sound from Robin’s phone stops and she sets it on a table. Maybe they all take a
breath, look out the windows. There’s an odd silence. We’'re definitely missing the birds.

ASTER:
Well! All notices and alerts aside, I, for one, am very grateful to be here right
now. With you all. Kat: We each have our own lives but you are our hub, our
heart, our connective tissue. Thank you for opening up your home.

ROBIN:
Yes! | don’t know what |—
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KAT:

(interrupting) Ah, you’d’'ve been fine sleeping in your car.
SHELL:

Why would you be sleeping in your car?
KAT:

She’s adventurous, that way.
ASTER:

(raising her glass) To you, my friend.
KAT:

To surviving this bullshit!
ROBIN:

Cheers!
SHELL:

Lemme get that pitcher.
She does and refills glasses.

ASTER:

13

(to Kat) Have you heard from your daughter? Doesn’t she still have a place over

in—?

KAT:

(interrupting) Yeah. But it’s fine. And Susan’s in DC right now. Fighting for

funding.

SHELL:
Federal funding? My sympathies.

ASTER:
You raised a good fighter.

KAT:
| did. Musta been all those marches in a stroller.

SHELL:
Survival of the fittest.

ASTER:
I'll drink to that!
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KAT:
Oh. Did you hear? Janice died?

SHELL:
Janice.

ASTER:
| did.

ROBIN:
Oh, no!

SHELL:
Who'’s Janice?

ASTER:
You’'ve met her.

KAT:

Bright red hair? Susan used to work with her son?

SHELL:
Oh. Right.

ROBIN:
What happened?

SHELL:
Wait. It had nothing to do with—

KAT:

14

(interrupting) Our current “situation?” No. Not at all. She’s out in the desert, now.

ASTER:
Was.

KAT:

Was. She had a brain aneurysm. Burst, her son said. There was nothing they

could do.

ROBIN:
Oh, wow! When was this?

KAT:
A couple of weeks ago.
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SHELL:

Well, if it's any consolation, she wouldn’t have felt it. From what | hear. One

minute she was fine, the next... Not a bad way to go.

15

KAT:
I'll put it on my list.
ROBIN:
Your list?
KAT:
In order of preference. First, go to sleep and don’t wake up.
SHELL:
Stocked medicine cabinet: check.
KAT:
Next, freezing to death. Pain-free and peaceful.
SHELL:
Also drowning. Once you take it all in, you just drift off.
KAT:
| know it sounds kind of romantic, but getting hit by lightning...
SHELL:
Or hit by a train.
ASTER:
A train?
SHELL:
Now to me, that’s romantic. High speed drama, bam, done.
ROBIN:
Except! | just read about a man who was thrown onto the subway tracks and he
survived!
ASTER:
He was thrown?
ROBIN:

Pushed. It was in New York. They’'ve got the guy who did it on tape. They’re

looking for him.
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KAT:
So what does “survived” mean? Is he...?

ROBIN:
| think he’s fine? Fine-ish?

ASTER:
(to Shell) Why on earth would you want to get hit by a train?

SHELL:
I’'m not saying | would want that.

ROBIN:
| certainly wouldn't.

KAT:
And it’s not on my list, either.

SHELL:
I’'m just saying given the sudden death options, it’'s up there! Not that | was
visualizing the subway or metro; more like wandering down a country road,
crossing the tracks while looking at the clouds, smelling the daisies and,
“Whoops!”

KAT:
Yeah, no. | have seen one too many movies, cars stuck on the tracks and
terrified, wide-eyed drivers.

ROBIN:
“Sudden death options.”

SHELL:

Uh huh. As opposed to “the long death.” Which is honestly how most of us will

go, but if | have anything to do with it...

ROBIN:
Is that really a term? “The long death?”

SHELL:
Yep.

ASTER:
As in cancer.

Short pause.

16
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KAT:
Among other things.

ROBIN:
Do you have any snacks? | haven't eaten all day.

KAT:
Oh. Sure...

ROBIN:
Sorry, |—

KAT:
(interrupting) You don’t have to—

ROBIN:
(interrupting) | should have picked something up on my way!

ASTER:
Robin! You were evacuated! We're all on “notice!” You are absolved of any
“shoulds” on this day!

KAT:
On any day. No shoulds in this house; don'’t believe in ‘em.

SHELL:
But do you believe in snacks? Because I'd be willing to do some serious
manifesting if so.

KAT:
Save that for later; | can find something. (motioning for Robin to join her, maybe
help her up) Rob?

ROBIN:
Yes! Thanks so much, and I'm sorry—

KAT:
(interrupting) Stop that! Any requests?

ASTER:
| brought some cheese and bread. Fruit.

KAT:
You didn’t have to—
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ASTER:
(interrupting) | just bought it and didn’t want it to go to waste. It's in the smaller
bag, there?

KAT:
Got it. I'll put it in the fridge.

ASTER:
Or—

KAT:
(interrupting) Or I'll put it out! (fo Robin) Come on.

ROBIN:
Oh, my god. | have a whole fridge full of stuff— | didn’t even think about that; |
should’ve—

KAT:
(interrupting) Stop!

They are gone; Aster and Shell sit with their margaritas. Look out the windows. After a
moment,

SHELL:
I’m sorry about Rose.

Short pause.

ASTER:
Thank you.

SHELL:
All that death talk, | hope we didn't—

ASTER:
(interrupting) No. It's not like we’re not all used to it.

SHELL:
Yeah, but Rose: She seemed like a lovely person.

ASTER:
She was.

SHELL:
| wish I'd gotten to know her, better.
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ASTER:
Me, too. You two would’ve... She’d have given you a run for your money.

SHELL:
Ha ha, whatever that means!

ASTER:
| actually have no idea in this case!

SHELL:
I’'m glad you found each other, even if...

ASTER:
Me, too. Even if...

SHELL:
And | hope you don’t mind me saying this, but that was a really shitty way to go.

ASTER:
It was.

SHELL:
Did your son...?

ASTER:
No. He never met her. We haven't talked in years.

SHELL:
Yeah. Sorry.

ASTER:
Not much | can do about it. His choice. Because of my “choices.”

SHELL:
Well. (raising her glass) To Rose!

ASTER:
Thank you.

SHELL:
And fuck cancer!

ASTER:
(raising her glass) Amen!

They drink. They look out the windows, then
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SHELL:
How old was she?

ASTER:
Rose? Our age.

SHELL:
Shit. | wanted her to be older.

ASTER:
She was a year younger than me, actually.

SHELL:
Shit.

ASTER:
Do you remember Terri?

SHELL:
[... Don’t think so?

ASTER:
She used to join us when we were in our museum phase?

SHELL:
Our museum phase!

ASTER:
Well, how long has it been since—?

SHELL:
(interrupting) No! I'm not— | just never thought about it like that. “Our museum
phase!”

ASTER:
| think Robin was the instigator, there.

SHELL:
She and Alondra! They thought we should move past our “brunch phase.” Had
cultural aspirations.

ASTER:
Well. Terri and Kat used to work together—

20
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SHELL:
(interrupting) But what | want to go back to is our winery phase! Remember?
Whose genius was that? Can we please make that happen, again?

ASTER:
Terri taught history, | believe?

SHELL:
Oh. Right. Yes. Terri. Wore animal prints. Wait. Is she...?

ASTER:
End of last year. Alzheimer’s.

SHELL:
No! Man! Were she and Kat still close?

ASTER:
Yeah. | don’t know that they’d seen one another for a while, but Kat was there at
the end and it was tough. Not that she’d admit it...

SHELL:
| don’t blame her. | mean, that’s... Alzheimer’s. You hear someone’s got early
Alzheimer’s, and it scares the shit out of you. Of me! Every time | can’t remember
someone’s name, or someplace I'm supposed to be and | have to look it up like
five times, I'm—

ASTER:
(interrupting) It wasn’t technically early, early-onset. Terri was 65.

Very short pause.

SHELL:
Fuck me.

They drink.
Do you ever feel like we're becoming extinct?

ASTER:
All the fucking time.

Kat and Robin come in with snacks—cheese and bread, featured.

KAT:
Okay, dig in, ladies.



Women, Birds, Stars 22

ROBIN:
This looks delicious, Aster. | had just bought some pastries from that bakery
down the street from me; can’t believe | didn’t think to grab them.

Kat notices Aster and Shell’'s demeanor as they set down their offerings.

KAT:
Hang on, who died?

After a moment, Aster and Shell might break into relieved laughter.

SHELL:
Who didn’t, you mean?
KAT:
Yeah, | guess that expression...
ASTER:
Could not be more perfect. Any more margaritas?
SHELL:

I'll top you off.
She empties the pitcher in Aster’s glass.
Kat. Mind if | make another? Have you got—

KAT:
(interrupting) Plenty of everything. Go for it.

Shell leaves with the empty pitcher; Robin helps herself to snacks.

ROBIN:
| was telling Kat, | don’t drink in the day, anymore. | just can’t get anything
accomplished, you know?

ASTER:
What exactly do you need to accomplish, today?

ROBIN:
Right! And as long as | eat something...

She drinks. And eats.

ASTER:
(to Kat) You okay?
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KAT:
| should be asking you.
ROBIN:
Wait. Why do you get to “should?” Hah!
ASTER:
Shell asked me, are we becoming extinct.
KAT:
Of course we are.
ASTER:
It feels that way, doesn't it? It was one thing, our parents.
ROBIN:
Our parents. Wow. We’'re all orphans, aren’t we?
ASTER:
And now, our friends, co-workers, lovers...
KAT:

Come here.
She and Aster hold one another.

ASTER:
Before we know it we’ll all be gone.

KAT:
And the way we’re headed, we’ll be in good company!

ROBIN:
Hey! I'm not in any hurry!

KAT:

23

| meant on a grander scale. Last count, something like a million species were set

for extinction and now that “biodiversity” is a dirty word...

ROBIN:
Ahhhh but what about your daughter?

ASTER:
What about her?
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ROBIN:
Her work!
ASTER:
(to Kat) She’s still teaching, right? Don’t tell me she has a government job, now.
KAT:
She does not. (fo Robin) “De-extinction,” that’s what you're talking about?
ROBIN:
Yes! That that that!
ASTER:
What in the world is—?
ROBIN:
(interrupting) Susan’s going to fix it all by bringing back the dodo bird.
ASTER:
What?
ROBIN:
Well, | don’t mean “all,” but it’s very exciting. And what kind of cheese is this? It's
delicious!
ASTER:
| don’t— French something. (fo Kat) The dodo bird?
KAT:
| haven'’t told you about this?
ASTER:
Um, no.
KAT:
| must have.
ASTER:
Oh, this | would not have forgotten!
KAT:
Well! Susan left the university, last year actually. Probably good timing, all things
considered.
ASTER:

Definitely.
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KAT:
And she is now Chief Science Officer at a company that specializes in de-
extinction.
ASTER:
Explain.
KAT:
They’re using ancient DNA to rebuild extinct species—
ROBIN:
(interrupting) Like the dodo bird! They already brought back dire wolves.
KAT:
Or a version thereof.
ROBIN:
An adorable version. (to Aster) Did you hear about that?
ASTER:
|— Yes, maybe?
ROBIN:
That’s her! And after the dodo, the wooly mammoth! Can you imagine?
ASTER:
The point of this being?
KAT:
To fortify the viability of species that are alive today, so that they can enhance
biodiversity and conservation efforts.
Very short pause.
ASTER:
You sound like a brochure.
ROBIN:
Susan is a genius.
ASTER:
| get that. So she’s, what: bringing back dinosaurs to save the planet?
KAT:
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Hah! She would be offended. Dinosaurs are too old to get DNA from, apparently.
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ROBIN:
The Tasmanian tiger, however, is not! Isn’t that great?

ASTER:
I’'m not sure.

ROBIN:
She’s got this dodo bird video, on YouTube? It’s fascinating. She should write a
book. | would buy it. Is this hummus?

KAT:
Yes.

ROBIN:
It's really good.

KAT:
And she has. Two of them.

Shell comes back in with a full pitcher of margaritas and a salted glass.

SHELL:
All righty-o! | couldn’t remember. Is anyone else salt?

KAT:
Me.

SHELL:
Oh! Well, here you go.

She sets down the glass in front of Kat.

KAT:
No, sister, you take it. I'm fine with mine.

SHELL:
You sure?

KAT:
(holding up her glass) Yep yep, looky my rim is still ripe.

SHELL:
If you insist! Who else?

She starts to pour.
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ROBIN:
| really shouldn’t have any more. Hah. “Shouldn’t.” Can | say that?

ASTER:
(to Shell, re the margaritas) Me, please.

Robin stands and the margatritas hit her.

ROBIN:
Whoa!

ASTER:
You okay, there?

ROBIN:
I’'m good! | just need—

KAT:
(interrupting) You need to go get yourself a little lie-down, honey.

ROBIN:
No, it's my blood pressure. | think. But yeah, maybe I'll...

KAT:
Any of the rooms, down the hall.

Robin heads toward the entryway, passing her pile of belongings.

ROBIN:

Susan’s room!
KAT:

It's not actually Susan’s room, or not—
ROBIN:

(interrupting) And I'll take my pillow!
KAT:

Okay! Don’t forget your blankie, sweetie!
ROBIN:

(grabbing a blanket) And you’ll let me know if—
KAT:

(interrupting) Yes, baby, we’ll wake you up if the world ends.
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ROBIN:
| meant, if my house is gone! And I'm not a baby!
Short pause.
SHELL:
Yes. We’'ll let you know.
ROBIN:
All right, then.

And she’s out; perhaps a blanket trails in her wake.

KAT:
You don't think, seriously, that her house might—

SHELL:
(interrupting) You wouldn’t think so!

ASTER:
No, but things have gotten... | don’t have to tell you, we're living it. Every day it’s,
“Can they do that?”

SHELL:
Apparently they can.

KAT:
Really? Can they? And who’s in charge of what? With all the back and forth and
slipping around, | can’t keep track of anything, anymore!

SHELL:
Why would you want to?

ASTER:
It's been going on; they used to just keep it behind the scenes, is all.

KAT:
But it was never like this! In all the years we’ve been fighting the good fight, it
was never...

Short pause.

SHELL:
Fuck my cholesterol. Hand me that cheese, will you?
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ASTER:
I'll have to remember what it’s called.

As they start to sample, we hear a small sound from the entryway. We’re not sure what
it is. It’s not an alarm. But it’s not expected. After a moment, Aster continues eating.

It's very good cheese.

SHELL:
Did you hear that?

ASTER:
Hmmm?

KAT:
Yeah...

We hear the sound again.

SHELL:
Was that... an animal?

KAT:
Well, there are plenty of coyotes around, but—

SHELL:
(interrupting) Did that sound like a coyote?

KAT:
No.

Again, the sound. More cheese is consumed.

And it’s not a racoon. They’d be more... chittery. Or growly.
The sound.

That almost sounds like—

ASTER:
(interrupting) Dorothy.

It's Dorothy.

SHELL:
You brought your cat?
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ASTER:
Of course | brought my cat.

SHELL:
You know I'm allergic to cats.

ASTER:
You’re not the one who invited me here.

SHELL:
But you knew I'd be here. (to Kat) I'm assuming.

KAT:
Yes.

ASTER:
(to Shell) I in no way want to make your life more difficult. Especially today. But
it's not like | had a choice.

SHELL:
You absolutely had a choice. And you chose to bring your cat into what should
be a place of refuge, knowing full well I'm deathly allergic!

KAT:
Shell: You know this is a cat house. | have always had cats.

SHELL:
In the past few years? Didn’t they all die?

KAT:
Yes, they did.

SHELL:
So what the fuck, Aster?

ASTER:
I’'m sorry but it’s part of the plan! Go-bag and valuables, right?

SHELL:
But—! Of course I'm glad you're here, today, but you were not even under a
“‘warning.” While | fully support any pro-active go-bag measures—

ASTER:
(interrupting) If you haven’t noticed, things are changing very quickly. Now we’re
all under a... what did they call it?
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KAT:
Notice. Whatever that means.
ASTER:
Precisely. So | wasn'’t about to leave her at home and I'm sorry | didn’t mention
her earlier.
SHELL:
Are you? Sorry? Or did you intentionally disguise Dorothy as a bag of groceries?
ASTER:
You're accusing me of, what: sneaking in stealth valuables?
SHELL:
Because you were not at the “valuables” stage!
ASTER:
You get to tell me that?
KAT:
Hey! As far as I'm concerned, valuables are part of the go-bag.
ASTER:
| concur!
SHELL:
The go-bag is documents. Devices. Medicines. Credit Cards. Cash.
KAT:
Those aren’t valuable?
ASTER:
What are you upset about: That | brought Dorothy, or that | brought her
preemptively? If I'd gotten an evacuation order, would we even be having this
conversation?
SHELL:
No! You'd absolutely be allowed to bring her if—
ASTER:
(interrupting) If we lived in a wildly uncertain world where anything could happen
because we're under the threat of unstable madmen?
KAT:

I'll say it again: We cannot count on 3-2-1.
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ASTER:
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There is no order. Not anymore. Not for a long time. So | brought my fucking cat,

all right?

SHELL:
Yeah. Well. You could have said something earlier.

ASTER:

| could have. | meant to. I'm blaming the margaritas.

Have some more cheese.

SHELL:
I’'m being a jerk, | know.

ASTER:
It's especially good with the pears.

After a moment, Shell tries this.

KAT:
Shell.

SHELL:
Mmmmm?

KAT:
If you’re deathly allergic to Dorothy...

SHELL:
| am!

KAT:
Shouldn’t you be dead, by now?

SHELL:
By all rights, yes. For so many reasons.

If Shell coughs or sneezes it’s for the first time; she helps herself to more cheese.

ASTER:
All right. Shall | put Dorothy in another room?

SHELL:

Would you? Please? But could you not use the last room?
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KAT:
My office?

SHELL:
If I have to crash, I'll use that. And | don’t want to wake up dead.

ASTER:
| understand.

SHELL:
There’s still a bed in there?

KAT:
An old futon, yeah.

SHELL:
Perfect.

ASTER:
(to Kat) So is your room all right? I'd rather not disturb Robin.

KAT:
That’s fine.

ASTER:
Dorothy and | are both eternally grateful for the sanctuary.

She moves to her bags and retrieves a cat carrier. Which was probably in a grocery
bag. She disappears down the hall.

SHELL:

(re the cheese) Have you tried this? | can'’t tell if it's cow, sheep or goat.
KAT:

Why do the two of you always get so territorial?
SHELL:

What?
KAT:

It's always like you're doing the, | don’t know, Queen Bee thing.
SHELL:

That is ridiculous.
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KAT:
Whatever you say.
SHELL:
And Aster’s the one who insists upon the royal treatment.
KAT:
Whatever you—
SHELL:
(interrupting) Don’t do that!
KAT:
Well, it is my house! My hive!
SHELL:
You're right!
KAT:
| know!
SHELL:
About it being your house. | don’t know about that bee hive shit. Insect hierarchy.
You've been talking too much to your daughter.
KAT:
Or she’s been talking to me.
SHELL:
Whatever you say.
KAT:
| do know a thing or two about natural order!
SHELL:
(re the cheese) And this is goat. Definitely goat.
Short pause.
KAT:
Did you know, on the list of the 100 most invasive species on the planet, the
number one mammal is the goat?
SHELL:

| didn’t even know there was list. But go goats.
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KAT:
It's not a prize, you realize.

SHELL:
Yeah, | was—

KAT:
(interrupting) Put ‘em where they don’t belong and hungry goat can fuck up
ecosystems beyond repair.

SHELL:
Not just a hillside lawnmower anymore?

KAT:
| mean, of course they can be useful—

SHELL:
(interrupting, holding up the cheese) Case in point?

KAT:
But it’s all about balance. You “fix” one problem, you create another. The third
nastiest mammal invader? Should make you happy: Felis Catus.

SHELL:
Felix the Cat?

KAT:
The domestic cat. Started out as cozy companions and rat catchers, turned into
little marauding slaughterhouses.

SHELL:
Lovely creatures.

KAT:
But the ones responsible would be the creatures who infroduced them to
unnatural habitats!

SHELL:
Let me guess...

KAT:
Us, of course! The most successful invader in biological history.

SHELL:
We are an invasive species?
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KAT:
My opinion. For what it's worth. Can't just leave things alone. Always having to
do something.

We hear the alarm sound again, coming from Shell’s device. Kat moves to find hers.
Okay, what now?

SHELL:
It's a— Looks like some sort of confirmation.

KAT:
Of?

SHELL:
That I'm still in Zone 2. You?

KAT:
(re her device) Nothing.

SHELL:
(re her device) Hah. How considerate. They’re wanting to make sure | know what
‘Ready” means.

KAT:
Obviously they don’t know who they’re pinging!

SHELL:
Obviously!

She stops the sound on her device and listens for other alarms. Nothing.

KAT:

(looking at her screen) The map seems the same, right?
SHELL:

So far. Good thing we got this all down during the fires!
KAT:

Jesus. Are we just going to get used to it?
SHELL:

You tell me, professor. Wasn't evolution your specialty?
KAT:

Hah. In epochs past...
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She gets up to pour herself another drink, winces a bit.

SHELL:
How’s your—?

KAT:
(interrupting) It's fine.

SHELL:
What does your doctor say?

KAT:
Not much. She died last year.

She lifts her glass.
Cheers!

SHELL:
Well, then! Salud!

They drink. Then,

Aster told me about Terri.

KAT:
Yeah.
SHELL:
Why didn’t you say anything?
KAT:
Like I’'m supposed to call every time another one of us kicks it? We’d never be off
the phone, sister.
SHELL:
I’'m sorry, though. | remember her.
KAT:
She was a pip.
SHELL:
“Our museum phase,” Aster reminded me.
KAT:

Ha ha. Terri was so on board with that!
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SHELL:
Like, Robin and Alondra’s art-appreciation sidekick.
KAT:
And she loved it! We were at the same school for years; she retired early. Then
last year her kids looked me up.
SHELL:
Yeah?
KAT:
They were going through her contacts. Old address books...
SHELL:
Very responsible!
KAT:
It was! I'm very glad | got to see her. Spend time with her.
SHELL:
Did she... Did she know you?
KAT:
| think so? Sometimes? She knew | was someone... important. | think.
SHELL:
That must’ve been kind of a gift.
KAT:
It was. And being with her... | probably spent too much time there, at the end, but
her family didn’t seem to mind.
SHELL:
It was probably good for them! Probably helpful.
KAT:
| don’t know. | thought they were very generous, actually.
But you know what struck me? At the end? And this isn’t something that should
have, you know, surprised me, or anything. | was a biologist, for Christ’s sake. |
know how bodies work. Or don’t work. Stop working...
SHELL:

Got it.
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KAT:
Still. | was with her. On and off. I'd come to terms with the fact that her mind’s
fading away, sometimes in fits and starts, and other times it seemed almost...
graceful. Only then | realize—am reminded of—something else: When the mind
goes, it's not like it stays in some precious little box inside the skull, retreating
into itself, all protected or something.

No. When the mind goes, it’s like a part of it is pissed off, or maybe disoriented?
Lost. Sending “help” messages out to the body but to the wrong parts, parts that
don’t understand it. Then forgetting to send messages at all. Saying “fuck you”
when the body asks what it's supposed to do. “Don’t you make demands on me!
Leave me alone! I'm trying to slip away with some dignity!”

So then the body becomes just as lost, just as angry: “What the fuck am |
supposed to do, now? You never told me I'd be on my own! You should’ve given
me some kind of warning! Now I'm just— Fuck you, too! Just watch: organs,
limbs, fluids, everything going to hell in a different direction, and it’s all your fault!”
Like a lizard’s tale when you cut it off, flopping all over the place for no reason.

| mean, that’s an entirely different thing and there is a reason.
That's a very bad analogy.

SHELL:
Yeah. You suck at this. You should never become a teacher.

KAT:
Noted.

We hear a howl coming from outside, off the deck.

SHELL:
Now that’s a coyote, right?

KAT:
That is definitely a coyote.

SHELL:
It's still light out!

KAT:
Doesn’t matter to coyotes. These days, they trot right up to the door 24/7. Ring
the bell when they’re ready for lunch.

SHELL:
Huh. Maybe Dorothy will answer it.
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KAT:

Leave that cat alone. You are a bad person.
SHELL:

Or just an invasive species, taking over your office?
KAT:

Now that you mention it...

Let’s go out on the deck. It's almost sunset.
SHELL:

As long as you protect me from nature.
KAT:

What else am | here for?

They make their way out. Maybe there’s an indication of a sliding glass door of some
sort.

SHELL:
Remind me: The house was your dad’s?

KAT:
My grandfather’s. And before that, his mother’s family. My great, grandmother.
An old one-room hunting cabin. When nothing else was around here. My
grandfather added a bedroom, fixed it up for weekends and then we built on over
the years. It's evolved. There are neighbors now, but...

SHELL:
It's so quiet. It still feels very... away.

KAT:
It does.

Out on the deck, Shell’s device makes a different sound. So does Kat’s. They both read
a message. A message that hits them in an unexpected place. They are silent. They
look at one another. Perhaps we hear the coyote again. An extended wail. Kat and Shell
turn back to their devices.

SHELL:
What an asshole.

KAT:
Jesus. Poor baby, | didn't— Did you know Alondra was—?
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SHELL:
(interrupting) Yeah! | mean no! The last time | visited, nothing seemed—
KAT:
(interrupting) Right. And then with everything—
SHELL:
(interrupting) | was going to— | told her husband to reach out if anything
changed. He could’'ve—!
ASTER:

(interrupting) Did you all get this message?
Aster has joined them.

KAT: SHELL:
Yeah. Uh huh.

SHELL:
Unfuckingbelieveable.

ASTER:
Shell. No matter who it is, it's always hard to—

SHELL:
(interrupting) No. | meant, his text: “Alondra is gone. It happened late last night.
The care team said it was peaceful!”

ASTER:
You have a problem with peaceful?

SHELL:
You don'’t get it. That means she was alone! That fucker chose to let her die
alone!

ASTER:
It could have been something sudden. He might not have—

SHELL:
(interrupting) Did you read the whole thing? They called him, he went over there,
then got tired of waiting and took off, tucked himself into bed.

ASTER:
Where does he—"?
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SHELL:
(interrupting) Read it!

KAT:
(opening her arms) Come here.

SHELL:
No. | just— You know what? | can believe it. Alondra died alone because her
selfish goddamned husband wanted to keep her all to himself.

ASTER:
You don’t—

SHELL:
(interrupting) | absolutely do! Read his fucking message! “Late last night?” She
died last night and how many hours does he wait to tell us?

KAT:
Okay, honey.

SHELL:
He didn’t reach out because he was jealous of us! That she had us. We would
not have even let her go into “skilled nursing!” Good lord, where did they come
up with that fairy tale name.

ASTER:
It wasn’t our decision to make.

SHELL:
If it had been? She'd still be alive, today!

ASTER:
You can’t—

SHELL:
(interrupting) Yes! | can! What is with you, Aster? Alondra had MS. Lots of people
have MS and live happy, productive lives. For years! But those people aren’t
married to dismissive, controlling assholes who turn up the notch and timeframe
on what any disease is capable of.

KAT:

Shell.
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SHELL:
You went over to the house, right? The past year? She still had this incredible,
bright light and he couldn’t stand it. He criticized her, blamed her, picked on her
for nothing. She was glad to get out of there!

KAT:
We were there, Shell. We were all there.

ASTER:
Wait. Does Robin know?

KAT:
Robin! Shit. She left her phone on the table.

She goes inside after it.

ASTER:
(re her device) Is she on the thread? | can't tell.

SHELL:
She is.

KAT:
(from inside) She had it on silent. How’re we going to tell her? She adored
Alondra!

SHELL:
We all did!

Kat rejoins them with Robin’s phone.

KAT:
But Robin! No way she can handle this, especially today!
ASTER:
(re Robin’s phone) Maybe she has the right idea, “silent.” We should do the
same.
KAT:
Would the alerts still get through?
ASTER:

You mean like last week. We all got evacuation notices?
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SHELL:
Hah. Then a minute later, “Whoops! Sorry! You're all good except...” Wherever it
was
KAT:
Some lake I'd never heard of. North of here.
ASTER:
I’m not sure that was even real.
KAT:
The lake?
ASTER:
The alert. | think they just like to keep us discombobulated. “Don’t get too
comfortable!”
SHELL:
| left my glass. Going back in. Anyone need anything?
KAT: ASTER:

I’'m good. No, thanks.

Shell goes back inside. She turns on some music, probably 70s rock or R&B. If she
were a different sort of person she might dance. It'd be an angry and sad dance.
Instead, she refills her glass. Wanders around the room, picking up objects.

ASTER:
So.

KAT:
So.

They take in Shell’s choice of tunes.
Are you two okay?

ASTER:
Fine. Shell just gets...

KAT:
Oh, | know! She’s always... staking her claim! You’d think she was still selling
real estate!

They take in the view; the light is starting to change.
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ASTER:
This is nice, out here.
KAT:
It is. Could get a little chilly tonight. But the skies are clear. Should be able to see
the stars.
ASTER:
Tell me more about your daughter and the dodo bird.
KAT:
Ha ha. | don'’t really know what to say. I’'m very proud of her, of course!
ASTER:
As you should be! But you're not all in on “de-extinction?”
KAT:
I’'m... all in on supporting my daughter! | mean, she was into evolutionary biology
from the start.
ASTER:
Thanks to her mom.
KAT:
Maybe. Partly. In the beginning, anyway...
ASTER:
“In the beginning...”
KAT:
Right. You know Darwin wrote the bible in our house.
ASTER:
| do know.
KAT:
But the ancient DNA stuff, that’s all her. Pretty incredible. As a research tool.
Because lord knows we need all the research we can get, right now!
ASTER:
Specifically for...
KAT:

Are you really asking me?
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ASTER:
| am! | want the scientific slant.

KAT:
Okay! Since the dawn of time—

ASTER:
(interrupting) As we know it.

KAT:
As we know it. All species have been evolving, adapting. Becoming extinct.
Through events like the ice age or a giant comet, or because of natural
predators, changing habitats.

ASTER:
Natural selection.

KAT:
Cycles. A natural ebb and flow, life and death.

ASTER:
And rebirth.

KAT:
You hang onto that, sister. So. We've got that. Plants transforming with different
insect populations and birds spreading seeds to new environments, countless
incremental changes over the eons, yada yada yada.
Only then there’s us—humans—who have to get our hands all over everything.
Plopping down plants and animals wherever and however, bulldozing over land
and chopping up wilderness into little chunks so it’s all escalated and ebb and
flow, not so much.

ASTER:
Right.

KAT:
| know you know all of this. But the scale is staggering, overwhelming.

ASTER:
Scale of...

KAT:

Loss of life, loss of biodiversity! The more diverse our ecosystems are, the more
equipped they are to withstand things like climate change. The sheer variety of
life forms can help save us!
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ASTER:
From ourselves.

KAT:
Exactly! The rate we’re going, we could lose more than half of all life on the
planet!

ASTER:
Back to Susan.

KAT:
Right. So there are species that have been successfully re-introduced. California
condors: no longer endangered.

ASTER:
But “de-extinction.” That’s one step further?

KAT:
A lotta steps. And | kinda hate that she’s messing around with all of these hi-tech
billionaires, you know? Boys and their toys...

ASTER:
Playing god?

KAT:
Your words, not mine. What they’re doing is extracting ancient DNA, using it to
modify a species that’s still living; creating an enhanced version. Like the not-
quite-dire wolves?

ASTER:
So it’s not exactly cloning...

KAT:
More like engineered evolution? The way Susan puts it, “We have the problem,
we have the technology, we can't just do nothing.”

ASTER:
Makes sense!

KAT:

| mean, | respect her. | understand her need to take action, using the “tools at
hand.” But historically, our efforts to “fix things” have created more problems than
they’ve solved. Or that’s the way | see it. By nature, I'm not a “fix it” person.
Susan is. My mother was, even if she failed miserably.
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ASTER:
But what if Susan wasn'’t there? What if the boys didn’t have her?!

KAT:
What do you mean?

ASTER:
So we go extinct, and they engineer some version of us that’s... incapable of
contradicting them?!

KAT:
Oh! A bunch of old ladies who only cook, clean and do laundry?

ASTER:
For my money, she is just where she should be! Doing everything she can!

KAT:
Sure sure, but—!

ASTER:
Kat! Over the years you have collected us, brought us together and I've always
thought of “us” as a sort of safety net. But right now, every aspect of our lives is
being threatened. From all directions, everywhere we turn! | am one heartbeat
from furious all the time and at the same time I’'m scared shitless and | want to
believe even some small part of it is fixable!

Robin’s phone in Kat’s hand makes a very loud sound. They both jump. Aster holds her
chest.

ASTER:
Good Lord! KAT:
You okay?

ASTER:
Yeah. (re the phone) That’s Robin’s?

The music from inside the house has stopped; the sun has moved lower in the sky.

KAT:
| turned the ringer on. Did you get anything?

ASTER:
(re her device) | don’t think so.

KAT:
(re her own device) | didn’t. And Robin’s phone looks like it's dying.
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Shell joins them from inside the house carrying her go-bag and a framed piece of art.

SHELL:
| think the power went off.

KAT:
What?

SHELL:
The stereo cut out, then—

KAT:
(interrupting) It's old; it does that. Did you try the lights?

She heads inside as Shell sets down the artwork.

SHELL:
Of course | did! (after Kat) They said there may be rolling blackouts!

ASTER:
Who said?

SHELL:
It was in the last alert.

ASTER:
It was?

SHELL:
Yes! Read it.

As Aster consults her device, we start to hear helicopters overhead.
(looking up) And what'’s that all about?

ASTER:
You weren’t informed?

SHELL:
About... police helicopters?

ASTER:
You just seem very in the know today!

SHELL:
Because | read my messages!
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Still with Robin’s phone, Kat comes back outside.

KAT:
Yeah. It's out.

SHELL:
(re the helicopters) Aster thinks we’re under surveillance, now.

ASTER:
| didn’t say that.

KAT:
Might not all be police. Could be a news station? (looking off the deck) | wonder
how far the outage is.

SHELL:
(re her device) At least we still have cell service.

ASTER:
For now.

KAT:
(re Shell’s device) Anything about the power, Shell?

SHELL:
Nothing. This is just like it was in the fires. It went out in some areas and not
others. No sense to it.

KAT:
Even that was not like this.

SHELL:
Did you guys get the text from Maria, earlier?

The helicopters get closer; the sounds grow louder and the women raise their voices.

ASTER:

Maria? (re her device) | don't...
KAT:

Oh! Robin did. (fo Aster, re Robin’s phone) That was that last message.
SHELL:

Apparently Liz had a stroke.
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ASTER:
Liz?

SHELL:
Robin’s friend Maria’s—

ASTER:
(interrupting) | know. Is she...?

SHELL:
Yep. Sudden and fatal. Maria found her.

KAT:
Well, she was...

They look up at the helicopters.

How old?
SHELL:
97.
KAT:
97!
SHELL:
Maybe | should put “sudden stroke” on my list.
KAT:
Better make sure it’s fatal.
SHELL:
I'll work on that.
KAT:
Lemme find some candles while it’s still light.
ASTER:

I'll come with you.

They turn to leave and the helicopters move away. Shell picks up the artwork.

KAT:
What's that?
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SHELL:
| don’t know. It was in Robin’s massive pile of valuables. There’s something
about it that—

KAT:
(interrupting) Why were you rummaging through her—?
SHELL:
(interrupting) | was not “rummaging!” This was right there staring me in the face!
It must’ve fallen out of a bag or something.
ASTER:
It did. | noticed it before.
SHELL:
Why, thank you, Aster!
KAT:
Whatever you say.
ASTER:
It's a Miro.
SHELL:
What's a Miro?
ASTER:
The print. Joan Miré. Spanish modern artist.
KAT:
(to Shell) You missed that museum day?
SHELL:
Apparently. No. Wait. Right! | thought it looked— Alondra and Robin were going
on and on about recurring symbols and “motifs” and | had no idea what they were
talking about. Do you think it’s real?
KAT:
Real?
SHELL:
| mean, like art real. Worth a lot, real.
KAT:

Why do you need to—?
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ASTER:
(interrupting, to Shell) You could ask Robin.

It’s dim inside the house, but we can see Robin coming into the room, her pillow under
one arm. Shell moves the artwork out of view.

KAT:
(loudly, to Robin) Hey, honey! The power’s out! We were just about to come in
and collect candles.

ROBIN:
(from inside) Has anyone seen my phone?

KAT:
Yes! I've got it! (to Shell and Aster, out of Robin’s earshot) Does anyone have
one of those portable charger thingies?

SHELL:
| brought one.

Robin joins them.

ROBIN:
Sorry if it was bothering you. | meant to put it on silent; the battery was low.

KAT:
Yeah. No. I...

ROBIN:
Any updates?

SHELL:
The alerts. No. Last | looked your house was still there.

ROBIN:
Thanks.

KAT:
Here’s your phone; it's almost dead, but—

SHELL:
(interrupting) But you did get a message. A couple of them, actually.

KAT:
Oh!
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She pulls back the phone.

ROBIN:
What? What’s going on?

ASTER:
Give her the phone, Kat.

After a moment, Kat does. Robin looks at them, then sets down her pillow and starts
scrolling through messages.

ROBIN:
Ohhhhhh. Liz died. (to Shell) You got this?

SHELL:
Uh huh.

ROBIN:
She was 97.

The women watch Robin as she continues to check her phone. She begins to read a
message. We can tell which one. She looks at the women around her. Then at the
message again. After a moment,

Well. That'll teach me to take a nap, huh?

KAT:
Honey, are you okay?

ROBIN:
Two down in, what: 20 minutes?

SHELL:
Alondra was actually sometime last night.

KAT:
Shell! She doesn’t need to—

ASTER:
(interrupting) I'm so sorry, Robin.

KAT:
Let’s sit. (fo Robin) Do you want to sit?

SHELL:
Where?
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KAT:
What?

SHELL:
Where are we going to sit? There are no chairs out here!

KAT:
Oh. | put ‘em away because of the winds, last month. They’re around the corner.

SHELL.:
(pointing) That corner?

KAT:
I'll show you.

SHELL:
There’s only one corner; you think | can’t find it?

KAT:
| try not to assume.

Shell and Kat move off. The sun is setting and we start to hear a siren in the distance,
maybe coyotes join in.

ASTER:
(after them) The candles are inside, Kat?
KAT:
(offstage) Yes! Oh! And | also have a ton of those cute little votive deals with
batteries, thanks to Robin!
ROBIN:
What?
KAT:
(offstage) That fancy music salon do you had up here a few years back? You
brought all of those little candles and set them around the house?
ASTER:
(to Robin) That was a beautiful evening. Right before Alondra got sick, wasn't it?
ROBIN:

l... yes.

Shell and Kat return carrying foldable outdoor chairs; the siren grows closer.
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SHELL:
Okay. (to Kat) Did | see a table back there?

KAT:
A couple of little ones.

Aster helps her with the chairs.
Thanks. | can—

SHELL:
(interrupting) No, I've got it. You stay put.

She sets down chairs and moves off again.

KAT:
(to Shell) Grab the cushions, too!

SHELL:
(offstage) Aye aye, captain.

ASTER:
(to Robin) Let’s do this, yes?

Aster unfolds chairs, maybe Robin holds onto one; Kat might sit. The siren fades away.

ROBIN:
| dreamt of her last night.

KAT:
Huh?

ASTER:
Alondra?

KAT:
Awww, sweetie, did you really?

ROBIN:
It was very vivid. Very real. My dreams aren’t usually like that. | was driving, and
she was in the car with me. In the dream. And when | was running around today,
grabbing stuff, | kept coming across things: “Alondra gave me that.” “We got this
together.” Mostly dumb stuff. | put it all in a bag.

KAT:

And brought it with you? You have it here?
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ROBIN:
| do.

KAT:
| love that! You couldn’t have planned that.

ASTER:
But now you know the reason.

Shell comes back with a large, teetering stack of cushions and small folding tables.

SHELL:
Where should I...?

ASTER:
Shell!
KAT:
ROBIN: What are you—?
Watch out!

SHELL:
(interrupting) You wanted cushions? | got cushions!

The women come to the rescue before the pile topples. They might allow themselves to
laugh as they place cushions and set up the tables.

ROBIN:
You want to know what she said to me, in the dream?

SHELL:
What dream?

ROBIN:
| had a dream last night; Alondra was in my car.

SHELL:
And?

ROBIN:
It just came to me: “Take them on their own terms,” she said.

KAT:
Huh! | wonder who she could have been talking about?!
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ROBIN:
And then at one point, we were out of the car and looking up at the night sky.
She smiled her very certain smile and said, “Soon, we’ll all be part of a new
constellation!”

KAT:
Ohhhhh...

SHELL:
That sounds like Alondra.

ASTER:
It does.

Perhaps the women look up but it’s too early for stars.

ROBIN:
Did anyone else think his message was funny?

KAT:
His... Oh. Alondra’s husband.

ASTER:
Funny?

SHELL:
He’s an asshole.

ROBIN:
| mean... Yes. He is. And funny like... weird. The words he used: “Alondra’s
gone.” Like he was afraid to say “dead.”

SHELL:
He probably was. Afraid we’d kick his ass.

ROBIN:
The way he said it, though. Maybe for him, she was. She is. Makes me feel sorry
for him.

SHELL:
Sorry for him?

ROBIN:
Because it doesn’t seem to me that a person could ever really be “gone?” You
know?
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ASTER:
| do know.

ROBIN:
Like, right now, it’s like she’s with us. | feel her! Her energy. Don’t you? Ack.
Sorry. Don’t answer me.

KAT:
Sweetie, you don’t need to—

ROBIN:
(interrupting) | suppose there are degrees of gone. A house. Things. But life?
Even if a species is extinct, there must still be something beyond just artifacts.
Not even DNA; some kind of intangible proof. Of a life lived, right?

KAT:
Maybe!

ROBIN:
And maybe it never hit me before that I'm an orphan, because | feel like my
parents are... not here, exactly. But still present, in a way? They’re always with
me.

ASTER:
That’s a beautiful way to think about it.

ROBIN:
Is it crazy that | talk to them all the time?

KAT:
Not at all.

SHELL:
| talk to my mom all the time.

ROBIN:
You do?

SHELL:
Oh, yeah. Too much, probably.

KAT:
Hah. Should we be worried?

SHELL:
Boundaries. Family. Not lying: It does get a little murky.



Women, Birds, Stars

ASTER:
Wait. What are you talking about?

SHELL:
What do you mean? It's complicated

ASTER:
What is?

SHELL:
You're telling me it’'s simple for you, the whole mother/daughter thing?

ASTER:
No. But when my mother died, | came to peace with it.

SHELL:
Good for you. My mother’s not dead.

Short pause.

ASTER:
What?

KAT:
Right...!

ROBIN:
Wait. You still have parents?

SHELL:
One.

ROBIN:
Really?

SHELL:
Yeah?

ROBIN:
Okay. That is weird!

SHELL:
Why it that weird?

ASTER:
Why didn’t | know that?
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KAT:
I'd actually forgotten that.
SHELL:
Sometimes I'd like to, as well.
ROBIN:
Do not say that! You still have your mother!
SHELL:
And | am reminded of this on a daily basis.
KAT:
She’s back East?
SHELL:
She is.
KAT:
And still hanging in there?
SHELL:
She is!
ASTER:
All right. | feel like there’s just been this huge shift.
SHELL:
Why?
ROBIN:
Weird, huh?
ASTER:
Very weird.
SHELL:
It's actually not. My grandmother was over 100 when she died!
ASTER:
Of...?
SHELL:

“Natural causes.” Not that I'm banking on that, though. Apparently my father’s
family all died young.



Women, Birds, Stars 62

The sunset casts golden hues on the newly furnished deck. Aster and Robin look at
Shell in a new light.

SHELL:
What: You're kicking me out because I'm not a member of the orphan club?
KAT:
Stop that.
ASTER:
(to Shell) You never talk about your mother!
SHELL:
You should be grateful!
ASTER:
| don’t even know how to respond to that.
KAT:
It's gonna get dark soon. Let’s find those candles. (to Robin) You okay?
ROBIN:
Yeah. Mind if | stay out here for a while?
KAT:

Of course. Enjoy the sunset. It's gonna be a pretty one!
Kat, Aster and Shell—with her go-bag—head inside the dimly lit house.

(from inside, pointing) Kitchen. Office.
We can make out the women moving in different directions at Kat’s instruction. Maybe
Robin takes a breath. And as she stares out at the developing sunset, we see a new
female form moving inside the house, then out onto the deck, scrutinizing everything
with a wary eye. After a moment, Robin notices her.

ROBIN:
Oh hey, Dorothy! | didn’t know Aster brought you along!

DOROTHY:
It wasn’t my idea, actually.

Robin doesn’t speak cat, but Dorothy is a pretty clear communicator.
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ROBIN:
You’d have rather stayed at home? Me, too. Not an option, however. Or | guess it
was? | mean, everything’s an option. But for some of us... Well. | know just how
you feel!

DOROTHY:
| don’t actually think our situations are that comparable.

ROBIN:
Awwwww, look at that face. What a sweetie!

She reaches out to Dorothy; Dorothy pulls away and looks to the audience.

DOROTHY:
Excuse me! A little too soon!

And with that Robin lets out a sudden, loud cry—as if she’s releasing everything she’s
held together on this particular day or maybe longer. Dorothy starts.

ROBIN:
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh! DOROTHY:
Yooooowwwwww!
ROBIN:

Ohhhhhhh, Sorry... What if... If | close my eyes for just a moment, do you think |
could make it all go away? Pretend it never happened? “It was just a dream!”

DOROTHY:
Why the hell not?

Having regained her composure, Dorothy begins to investigate the deck, perhaps
discovering traces of birds gone by.

ROBIN:
Cause I'll tell you something: | never, in a million years, imagined I'd live through
a day like today. Live through a time like right now, where you never know what
you’ll wake up to. I'd say it couldn’t get any worse but I'd be afraid that would be
like a... summoning spell, or something.

DOROTHY:
A “summoning spell?” Seriously?

ROBIN:
Oh, Dorothy! You are soooooo beautiful!

DOROTHY:
And you are very observant!
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Robin moves to a chair, sits with her pillow on her lap.

ROBIN:
(patting her lap) Wanna come here?

Dorothy looks to the audience again.

DOROTHY:
| take it back: Do | really look that easy?
ROBIN:
Wait a second, missy: Are you even supposed to be out here?
DOROTHY:
Please. There is no word in cat for “supposed to.”
ROBIN:
If your mom knows, | guess it’s safe. You’re not going to, like, jump off the deck,
are you?

Another look from Dorothy.

All right. | am going to shut my eyes for a bit. Promise me you won’t get eaten by
a hawk, or something?

DOROTHY:
| shall try my very best.

ROBIN:
You are so funny! So I'm just...

Robin shuts her eyes.

DOROTHY:
You go for it. I'll try not to harken my hungry hawk summoning spell!

Dorothy takes in Robin, then turns to the audience.

What can | say? She means well. They all do. Almost all. (pointing inside) They
they. Not...

She gives a vague gesture to include the audience and beyond.

| am fully aware of the fact that some of you—many of you—do not even like
cats! Or are “allergic.” Uh huh.
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DOROTHY (cont’d):
Those of us of the feline persuasion take that very personally, you realize. You
wouldn’t believe some of the reactions I've had to put up with. Entirely out of
proportion, in any given context. | mean, in life, you get used to things. You deal
with it; that’s how the world works.

And | would hope we’ve all learned a thing or two about co-existing, over time.
Even us “invasive species.”

Yeah. | caught that earlier. I'm a very good listener.
Dorothy continues to investigate her surroundings.

But really: Who's to say who “belongs,” where? Especially if we don’t have any
choice about it? We are who we are and then we find ourselves somewhere new,
we do what we gotta do! Or we try to.

She catches a scent in the air.

Hmmm. Now that’s a different scent. A few creatures I've not met, | daresay.
Makes me think of a friend of mine. You've probably heard of him. Died a few
years back. He would’ve loved it up here.

Yes, indeed. His was a real loss. And not just to me, although we had a very
special bond. After a few late-night backyard... rendezvous. | was very young at
the time, but | didn’t broadcast it, or anything. Even with the spotlight on him so
much of the time, he did like his privacy! My friend. P-22.

This has not elicited the response she expected.

No. Please! It has not been that long! P-227 You people! The mountain lion who
put Griffith Park on the Movie Star Map? Moved in and basically owned it for like
10 years? And that’s after somehow crossing two—yes, two—10-lane
Freeways—the 101 and the 405—all the way from the Santa Monica Mountains
to claim his territory!

Are you with me? | mean, when | was growing up, Los Angeles was all over him!
A National Geographic centerfold, the Hollywood sign in the background? Fan
clubs. Merch. His own museum exhibit. He really did live the life of a celebrity.
Everyone thought he loved it. Until he didn’t.

Right. His was not the good kind of Hollywood ending.
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DOROTHY (cont’d):
Ultimately, they found him behind someone’s house after he’d been hit by a car.
Had to “put him down,” as they say. We’d lost touch, but word was that even
before the accident his fortunes had changed. He’d lost a ton of weight, had
taken to wandering around on the streets and snacking on chihuahuas, which
was not at all his usual m.o. Broke my heart, to tell you the truth.

Not that I'm especially fond of chihuahuas, but it turned out that nearly every
organ in his body was diseased; he had some nasty parasitic infection that'd
clearly done a job on his brain. The way they framed it, he’d gone from “happy
bachelor” to homeless lunatic. Like he’d brought it on himself. Do you know how
hard that is to watch?

And while we’re at it, let’s talk about the whole “bachelor” of this, shall we? You
want to know why such a good looking, bad boy was single in the first place?
Because there were no lady mountain lions in his brave new world! No
“appropriate” matches! It was only him, just him. All alone in a relatively tiny
patch of park where he was trapped by more freeways and civilization. A
“‘wilderness” he’d made a—literal—giant leap to land in. And | can guarantee you
that this bold move that was not motivated by the promise of his own TikTok
channel!

Here’s the truth: he was only here because he did not have a choice. Because
his “natural habitat” was also cut-off and isolated. Which meant that the
dwindling, inbred population there was not so conducive to finding a mate, either.
He told me his dad drove him out; didn’t want the competition. But realistically,
they’ll all be extinct in another 50 years. So big whoop, huh?

He did have a nice send-off, though. Buried somewhere in the mountains, with a
Native blessing. Someone wrote a lovely piece of music for him, performed at the
Hollywood Bowl.
And because of him, | heard they’ve now got this... they call it a wildlife crossing.
Like a big bridge over the freeway—the 101 way out in the West Valley. Or an
overpass, | guess, connecting the two sides except with dirt and plants and rocks
so it looks... wild? So that it's conducive to crossing? Future mingling, as it were.
Too late for P-22, but...
Everything counts, right? | mean, this...

She indicates everything around us in the biggest possible sense.
This is all we've got. Where else are we going to go?

Anyway. | just thought you should know the full story.
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Dorothy looks up. Maybe we hear wings fluttering for a brief moment. Dorothy tracks
something only she can see, until she hears something else coming from inside the
dark house. She disappears. We then see a light moving inside, and the women come
out onto the deck: Shell using her device as a flashlight, with her go-bag and a box of
odd candles, and Aster and Kat lugging various bags, some recognizable as Robin’s.
They set down their loads. The colors in the sky deepen.

KAT:
Oh, look at the sunset! Beautiful!

ASTER:
It really is!

SHELL:
| can’t believe you don’t have a functional flashlight, Kat!

KAT:
Shhhh! Robin’s asleep!

ROBIN:
I’'m not. I'm just resting my eyes.

KAT:
Yeah?

The women start to place candles around the deck, lighting them as they go.

ROBIN:
Enjoying the quiet.

SHELL:
Not missing the helicopters?

ASTER:
(re the sunset) Look, Robin! The sunset!

ROBIN:
Oh! Beautiful!

KAT:
(looking off the deck) Seems like the power’s out all over.

SHELL:
(looking at her device) And still, nothing about it.
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ROBIN:
(re the sunset) But that. Almost makes you forget.
ASTER:
Not quite.
SHELL:
(re her device) Wait! Here it is: They say the power’s out all over! How helpful!
ROBIN:
(finally noticing her bags) Oh, my goodness. My bags. You didn’t need to—
ASTER:
(interrupting) Of course not, we wanted to.
ROBIN:
But really, I'm not even sure what's—
ASTER:
(interrupting) A few Alondra valuables, you said?
ROBIN:
| don’t know how “valuable”; | feel kind of silly about that.
KAT:
Don’t! It was my idea.
ASTER:

| actually brought some things that were Rose’s, or that—
We hear a new sound coming from their devices. Except Robin’s.
What is it now?

KAT:
(re her device) This is something different, looks like.

ASTER:
(re her device) How can you tell?

ROBIN:
Ugh. My phone’s completely dead.

KAT:
Shell said she had one of those chargers. Shell?
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ROBIN:
Oh, I—

SHELL:
(interrupting, re her device) All right, ladies! Official announcement: They have
now declared five Zones.

ASTER:
Five?

ROBIN:
Where?

SHELL:
The map—it’s loading.

KAT:
(looking at her screen) Yeah, this is all new.

ASTER:
What are the five?

SHELL:
Now there’s “Stand-by” and “Caution.”

ASTER:
And those are before “Warning?”

SHELL:
Numerically, after.

ASTER:
What?

SHELL:
4 and 5.

ROBIN:
Can | see?

She moves to Aster and her device.

ASTER:
| don’t know. What is it we're seeing?

69
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KAT:
Shell! Can you please go get your—?

SHELL:
(interrupting) Charger. Yes.

She moves to her go-bag.

ROBIN:
|—!

KAT:
(interrupting, re her device) Okay! Got it. Five Zones. They added another color,
too.

ROBIN:
(to Aster) They did? Can you see my house?

ASTER:
What is everyone looking at? What color?

KAT:
Purple. | have no idea what that means, but your house seems good, Robin!

Robin moves to Kat’s device.

ROBIN:
Where?

SHELL:
(re her go-bag’s contents) Shit!

KAT:
(pointing on her screen) There.

ROBIN:
Thank you!

KAT:
And you’re good, Aster!

ASTER:
(re her screen) Where?! | don't see it!

Shell returns with a phone charger.
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SHELL:
My fucking charger isn’t charged!

ASTER:
(re her screen) | can'’t tell what anything is, anymore! Where am 1?

We start to hear helicopters, again. It’s getting darker; Robin moves to the stash of
small battery votives, starts turning them on.

SHELL:
(re helicopters) And here we go! The birds are back! The happy flock returns to
the wilds of suburbia!

KAT:
(to Aster) The app: They changed the navigation. Look at the top corner of the
screen; there’s a compass.

Shell moves to Robin with the charger.

SHELL:
I’'m so sorry, Robin. | just bought it; it was supposed to stay charged!

ASTER:
(to Kat) The right corner? That looks like a timer.

ROBIN:
(to Shell) It's okay.

ASTER:
(to Kat) Or a bomb.

KAT:
Yeah. Tap that.

SHELL:
(to Robin) But it won’t charge if it's not charged!

ASTER:
(re her screen) Okay! There we are! Yes! Robin, your house is still there.

KAT:
| already told her that.

ROBIN:
(to Aster) Thanks!
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Shell holds up her useless charger.

SHELL:

| don’t suppose anyone else thought to bring one of these? Aster?
ASTER:

| don’t even know what that is.
SHELL:

It's a—!
ASTER:

(interrupting) Ah! And there it is! My house. (to Kat) Right?
KAT:

Yep. But what in the hell is the purple about?
ASTER:

You're asking me?
Kat and Aster interrogate their devices.

ROBIN:
Shell. have a portable charger. A couple. And a power bank. In one of those
bags.

The helicopters grow louder and the women raise their voices.

SHELL:
You do?

ROBIN:
Uh huh. Alondra and | got them, a while ago. She was in a Girl Scout mood.

SHELL:
God dammit! Aloooondraaaa! This is not right. Alondra should be here with us
right now!

ROBIN:
She should; she is! Are you... Are you okay?

SHELL:
I’'m fine. (re her charger) | just can’t believe this piece of—! I'll grab yours.

ROBIN:
| can—
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SHELL:
(interrupting) No. I've got it!

She turns to the bags.
Do you have any idea which... Never mind.

Shell starts to search and Robin adds the small battery-operated votives to the candles
around the deck. Aster moves to Kat, lowering her voice but, yeah, still the helicopters.

ASTER:

(re her device) Kat. Did you see this?
KAT:

What?
ASTER:

Am | looking at this right?
KAT:

| don’t know, are you?
ASTER:

That’s what I'm— (holding out her device) Look!
KAT:

What!?
She begrudgingly looks at Aster’s screen.

ASTER:
Isn’t that...?

KAT:
Aster! | don’t know what you’re— Oh! Fuck.

She checks her own screen for validation.

ASTER:
That’s Shell’s house, isn'’t it?

KAT:
Or it was. According to the map.

ASTER:
Fuck.
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The deck is now illuminated with pinpoints of light. Shell is half buried, digging through
Robin’s bags.

KAT:
What's she doing?

Robin joins them.

ROBIN:
She’s— | brought chargers and a power bank. To charge phones.
KAT:
Good girl!
ROBIN:
It was actually—
ASTER:
(interrupting, to Kat) We need to tell her.
ROBIN:
Tell me, what?
KAT:
No. Shell. (fo Aster) We should, right? Before she...
ROBIN:
What?
ASTER:
Yes. (calling out) Shell!
SHELL:

Aha! Found them! Nice work, Alondral!
She triumphantly holds up various chargers.

KAT:
Alondra?

ASTER:
Shell!

SHELL:
Hang on, hang on! Also found a flashlight that’ll outlast any of us.
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ROBIN:
Oh! That was my divorce present. To myself.

SHELL:
Nice!

Shell puts the flashlight in lantern mode.
Where’s your phone?

ROBIN:
(handing it over) Here.

Shell who plugs it into a charger.

ASTER:
Shell!

SHELL:
What??!

The helicopters start to move away; Aster holds up her device in front of Shell.

ASTER:
Look.

KAT:
Your house, Shell. It's your house.

Still holding Robin’s charging phone, Shell looks at her own device.
On the map, it’s gone.

ROBIN:
Oh, no!

SHELL:
That’s not... No. That can’t be.

ROBIN:
It might not be?

ASTER:
Looks like it is.

75
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SHELL:

This is not— This is not what was supposed to happen. | mean, | was ready...
KAT:

We know, honey. You're—
SHELL:

(interrupting) But to be honest here’s what | was ready for: You, Robin. Even you,
Aster! | was absolutely ready for you to lose everything. Of course that sounds
terrible but | was 100% ready to make it all better. To be here for you. Because |
knew that none of you would be able to... Fuck!

She hands Robin her charging phone.

ROBIN:
Shell...

SHELL:
I’'m going to say this again: My neighbors are very well-connected people!
There’s no way my whole block is gone.

KAT:
Okay, but—

SHELL:
(interrupting) | am serious! This can’t be happening. This was not what | had
planned!

KAT:
Come here...

SHELL:
| don’t need a hug. | have to go.

ASTER:
| don’t think that’s wise, Shell.

SHELL:
You don’t? I'm sorry that | don’t have your divine wisdom right now, Aster. | am
just going to have to see this with my own eyes. My non-house. My no-mortgage,
free-and-clear home of 35 years which has apparently disappeared into thin air.

KAT:
You really think you should—?
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SHELL:
(interrupting) And you have gotten very “shouldy,” Kat! Despite all of your
semantic promises and “take them on their own terms,” | feel kinda judged! So
you all can stay cozied up bestie bestie here, not actually doing shit, while | go
out there see what’s happening in the real world. See what else is gone, thank
you very much! Where’s my—?

ROBIN:
(interrupting) Here.

She hands Shell her go-bag.

SHELL:
Thanks. I love you all but you— | can’t, anymore. This is it, for me. Goodbye.

And Shell is gone.

KAT:
Shell! Don’t—

We hear a door slam.
What does that mean: “This is it?”

ASTER:
She apparently has real-world shit to do.

KAT:
Is it safe out there?

ASTER:
Is it safe, anywhere?

ROBIN:
But do you blame her? For wanting to— | see my house on the map but there’s
part of me that needs to be there. To see it. Know that it's there. And if | thought
it was gone, | don’t know if | could really believe it, until...

KAT:
Why do you think she feels judged?

ROBIN:
The non-orphan thing.

KAT:
That wasn’t me!
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ASTER:
But it was definitely a thing.
KAT:
Well, it shouldn’t have been!
ROBIN:
You know what | think? | think Alondra was the first person Shell’s ever really...
lost!
KAT:
What?
ASTER:
No. Seriously?
ROBIN:
You two have known her longer than | have. But in the past 20-something years?
KAT:
Longer than that. You and | met when Susan was in High School. (including
Aster) You worked with both our kids.
ROBIN:
Right! And | was thinking, in all that time, Shell has always been sort of... one
step removed. | mean, from grief. Our parents. (fo Kat) Your husband. (fo Aster)
Now Rose. And Terri. Janice. Liz.
ASTER:
She was 97.
ROBIN:
And in a way, your son.
ASTER:
What?
ROBIN:
It's different but it’s still...
KAT:
My god. If that’s true... Poor Shell!
ROBIN:

| know!
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KAT:
She needs to be with us. We have to go get her.

ROBIN:
We do!

ASTER:
All right. Let’s go.

The three women turn to go back in the house, now completely darkened. We hear
what might be the fluttering of wings, again. The women stop before they get to the
entrance to the house. Or rather, where the entrance to the house was. The women
take in the absence.

ROBIN:
What just happened?

KAT:
| don't...

ROBIN:
Wow!

ASTER:
Your house. It's not there.

KAT:
| know, Aster. We're both looking at the same thing. Or not looking.

ROBIN:
It's like there’s...nothing there.

ASTER:
There is nothing there.

ROBIN:
How can that be?

KAT:
Ha ha. “How can that be?” I'm getting very tired of saying that.

ASTER:
| know.

KAT:
“Is this a dream? I'll just wake up and...”
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ROBIN:
That'’s just what | was saying!

KAT:
I’'m too old for this shit.

ASTER:
That's what | say, every day.

ROBIN:
Hang onto me.

KAT:
What?

ROBIN:
| need you to hold—

KAT:

(interrupting) Robin, I'm really not—

ROBIN:

(interrupting) Hold my hand! My hand. Hang onto my hand!

She extends it. Aster takes it and Robin tentatively takes a step into the house.

KAT:

Whoa, honey you don’t have to—

ROBIN:

(interrupting) I'm seeing if | can—

ASTER:

80

(interrupting) It's very dark in there, Robin. (to Kat) Doesn’t that seem darker than

it should be?

KAT:
You asking me, scientifically?

ASTER:
Maybe?

KAT:
Probably?

Kat takes Aster’s hand, forming links in a human chain but we can no longer see Robin.
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KAT:
(to Robin) Everything good in there?

ROBIN:
(from the darkness) So far! I'm moving very slowly...

And Aster starts to disappear into the darkness.

ASTER:
Robin! I'm not sure | approve of this plan, at any speed!

ROBIN:
(from the darkness) It's okay!

ASTER:
(to Kat) Can you grab a chair, or something?

KAT:
You wanna—"?

ASTER:
(interrupting) For an anchor! Or a—!

KAT:
(interrupting) Oh! Yeah!

She pulls Aster back a bit and grabs a chair before Aster is eased further into the
darkness.

ASTER:
Robin!

ROBIN:
(from the darkness) I'm just— Ahhhhhhh!

At Robin’s terrified cry, Kat and what’s left of Aster lurch forward, then after a brief
moment fall back onto the deck along with Robin who re-appears, wide-eyed. They stay
sitting in a heap for a good long time.

Yeah. There is no house there.

KAT:
What happened? | mean—
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ROBIN:
(interrupting) | just kept stepping—very slowly—and then... there was nothing. |
started to fall forward...

ASTER:
But we pulled you back.
ROBIN:
You did!
ASTER:
So what now?
KAT:
| have no idea. | know | said it before, but... No one could have planned for this!
ROBIN:
No!
KAT:
| mean, even if I'd had a go-bag—
ASTER:
(interrupting) You don’t have a go-bag?
KAT:
No. | don’t know. Maybe | do. Did at some point.
ASTER:
Kat, you need to—
KAT:
(interrupting) What good would it have done me? (pointing) 1t'd be in there!
| was going to die in that house. That was my only goal left in life.
ROBIN:
It was a beautiful house. And all of your lovely things?
KAT:
My things! A houseful of things. A lifetime of things. Pictures and dishes and
drawings and books and...You know what | might have put in my go-bag? Rocks.
And shells. And seedpods and driftwood and fossils. Bones...
ROBIN:

And skulls! | always loved that big bird skull you have.
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ASTER:
In a bird’s nest. Sitting in a bird’s nest.

KAT:
Hah. Susan put it in there when she was a kid.

ASTER:
Full circle.

They look back at the darkness where the house was, then
Onh!

ROBIN: KAT:
What? Yeah?

ASTER:
Dorothy! Dorothy was in there!

KAT:
Oh! Honey!

Aster starts to move toward the darkness.

ASTER:
| can’t believe |—

ROBIN:
(interrupting) Aster, no!

ASTER:
| have to—

ROBIN: KAT:
(interrupting) No. You don’'t— (interrupting) Aster, you can't—

ASTER:
(interrupting) But she’s—!

ROBIN:
(interrupting) Out here! Or she was!

Aster stops in her tracks.

ASTER:
What?
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ROBIN:
She came out here, earlier.
KAT:
Out on the deck?
ROBIN:
Yes! With me!
ASTER:
(calling out) Dorothy?! (to Robin) Was she really—?
ROBIN:
(interrupting) Right here! We had a nice little chat.
KAT:
You and Dorothy.
ROBIN:
She is so beautiful.
ASTER:
She is! But she is not an outdoor cat.
ROBIN:
I’'m sorry! | thought you knew she was—
ASTER:
(interrupting) Dorothy does not go outside! When she was a kitten, she was
almost eaten by a mountain lion in the backyard! (calling out) Dorothy?!
ROBIN:
I’'m sure she’ll be okay! She didn’t seem scared!
ASTER:

(calling out) Dorothy!
We hear a voice in the distance.

(SHELL:)
(offstage) Hey!

ASTER:
Dorothy!?
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(SHELL:)
(offstage) Do | sound like Dorothy?

KAT:
Shell?! Where are you?

ROBIN:
She’s over here!

Robin rushes to where the voice is coming from.

SHELL:
(offstage) By any chance, do you think you could...?

ROBIN:
Yes! I've got you!

Robin reaches down off the deck; Aster and Kat rush over to Robin and together, they
pull Shell onto the deck. It takes as long as it takes and might get completely ridiculous.
Shell could come from the audience or from offstage in any direction. In any case, she
is still clutching her go-bag.

SHELL:
Damn!
KAT:
Are you okay? We were going to go find you.
SHELL:
But you settled for Dorothy?
KAT:
No!
ROBIN:
Where did you—? Was the house still there? When you left?
SHELL:
My house? | didn’t get that far.
KAT:
| think she was talking about my house. It's somehow...
SHELL:

Gonel! | know!



Women, Birds, Stars

ROBIN:
How do you—?

SHELL:
(interrupting) | was headed out and | looked back, and...

ASTER:
Saw it disappear?

SHELL:
Something like that? It was very dark. (fo Kat) Your neighbors down the street
are still there, if that interests you.

KAT:
| might have anticipated that.

ASTER:
(to Shell) You didn’t see Dorothy, did you?

SHELL:
l... no.

ASTER:
(calling out, again) Dorothy!

ROBIN:
She was out here, earlier.

ASTER:
(calling out) Dorothy!

KAT:
Aster! She’ll come back if she can!

ASTER:
But can she? What is out there? Shell?

SHELL:
Hard to say; | didn’t even get to my car. The power’s out everywhere.

KAT:
That we know. (looking on her device) Did we ever find out why?

SHELL:
No, we did not! And we may never find out. They’ve taken it all it all down.
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ASTER:
Taken what down?

SHELL:
The whole app. Everything online. The maps. The resources. The updates.
There was a message about information being detrimental to public safety.

ROBIN:
(reading from her charging phone) “During these times of transition we are
making every effort to stem the tide of misinformation and thus have determined
to stop the flow.”

KAT:
What does that mean?!

ASTER:
They only want us to know what they want us to know!

KAT:
So we're just left here, floating on our ad hoc life raft?

SHELL:
Pretty much! Waiting for orders!

ASTER:
You think they’ll even bother with us?

KAT:
What?

ASTER:
Are we of any consequence to them? To anyone? I've been trying so hard to
hang onto my faith, my friends, my world. But | feel like I'm slipping away and |
can’t even hang onto my cat!

KAT:
Aster! You are a force. You are fully present!

ASTER:
You think so? Shell’s right. We've all been scrambling, running around in circles
but does anything we’ve done make any difference?! Does anyone we’ve
touched even...! Even...! Ahhhh!

Aster cries out as if in sudden pain and holds her chest again.
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KAT:
You okay?!

SHELL:
Is it your heart?!

ASTER:
l... In a way. | did something | shouldn’t have, earlier.

| texted my son. I’'m not supposed to but | thought he would have seen what was
going on out here, and... | wanted him to know | was all right. | told him that the
house was still there, and | was with you all.

ROBIN:
What did he say?

ASTER:
He didn’t answer.

SHELL:
Maybe he didn’t get the text.

ASTER:
He did.

SHELL:
Are you sure? You can tell by—

ASTER:
(interrupting) I'm sure.

KAT:
Oh, Aster...

ROBIN:
| am so sorry.

ASTER:
Tell me: Right now, how can any of us be fully present? How can we afford to
be? It's too damn painful.

KAT:
| say we can try to be. I'd like to think there’s still some use for our ancient DNA.

ROBIN:
You know what | think? | think everything will look different in the morning.
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KAT:
Yes! Let’'s hang onto that.

ASTER:
| suppose. What else is there?

KAT:
Oh! Ice cream!

ASTER:
Ice cream?

KAT:
| took it out of the freezer; didn’t want it to melt while the power was out.

She moves to the bags.
But did | grab spoons?

ROBIN:
| have spoons! An entire silver set. Don’t ask me...

Kat holds up containers of ice cream.

KAT:
Sorry, it's already a little soft.

SHELL:
Then we’d better eat fast.

Robin retrieves spoons from the bags.

ROBIN:
Anyone want blankets?

ASTER:
Yes! Thank you!

Robin grabs a couple, then finds the artwork we saw earlier.

ROBIN:
And this! | forgot I— | bought it with Alondra, years ago.

They all settle in with the ice cream, assessing the art.
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SHELL:
Is it real?

ROBIN:
Well, it’s signed. But Mir6 produced a lot of art so it wasn’t super expensive.
Alondra said it reminded her of us.

SHELL:
She did?

ROBIN:
Yes. It's called—

Shell may start to cry, or we see tears in her eyes.

Shell! Are you okay?

SHELL:
| don’t— It’s just... Alondra. Before Alondra, | don’t think I've ever—
KAT:
(interrupting) We know, Shell. We know.
SHELL:
This is...
KAT:

Impossible. It's impossible, and that’'s what it feels like every time. I'm so sorry.
Come here...
Shell allows herself to be held, even as she clutches her go-bag.

ROBIN:
You will find her again. I'm sure of that.

SHELL:
Ha ha, one way or another?

ASTER:
In my book, absolutely.

KAT:
And right now, you are just where you belong, sister.

Suddenly, Robin’s phone rings. It’s loud.
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ROBIN:
Oh, sorry! That’s loud, isn’tit! (picking it up, re the screen) | don’t know who...

(answering) Hello? Oh, Susan! (looking at Kat) Sure! She’s right...
(handing the phone to Kat) She said she’s been trying to get through.

KAT:
(into the phone) Hey, darling! How—

I’'m good!
Oh. Yes. The house is...
She looks back at where the house isn't, then
We're not actually in the house, we’re on the deck! Eating ice cream.

Well, the power’s still out, so we'll be able to see what we're dealing with in the
morning. You go to sleep now and stop worrying.

Yes. They're all—
Right. That is what | need.
Love you, too. And | will. Thank you!

She hangs up the phone and hands it back to Robin.

That was—
SHELL: ROBIN:
(interrupting) Right. Susan. ASTER:
We know.
KAT:
She sends her love.
ROBIN:

She’s amazing.
Shell holds up one of the ice cream containers.

SHELL:
Speaking of amazing, still got some pistachio.



Women, Birds, Stars

ASTER:
Hand it over.

We hear the sound of fluttering, now accompanied by the sound of a bird.

SHELL:
What was that? A bird?

ASTER:
Can you see anything, Kat?

KAT:
No. And that doesn’t sound like any bird | know.

ROBIN:
Maybe it's a dodo bird!

KAT:
Except dodo birds don't fly.

ASTER:
Maybe now they can. A new, enhanced species.

KAT:
Maybe! (to Robin, re her bags) | don’t suppose you’'ve got some night vision
goggles in those bags?

ROBIN:
Ha ha. Sorry, no. Shell?

Shell takes a new look at her go-bag.

SHELL:
You know what I've got in here? Absolutely nothing | need right now. Fuck it!

She throws her go-bag off the deck. Dorothy appears, following its trail.

ASTER:
Dorothy!

Aster throws her arms around Dorothy. Who looks to the audience.

ROBIN:
See, | told you! Heeeeey, you beauty, you!
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SHELL:
Keep her over there, please?

We hear the bird again. Maybe joined by another. The women look up.

ASTER:
Oh! And the stars!

ROBIN:
The stars!

SHELL:
“A new constellation?”

KAT:
Right!

SHELL:
(re her device) Looks like | lost service. Anyone still...?

They look at their devices.

KAT: ROBIN: ASTER:

Nope. Not me. No.

SHELL:
Not that it matters much.

ASTER:
We can pretend we're on silent.

The sound of birds.

SHELL:
So... What do we do, next?

KAT:
| don’t have any idea.

ASTER:
But for now, we’re here. Aren’'t we?

SHELL:
For now!
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ROBIN:
Yes!

KAT:
We are! We are here.

The women sit close to one another, rather like they’re on a boat heading into unknown
waters. With a final look to the audience, Dorothy joins them, leaning in front of them
like a figurehead. Or perhaps she stands behind them, steering them forward.

End of Play



