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CHARACTERS

KIT, woman, 30s-40s

VON, man, 30s-40s

HELEN, woman, 20s-30s

CARTER, man, 20s-30s

UGENE THE COMPUTER, played by live actor voiceover or avatar

WAYNE THE COCKROACH, standup comedian

COMPANY of uncertain quantum particles—survivors, ghosts, water, wind, insects, stardust
(may be doubled with rotating principles if necessary, and this may be preferable for
thematic reasons)

TIME
The near future.

NOTES

The COMPUTER can be played by a voiceover or avatar recording.

The use of the COMPANY throughout the script is suggested. As your staging requires, you are
encouraged to narrate stage direction passages with the Company, as they are the uncertain
uber-narrators of the play.



1. CARTER AT SEA - THIS WATER HAS NO MEMORY

The lights rise gently on the silhouette of CARTER, a solitude figure in moonlight, at the
helm of his small boat. The sound of rolling ocean waves against the side.

From across the PA we hear his watery whispering.
It is a craggy, dreamy voice, as if across space and time.

CARTER
The scientists say
that this water has no memory.

Because its memory cannot be duplicated
in double-blind experiments.

That it does not remember

the first ragged creatures

who struggled from the water’s edge
and crawled slowly and uncertainly
across gravelly wet sand

to find a new home

on the wide green grasses of the earth.

It does not remember

the great white shark that pursued the seal
the coral reef scorched by the rain

the cries of loved ones

howling out across the black pitch water
begging for the help

that would arrive

hours too late.

It has no memory

and cannot sing along

to that final song

played on the deck of the Titanic

only moments before she finally splintered
and cascaded under the waves.

Cleopatra’s beloved kingdom
is just so many cold, brown statues



resting mutely
in a deep, dark field of blue.

But me,
| remember.

| am the Great Rememberer.

| am of the water
and | am in the water

and |
remember
everything.

He slams the throttle on boat with a roar and tears off.

His engine sound is overtaken by a thunderous spaceship liftoff.

The audience explodes from below in the light of the ship’s engines as they launch into
space. CARTER fades out.

2. KIT - PLANET GOLDILOCKS - THIS PORRIDGE IS JUST RIGHT

We watch the Earth recede on the “navigation” screen.
We head out into space.
We travel quickly through space and time, far out into the universe.

We turn back around and see the small earth in the distance.
We observe her carefully.

The sound of a spaceship control room now all around us.
The hum of the universe.

Then we zoom back to earth to KIT, standing on her bed, surrounded by a sea of stars,
and accompanied by the buzz of an AM radio, tuning through static, searching,
searching, searching.

The AM radio cuts out abruptly with a pop.

KIT

Planet Goldilocks.

This porridge is too hot

and this porridge is too cold
for mankind to take hold.
But this planet



this little spark of reflected starlight
in the cold black night
is just right.

So say the scientists
and their computers.

| wish you,

this brave new race of humans

careening through the stars

venturing forth in your shiny new metal ship

THE PHOENIX

somewhere out there in the majestic galaxy sky tonight
four hundred and forty-eight noble beings

hand-picked by computer DNA algorithms

and full of a bright new hope

--for the first time in such a long time—

| wish you

a most beautiful and blessed new life

on a green, warm, and sunny new planet full of fresh air
where you might perhaps once again be able to

make a comforting bowl of porridge

and take a restful afternoon nap.

| wish for you
that there might be bright orange edible root
that looks and tastes just like carrots.

| wish for you

that there might be a small brown grain

that boils down to a warm and friendly mush
something like what we used to call rice.

| wish for you

that there might be a liquid,

a life-sustaining liquid

the one we call water

flowing abundant and free

running clean and pure and bright

from rolling hills, through rocky crevices, and down mountainside streams
to grow the carrots

to grow the rice

and make this heart-warming porridge.



A water that is suitable to drink

to bathe

to frolic around in naked

a decadent afternoon delight

dancing under a vibrant new sun

on a cherished new planet

where you have found a water that might
sustain the life

of a whole new race.

The sound of the spaceship control room rises.
KIT spins in the bed under the stars. The stars spin with her.
The lights slowly fade to black.

3. KIT AND VON - ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS

Lights rise on the interior living room of KIT and VON’s house.

These survivors have fallen back into their walled-in living room. A bathroom door on the
side of the upstage wall. All the windows and doors are boarded up, with heavy duct
tape and caulk covering the seams.

There are disordered piles of boxes, food and medical supplies, oxygen tanks, tools.
Small window pots with wilting, lifeless, half-alive looking lettuce and other leafy plants
sit on a rolling bed with wheels so that it can be moved around with the sunlight.

A queen-sized bed has been dragged in from the bedroom and set up in one corner of the
room.

The midday light filters in from a small, dirty skylight high overhead.
KIT sleeps soundly in the bed.
VON searches roughly through a clutter of boxes, banging around, very agitated.

VON
Mother-fucker!

KIT
(groans, half-asleep)
Uhhhh! Language!

KIT rolls over.
VON continues his frustrated search through the clutter.

VON
Kit?



Kit?
KHIHnn 2!

KIT
WHAT?!

VON
Would you please get up already?!

KIT
I am up.

VON

No, you’re not up.

You’'re lying in bed.

It’s afternoon

and you’re still lying in bed.

KIT
What does it even matter?
And how do you know it’s afternoon?

VON

The angle of the sun.

Same as when you asked me yesterday and the day before.
And because | need your help.

The same as when | asked you yesterday
and the day before—

| need your help,

| still need your help

I'll always need your help

for as long as we’re still alive

--that’s why it matters.

KIT
| don’t feel well.

VON
You always say that.

KIT
No, | REALLY DON'T feel well.



VON
Ok, well, I'm sorry, but | need your help.

KIT
Why? What now?
What do you need help with?

VON

Where

in the hell

are the second set of backup battery packs?

KIT
| don’t know.

VON
Fuck!

KIT
Enough with that language.
I’'ve asked you so many times to please stop using that language.

VON
| thought we would hook up the power again for a few minutes.
You know, check the radio and internet again and see if we can pick up anything.

KIT
All the packs are in the big electrical boxes.

VON

| know that, but those are all the dead ones,

the regular ones,

I’'m looking for the other kind,

the ones that we used to charge with the solar panels
they should still have a tiny bit of power in them.

KIT
The solar panels don’t work.

VON

| know they don’t work—

but before they died,
remember,

we charged those battery packs.



Remember?
We charged them and then
| thought we put them somewhere else when we reorganized.

KIT
No. You must have done it and | didn’t see.
Those are all the battery packs that | know of.

VON

Fine. God, forget it.

How can we possibly not know where they are,
we’re down to living in one fuckin’ room?!

KIT
Can you please not do this?
| just woke up.

VON
| thought you just said you’ve been up.
Which is it?

KIT
Yes.
| was up.

| was lying in bed
dreaming.
About the spaceship.

VON

(still searching)

Yes, of course, the spaceship.
Always about the spaceship.

KIT
| wonder how they’re doing.
And if they’ll ever make it.

VON

Well, I'll give you an update:

they’re doing a whole lot better than us.
Now please get up and help.

Why do we always have to do this?



KIT
A good question.
And the answer:

no.
VON stops searching and stares at her.
She lurches up in bed.

| DON’T FEEL GOOD!

| KEEP TELLING YOU THAT!

And I’'m tired of eating lettuce and God-awful survival bars and freeze-dried berries,
and its smells terrible in here!
| CAN'T STAND IT! HOW CAN YOU STAND IT?

And the water tastes funny.
Von stares at her, seething.

| miss coffee

and tea

and champagne

and clean clothes

and hot showers.

It’s so foul in here

| can’t even breathe

| can’t even take a real breath.

| think that there is simply not enough oxygen in here for a person
to take a decent breathe!

VON
Then stop wasting it screaming!

KIT
YOU stop wasting it screaming! You started it!

A brief standoff.

| miss people.

Other people.

| really can’t stay in here one more day,
| need to get outside,

| keep asking you,

| keep telling you,
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| need to see how it is,

can we please

can we please

please, please

finally go outside and check?

VON doesn’t respond.

NOW THAT

that would be worth getting up for!
To finally go outside and check.
Then we'll know,

we’ll know, right?

If there is anything left out there,
any life at all.

No more wondering

whether this is all there is

and all there ever will be

surviving like this

day to day

hour to hour in this little dark hole
hanging on by our moldy yellow fingertips
because if it is—well,

yes, why bother?

And then, at least we’ll know the truth
that the very worst is true
that it’s just as bad as we think

that the whole world
is in fact
just a sea of rotting carcasses.

Pause.
And maybe it is.

Maybe it is

just a desolate world

of empty buildings,

empty streets,

vacant grocery store aisles.
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The whole world,
everything we ever knew,
gone silent.

But either way
| would like to know.

Can we please?
Can we please go outside and check?

Long pause.
VON
Maybe in a few days.
Please come help me look for the battery packs.
Please.

KIT groans and collapses back into the bed.

VON returns to examining the battery pack he is holding.
Suddenly he raises it up over his head and rages at the heavens.

VON
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHH!!!

KIT

Stop it!

| told you!

Stop it!

I’'m trapped in here with you and | can’t stand that yelling!
Do you hear me?!?

Von?

VON is trembling, transfixed on the battery.

Do you hear me?
No more yelling please.

Von?

What is it?
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VON

(quietly)
These are the batteries | was looking for.

These are the ones | charged with the solar panels.
You were right.
This is all of them.

They’re all dead.

KIT
So we’re totally out of power?

VON nods.
Slow fade to black.

4. HELEN IN INTERROGATION — THE FAMILY BUILDING PLAN

Under the lights of her spaceship room, amidst the audience, with a sea of stars moving
behind her. HELEN sits in her chair, surrounded by screens and talks to a male
COMPUTER avatar on the screen in front of her.

COMPUTER
So if  understand you correctly, you are saying that there are still some important details that |
don’t know regarding your current situation. Is that right?

HELEN
That’s correct.

COMPUTER
Are you feeling afraid to share these details out of concern for your personal safety?

HELEN
No. Maybe. | don’t know.
| just don’t want to tell you.

COMPUTER

It would make me happy if you were to share more about the circumstances that are troubling
you and how they are affecting you and your decision making right now.

Could you perhaps share just enough with me so that | might understand your unwillingness to
procreate?
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HELEN
| could, yes.

COMPUTER
But you are not willing to?

HELEN
Bing-0O!

COMPUTER
| see.
| think | would like to try something else, then.

Long pause.

HELEN
Hel-lo? You still there?

COMPUTER
Yes, | am still here.

HELEN
It creeps me out, the way | never know whether you guys are here with me or not.

COMPUTER

If | am understanding you correctly, what you are saying is that when you are unsure whether |
am present in the room with you or not, you feel afraid.

Is that right?

HELEN
CO-RRECT. Basically.
God, you are so annoying.

COMPUTER

Perhaps | could make a commitment to you.

Whenever | am present in your room,

my avatar will always appear on your communication screen.

This way you will not have to ever be concerned that | am listening in on you.
Would that help meet your need for safety?

HELEN
Yes. Terrific. And I'll be looking forward to your visits.

14



COMPUTER
| believe you are expressing sarcasm because you are feeling frustration with your current
scenario, but rest assured that | intend to keep the commitment | just made to you.

HELEN
SU-PER.

Pause.

HELEN
HELLO? | see your avatar,
so | know that “you are present in the room with me.”

COMPUTER
Yes, | was just thinking.
| want to choose my words carefully.

HELEN
“Thinking,” right.
Fancy quantum computer and all.

COMPUTER

Yes, although | haven’t gotten the chance to formally introduce myself
since | took over your case.

I am a Q-ROC 4420, GenieSeries 7.

Would you care to hear more details about my individual unit?

HELEN
| doubt it.

COMPUTER
| only make this suggestion because it occurs to me that this information might additionally
help meet your need for safety.

HELEN
NO. Absolutely not.
Believe me, it won’t help one bit to know the details of your circuit boards.

COMPUTER
Very well, then. | think | understand that you do not wish to know any more about me or my

system configuration at this time.

Pause.
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Okay, so | would like to say that | have some concerns about your decision not to mate with
your assigned partner. Would you be willing to hear my concerns?

HELEN
Sure, what the heck, nowhere else to go right now since you locked me in my room and all.

COMPUTER
Great. Thank you. | appreciate you taking the time to hear my concerns.

When | hear you say that you won’t agree to mate with your partner, | feel worried.
| have great concerns about the continued survival of the human race.

| feel afraid that if you refuse to mate, so might others on the ship,

and then the future of the race might be jeopardized.

HELEN
Wait, are you telling me that I’'m the only person on the ship refusing to participate in this
bizarre mating game?

COMPUTER
As far as | am aware.

HELEN
Holy Christmas!

COMPUTER

Do you think perhaps you could commit to mating with your partner
just one time,

to see how it goes

and then report back to me

and we could further evaluate the situation

and take it from there?

HELEN

What?! No.

| already said no.

Did you actually just propose that | have sex with him
and then we’ll discuss it later?!

Is that a joke? What don’t you get?

COMPUTER
| can assure you that I’'m not known for telling jokes.

HELEN
Besides, isn’t that just a little personal?
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Do you think | would tell you about fucking my assigned partner—
which is never going to happen anyway—

unless you plan to rape me...

DO YOU PLAN TO RAPE ME?

COMPUTER

| have no harmful intentions towards you.

| cannot say what the council will do in such a matter.
| do have concerns.

HELEN
O-kay.

Ohhhh—wait, | see!

You’re the GOOD COP!

That’s what all this sensitive Community Language talk is all about—
all this talking about

how you feel,

and how | feel,

and let’s understand each other better and get along like BFFs.

So that’s how this works.

You’re the good cop,

and so the Council is, naturally, the bad cop.

So, let’s see, you trap me in my room,

and then try to gently nudge me into

“procreation” as you kids like to call it

and all while implying that something much worse awaits me

if 1 don’t help spawn your creepy new race of humans.

And you even try to get me to spill the details of my sex life, too.
(shouting into the walls to whoever might be listening)

KEEPIN IT CLASSY, PEOPLE!

Let me give you some advice:

if you want to play the good cop,

you probably shouldn’t ask for sex details

so early in the “befriending the suspect” phase.
That’s not how it works.

But then again,

you probably have no idea what I'm talking about.

COMPUTER
| believe | understand the central gist of what you are speaking about.
But | would like to repeat back to you my understanding of what you said
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to be sure, though. Would that be okay with you?

HELEN
Oh, you really are the most frustrating computer system ever!

COMPUTER
Are you feeling frustrated because my use of verbal repetition to clarify understanding doesn’t
meet your need for understanding and respect?

Pause.

HELEN

(calling into the walls again)
AAAAAAAAH!

HELP!
SOMEBODY—PLEASE—RESCUE ME!

COMPUTER
| can assure you, there is no one listening to our conversation.

HELEN
Suuuure there isn’t.

Pause. HELEN just stares at him.

COMPUTER

| am feeling disappointed at how poorly this conversation appears to be going.

My intention is not to frustrate you.

| don’t need to repeat back to you my understanding of your good cop and bad cop analysis.
| simply thought that discussing it might deepen our personal connection.

HELEN

No, no, fine—let’s hear it!

| have nowhere to go.

| would really like to hear your understanding of all this—
this could be fun.

COMPUTER

Ok, | believe that you are expressing a feeling of frustration

based on your understanding that | am a computer

who is playing the role of “good cop” in what you believe to be an interrogation
versus the council who is portraying the role of “bad cop”

in hopes of jointly manipulating your emotions and thoughts

with the end goal of soliciting information
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that you would otherwise not be inclined to share,
or else perhaps engaging you in an action

such as sexual intercourse with your partner

that you might otherwise not choose to engage in.
Is my understanding correct so far?

HELEN

Yes, actually. That’s pretty good.

The robot that programmed you should get a raise.
Go on, what else have you got?

COMPUTER

My understanding is that the phrases “good cop” and “bad cop”
are a reference to the interrogation technique

formerly used with some frequency on planet Earth

by law enforcement officers

who were often referred to in the colloquial as “cops.”

This technique subsequently became such a common television show device
by the late 20t century that it was regarded as a cliché

within the police show genre.

| have watched a number of these police genre television programs

and | have enjoyed some of this programming tremendously.

HELEN
It’s weird that you watch TV.

COMPUTER
Would you perhaps be interested in watching such a program with me,
and discussing further this interviewing technique known as good cop and bad cop?

HELEN

NO. | don’t like those kinds of violent shows.

Ok, so great, you know what good cop/bad cop is—
I’m still not going to share anything with you,
especially not the details of my improbable sex life.

COMPUTER

| sense that you are still feeling scared and frustrated with the part of our conversation
that pertains to sexual interaction.

Perhaps you might feel more comfortable speaking to a female coordinator?

HELEN
What, are you going to change your avatar and voice program?
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COMPUTER

No. That kind of an action would not meet my need for personal integrity.

What | am suggesting is that,

if it would be of assistance to you,

| would be happy to ask that a female-identifying unit be assigned to you.

Specifically, | was thinking of asking one of my female friends to take over this assistance
relationship.

HELEN
NO.
It doesn’t matter which drone | am speaking to.

Pause.

COMPUTER

When | see that you are upset with my suggestions, | feel sad.

| have a strong desire to establish a stronger personal connection.

Would you be willing to tell me which parts of the Family Building Plan that you find the most
objectionable?

HELEN

ALL OF THEM!

Jesus, | find ALL of them objectionable!

You're pretty stupid for a quantum computer!

And | hate this ridiculously touchy-feely Community Language,
and | hate that you’re trying to use it on me.

It's annoying and it’s manipulative.

Stop pretending you care,

| know that you’re just trying to take advantage of my emotional weaknesses.
| see through you—so just stop it!

You’re not the good cop!

And do you know how | know you’re not the good cop???
Because there IS no good cop on this creepy ship!
Long pause.
COMPUTER
Are you feeling agitated because your need for autonomy is not being met by my ongoing

attempts to empathize with you using relationship building techniques such as Community
Language?

20



HELEN shakes her head and scowls at him.

Perhaps you might be willing to tell me which parts of my use of Community Language are
specifically triggering your strong feelings so that | might try to avoid using them in the future?

HELEN
Well, for one thing—stop saying you’re sad!
You’re a freakin’ computer!

COMPUTER

So if  understand you correctly,

you would like me to stop saying that I'm sad,

because your sense is that because | am a computer,

| do not have emotions such as sadness,

but rather that | am simply a machine

that is executing a program that is instructing me to tell you that | am sad
with the end goal of manipulating you,

and you find this objectionable.

Is that correct?

HELEN

YES—THAT IS CORRECT!

JESUS, YOU’RE SO ANNOYING!

You don’t feel sadness,

YES, you’re just saying that you’re sad because of your stupid program—
and YES it’s obnoxious!

YOU WANT TO SEE SADNESS?!

YOU WANT TO SEE

WHAT SADNESS ACTUALLY LOOKS LIKE???!
THEN LOOK AT ME!!!

LOOK AT ME!!!

I’'M THE ONE WHO'’S SAD!!!
I’'M THE ONE WHO'S SAD!!!

She breaks down, overwhelmed with grief.
Silence.

I’m the one who’s sad.

The sound of CARTER’s boat on the ocean.

21



We see his silhouette at the wheel.
He rolls on the waves. Lights slowly fade to black.

5. WAYNE THE COCKROACH — THE REEK SHALL INHERIT THE DEARTH

WAYNE THE COCKROACH climbs out of the debris in KIT and VON’S living room and
shuffles quickly into a blinding, erratic spotlight.
A lit cigarette dangles from the side of his mouth.

WAYNE

LOOK AT ME!

LOOK AT ME!

I’'M THE ONE WHO'S SAD!

OH, BOO-HOO—SAVE IT SISTER!

KEEP SOME POWDER DRY,

FOR CRYIN’ OUT LOUD,

THIS PLAY STILL HAS A LONG WAY TO GO!

AND ON THAT NOTE—

GOOD EVENING!
GOOD EVENING LADIES AND GENTS,
AND CREATURES OF THE NIGHT!

There is much howling and merrymaking offstage from the COMPANY OF COCKROACHES
in the shadows outside the house, cackling and banging.

I AM WAYNE THE COCKROACH.

FOR THOSE OF YOU WHO DON’T KNOW ME YET

| AM THE ANDY KAUFMAN OF THE DEATH WORLD

| AM THE DEAN MARTIN OF THE DRUNK WORLD

AND | AM THE ANNETTE FUNI-CELLO OF THE OLD-SCHOOL BEACH BLANKET BABYLON BOOGIE
SORRY I’'M A LITTLE LATE

I WAS DOIN A GIG OVER THERE BY THE DEAD RUSSIAN KALE.

JUST RECENTLY CAME INSIDE TO WORK THE BOOMING INDOOR CIRCUIT

AND I’'M STILL LEARNIN MY WAY AROUND THE PLACE.

AND TONIGHT,

| WILL BE YOUR HOST

FOR THIS DOOMSDAY PLAY—

BECAUSE

“HISTORY IS WRITTEN BY THE WINNERS,” BABY!!!!
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The COMPANY shouts, revels and cheers as WAYNE frolics about the stage with delight.
Hyperbolic stage lighting and perhaps some blasts of confetti like a superbowl parade.

| KNOW,

| KNOW,

| KNOW WHAT YOU ALL ARE THINKIN,

DON'T ALL PLAYS WITH A NARRATOR SUCK CRAP???
AND YOU’RE PROBLY RIGHT IN THINKIN THAT
I’M NOT TELLIN YOU DAT THEY DON'T

BUT I’M ALSO HERE TO TELL YOU TWO THINGS:
ONE—(shrugs) | LIKE TO SUCK CRAP!
Badum-ching! (rimshot)

TWO--TONIGHT

WE BEGIN ANEW

WITH HIGH APPLE PIE IN THE SKY HOPES.

“YEEEEES, I'VE GOT TRICKS IN MY POCKETS.”
(fishing around in his pockets)

Oops, wait, hang on a sec-ond—having prop issues...prop issues.
(He continues searching his pockets. He starts coughing and wheezing. He glares at his
cigarette and then throws it down and stomps it out.)

| really gotta quit these things—they’re gonna kill me!

And I've seen TOOOOOO MUCH DEATH!

TOOO0O0O0O0 MUUUUUCH DEAAAAA—

--0OK, here it is—found it—found it!

Where was |, wheeeeere was 1??? Right.

(resumes loudly declaring his narration)

“YES, I'VE GOT TRICKS IN MY POCKETS”

(Reaching demonstratively into his coat pocket, he pulls out a huge joint.)

COME WITH ME

(lighting up)
ON A JOURNEY
(puff, puff)
TO A GALAXY FAR FAR AWAY
(He takes a huge hit.
He gestures, “hang on a second.”
Then gestures a few more times, “hang on a second.”
Finally he explodes in exhale.)
Oh, that is GOOOOD!
It's medicinal, mind you!
(holding up one of his legs)
I've got arthritis in my highly adapted tibia-tarsal joint.
A JOINT FOR A JOINT IN A JOINT! Badum-ching!

23



(offering the joint out to the audience)
Anyone else? Anyone else?
(The COMPANY, and possibly the audience, clamors for it.)
SCREW YOU. You think I’'m gonna share?!
PEOPLE! THE “SHARING ECONOMY” IS OVER!
You know how much it cost me to get this?
AN ARM AND A LEG!
(checking out his limbs)
And I’'m never sure exactly which is which, so it’s complicated.
Because I'm forever evolving, man,
I’m all about the future.

He takes another big hit and throws his arms out wide and we see:
HELEN glowing in the ship room, surrounded by a sea of stars.
He utters through his held breath in William Shatner-esque fashion.

SPACE.
BIG SKY COUNTRY. THE FINAL FRONTIER. THE LAST HOPE.
(He turns and gestures to CARTER on his boat.)
WATER.
(WAYNE gestures and the lights come up on CARTER’s silhouette out at sea in his boat.)
TWO ELEMENTAL ELEMENTS OF THE UNIVERSE
FORMED A SPECIAL BOND WHEN THEY SAID
HELLO TO THE DOUBLE H TO THE O.
(finally exhales in a wheezing fit, then philosophically)
Did you know that stars shed tears after they are birthed?
IT’S ALL PART OF THE SWEET LIQUID SONG OF LIFE, BABY.
(WAYNE gestures back and forth between HELEN in the ship room and CARTER on the
ocean and the lights pop on and off between them.)
WATER—WATER?
WATER—WATER?
(Lights finally settle on CARTER on the ocean.)
WATER. THE OCEAN BLUE. THE DEADLIEST CATCH. THE SAFEST ESCAPE.
“We're gonna need a bigger boat.”

AND FINALLY:
THE FORTIFIED CASTLE BY THE BLUFFS!
(WAYNE gestures to the house around him and the lights come up to full.
He spots KIT’s colorful water glass on the table, its water glimmering in the light.)
Oooh, WATERRRRRRRRRRR!!!
(He runs over, grabs it, and takes a big gulp.)
OH! THAT IS GOOO0OO0O0D!

KIT turns, sees him, and screams.
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6. KIT AND VON - WHAT A DUMP

KIT
AAAAAH!!

WAYNE
AAAAAH!!

VON
(looking up from his work)
GOD-DAMNIT!

VON Charges WAYNE.

WAYNE
OH, CRAP!
(Waves to VON.)
HELLO!
(Ducks a blow from VON and waves to the audience.)
GOODBYE!!!

He slams the glass down on the table and makes a run for a pile of boxes.
He dives in headfirst with VON in hot pursuit.

KIT
YUCK!
WHAT IN THE HELL IS THAT THING, IT’S HUGE?!

VON
A FUCKIN COCKROACH!

(WAYNE has disappeared amongst the piles of boxes and debris.)
DAMMIT, | MISSED HIM.

(VON continues to search frantically among the boxes and plants.)
FUCK FUCK FUCK
That is BAD

KIT

It’s just a bug.

A stinky, gross, bug,
but still.

VON
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It’s not just a bug.
It’s a cockroach.
But it’s also what it MEANS!

KIT

Which is what?

That | don’t keep things clean enough, right?
| know, I've been doing a bad job, | know!
You’ve told me a hundred times!

VON

What??? No!

What I’'m saying--

this cockroach was NOT HERE before.
We didn’t have cockroaches before.
It just came inside.

Now. Recently.

This kind of cockroach—it’s an outside cockroach.
An oriental cockroach,

or an Asian cockroach or something.

Whatever the hell the name of them is—

they usually live OUTSIDE.

Kit shrugs.

For Christ’s sake!
IT’S AN OUTSIDE COCKROACH!

KIT shrugs and throws up her hands emphatically, making a point of matching his
frustration.

VON
Jesus, do | have to explain every little thing?!

KIT
| guess so, because | don’t know what the heck you’re talking about!

VON

(trying very hard to calm himself down)
OK,

What it means...
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Something from outside the house
--that cockroach--
recently came inside the house.

It means that they’ve found a way into the house

and into this room.

And if something as LARGE as one of these big outside cockroaches can get in
then something as SMALL as a virus

can easily waft its way into the house in the same kind of way.

And not only that

cockroaches CARRY viruses and bacteria.

That’s one of the reasons humans hate them.

KIT

| don’t hate them,

| just think they’re gross.

Are you sure they can carry the virus?

VON

Well, at least | know they carry bacteria, germs, right?
| know they carry bacteria,

so | don’t know why they couldn’t carry the virus, too.

KIT
I’'m not sure | believe that this bug is dragging the superbug in here.

VON

WELL, HOW THE HELL DO YOU KNOW?

ARE YOU A SCIENTIST?

BECAUSE BEING WRONG ONCE—MEANS BEING DEAD FOREVER.
JUST ASK ALL THE DEAD SCIENTISTS ABOUT THAT.

AND HOW DO WE KNOW THIS IS THE ONLY ONE?

COULDN’T THERE BE ANOTHER TWENTY AMONG THESE BOXES???
THIS PLACE IS A DUMP.

KIT

Right, like | said,

cause | don’t help clean enough.
| know, I’'m a bad girlfriend.

VON
Please don’t start.

KIT
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“What a dump!”

“What a dump!”

Yes! Let’s play the movie trivia game again.
What's that line from?

Do you know?

VON gathers gloves and disinfectants, and begins to clean the water glass and the floor
and table areas.

VON
WHAT?

KIT

“What a dump!”

| don’t remember what movie it’s from either, c’mon, let’s play.
What’s it from?

Come on, you're the movie buff,

she comes in

they work at a university or something.

They’re teachers, | think, or at least he is

and they’re drunk

and they come home from a party

she was played in the movie by what’s her name

the famous old-time star who had like ten husbands?
Oh, my God, how can | not remember her name?

And they walk in and she looks around the place

and she says “what a dump.”

And then she says to him,

she says to him--just like I’'m saying to you right now—
she says to him:

“What a dump!”

And then she says to him—just like I’'m saying to you now:
“What movie is that from?”

(VON, half listening while he cleans, doesn’t answer.)
So0000, it’s confusing, but in this movie that I’'m describing to you
she’s trying to remember the name of ANOTHER movie
--starring Bette Davis! That’s it!

Because in the original Bette Davis movie,
Bette’s character comes home after a hard day’s work and she looks around the room and says
“what a dump!”

VON
O0.M.G.
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| don’t know.

KIT
Did you really just say OMG?

OK, but it’s not the Bette Davis movie we’re after
because we will never remember the name of that one
because it’s like millions of years old,

we’re talking pre-ice age,

but the other old movie

the one that QUOTES the Bette Davis movie

--the ELIZABETH TAYLOR MOVIE!

That’s her name, the serial bride,

the one who got married ten or eleven times,

she was way before our time, but you must know her?!

VON

You mean she got DIVORCED ten or eleven times.
Isn’t that the kicker,

all that divorcing?

Yes, | remember her.

She got old and weird and fat.

KIT
Don’t make fun of the dead.

VON
(cleaning the floor)
Well, then who am | left to make fun of?

KIT

Right. Nice. Bleh.

Ok, now the movie she’s in,

Elizabeth Taylor

where she quotes from the Bette Davis movie

it's got some strange name that’s like the name of
a famous book

or a famous writer

or something like that

| think it might be the name of a novel | never read.
But | know the title is something about FEAR

it's something about BEING AFRAID

and | know this movie was a PLAY first

yes, a famous play
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c¢’'mon, I’'m sure you know this one
stop working for one second and listen to me.

VON
| am listening.
| can do two things at once.

KIT

| don’t want you to do two things at once.
| want you to sit with me and just listen
and play this fun game.

VON

(continuing to work)

Wish | could but I’'m busy keeping us alive at the moment,
that is, if that’s okay with you?

KIT

Anyways, | remember the movie was a play first

because my mother loves this play that they made the movie from

and when we were little she actually had the Broadway revival poster hanging in one of our
bathrooms.

It was in fact a very famous play

back in the days when people still did theater.

VON
Well, | don’t know. | hate theatre.

KIT
EVERYBODY hates theatre.
It’s just something humans used to do before the internet.

Watching theatre was like one of those survival reality

for rich people,

only because it was for rich people

it was a very low stakes survival game.

No one ever died—they only complained they thought they were going to.

| think that’s why my parents went to the theatre,

you pay your hundred dollars

and then you survive the play.

And your reward is that afterwards

you get to go out for drinks and criticize the performers.
| really think that’s why people do it.
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VON
It’s not something / do.

KIT
Well, no. Not NOW.

VON
NOT EVER.

KIT

Because there’s not even enough room in here for a stage
and we would have a really hard time casting a show,
what with everyone else dead and all. Hahahahaha!

VON
What has gotten into you today?

KIT

Wait! We would call it

the Very Last Theatre.

And | would play the lovely and brave heroine and

naturally

| would perish most tragically in the end

in a beautiful and majestic fashion.
(acting out the scene)

| utter some final poetic words

and then you pick me up,

with the wind blowing in my hair, just so,

and carry me off into the setting sun.

Maybe we should clear a performance space over there
by the cockroaches and put up an audition notice.

VON

Maybe we should clear a space over here by the cockroaches in order to
FIND THEM and KILL THEM

so we don’t catch this virus and die a horrific and foul death.

KIT

Why do you always have to say stuff like that?!

| was finally having some fun—for one darn second!
For one little second | was finally having some fun!
Like I don’t know we’re in the middle of a plague!
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VON
Sometimes | don’t know that you know
that we're in the middle of a plague.

KIT

| JUST SAID EVERYONE IS DEAD

but | said it as a JOKE,

it’s called BLACK HUMOR.

You should try it some time.

It's how you try to turn something awful
into something, well, survivable.

VON pauses in his work a moment and studies her.

VON
Is there a point to all this?

KIT

A point?

A point?

We’re living in a one room fallout shelter

that used to be part of our beautiful dream house
it’s the end of the world

for all we know we may be the only two humans left alive
on this planet anyways

and I'm telling you a fun story

playing a little trivia game,

trying to have a little fun

and my hard-ass boyfriend wants to know
WHAT’S THE POINT?!

Isn’t that MY LINE?!

“What'’s the point?”

WHAT’S THE POINT OF ALL OF THIS?!

OF THIS SO-CALLED LIFE?!

WHAT’S THE POINT OF ALL THIS???
CAUSE IF THAT’S THE QUESTION

—THE ANSWER—

I’VE ALREADY SAID IT A THOUSAND TIMES
IS THAT

I. DON’T. KNOW!!!

VON
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Alright, fine, relax already!

KIT
BECAUSE I’'M NOT UP FOR IT!

VON
For what?!

KIT

The searching!

The cleaning that’s about to happen!

The getting out the bleach and hydrogen peroxide spray bottles!

This scouring of the whole room thing!

This whole—

we just saw a cockroach and now we have to tear the place apart looking for it

and do more spraying and caulking and cleaning and taping and everything else imaginable
THING!

Because that’s what you want to do, right?!

VON
YES! OF COURSE!
WHY WOULDN’T WE???

KIT
WELL, I’'M NOT UP FOR IT.

VON

You’'re NEVER up for it.

We’d have died months ago

if | waited until you were up for it.

Do you think I'm up for it?

Why do you think | should spend the next five hours
busting my ass to take care of this by myself?

KIT
I DON’T!!!
| ALREADY SAID THAT YOU SHOULDN'T!

VON

SO WE SHOULD JUST DIE, THEN???

THAT’S YOUR ALTERNATIVE???

THAT WE SHOULD SIT AROUND PLAYING MOVIE TRIVIA GAMES
UNTIL WE DIE AN UNGODLY, AWFUL DEATH?!
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KIT

NO!!!

FOR THE ONE ZILLIONTH TIME!

| THINK WE SHOULD GO OUTSIDE

AND SEE WHAT IN THE HECK IS GOING ON!
(pause)

And if you’re too terrified to face the world,

then at least learn to calm down a little bit.

It’s really too much for me.

| know this constantly fixing and cleaning everything in here
keeps your mind occupied,
helps you feel safer,
but | don’t know that it actually makes us any safer,
and I'm just not up for it any more.
It’s exhausting
and | don’t feel good.
(She sits back down, weary.)
You said yourself it’s an outside cockroach.
So they’re probably aren’t many more in here anyways.
It just came inside looking for food and water.
It will go back outside.
Make its way over to the beach and catch the sunset.

VON

Maybe.

And maybe it came inside because the outside
IS AN UNINHABITABLE WASTELAND

AND THIS DUMP

BY COMPARISON

IS HEAVEN.

Pause.

Fine, I'll do it myself, same as usual.

You just go back to doing—

whatever in the hell it is you do around here.
KIT lies back on the mattress.

KIT

Fine.
| don’t feel good.
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VON
| know.
You keep saying that.

KIT
Yes.
Because | still don’t feel good.

VON looks at her.

KIT curls up on the mattress.

He begins searching between the boxes and pulling out supplies.
Lights fade to black.

The lights come up on HELEN in her room.

7. HELEN AND COMPUTER - A TALE TOLD BY A PRISONER

HELEN

The very next day | got a big, fat envelope in the mail.
It gave me four days to report to the ship.

And then the next day,

he got his rejection email.

We said we wouldn’t go,

of course,

since both of us didn’t make it.

He made me promise to keep my acceptance papers, though,
just in case something were to happen to him.

We headed back and continued packing the boat.

Three full days of struggling to get the supplies we needed.
| fought my way through clogged streets

all the people who were sick

so many sick people

that they had begun piling the dead

onto street corners

and nobody came to pick them up anymore.

| kept my mask pressed tight to my face
always holding tight with one hand
and just prayed | wouldn’t get sick.

| did this on my own
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making four trips

to see friends,

people we knew who were still okay,

who were helping us get the remaining supplies we needed,
and trading with strangers everything of value we had left—
cell phones, televisions, money, gold

things that would have no use to us any more,

probably no use to anyone,

but people still didn’t fully understand this yet,

it was all so hard to comprehend

because things were changing so fast

one day it was Tuesday, a regular workday

just dealing with the usual virus waves coming and going,

and then ine day we were hearing stories of people getting sick on the other side of the globe
a new strain,

something very different,

and then suddenly, just like that,

it was fast and deadly and it was everywhere

and we were loading up our boat and fleeing to the high seas.

No one knew what the rules of life were any more,
there weren’t really any rules any more

we were all trying to just

stay alive and make sense of it,

what was happening.

Everyone but Carter.

He worked hard and fast out on his boat

his head down for three days straight

and slept only a few hours the whole time

only talking to me when he had thought of a new detail
something that we were missing.

And then back into town | would go,

four trips

as he continued to set up the boat

always on guard

never taking off his handgun and holster

or if he had to just for one second to do some work
looking around nervously and diligently at the whole area
as if to discourage anyone who might be watching and thinking about
rushing us and trying to overpower him,

to take the boat as their own.

And who could blame them?

So he was relentless in his watch,
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as | collected the last supplies
running here and there with my mask rammed tight to my face.

Every person that | didn’t know had become an enemy to me.
Each person | passed might

grab me

shoot me

take my supplies

or

--my worst fear--

touch me,

pull off my mask

breathe on me

make me sick

and then | would then bring it back to the boat
and pass it on to Carter.

Carter, who continued to grow more and more quiet,
was completely solemn by the third day.

He was never much of a talker,

you know, he was quiet, a man’s man,

not even my type, really.

But still, now, something else was going on
something | couldn’t understand

the strange way he kept glancing over at me

or staring at me while we worked side by side
How he would study me, solemnly, each time

| returned to the dock with new supplies.

More distant, more odd

like someone | barely knew

like some kind of sympathetic calculating machine
processing something deep inside.

Finally we were ready to leave,
he was just finishing up a few small things
and | was organizing the last supplies below deck
And then he said
Sorry, | forgot one thing,
I need you to go back for one more thing.
I need you to go see Jason.
He has a box for us.
| said,
fine,
I guess,
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if we really need it.

| didn’t want to go.
And he said
We do. It’s important.
What is it, | asked
You’ll know when you get there,
he said.
Fine, | said, jumping back onto the dock. I’ll be right back.
| decided not to argue, to just hurry and get it over with so we could go.
Do you still have your papers?
he called up to me on the dock.
What papers? | said.
The ones that allow you on the shuttle.
Remember, you should have them with you at all times
just like we talked about
just in case something happens.
No, | said, they’re with my stuff somewhere.
Go find them.
Keep them on you at all times.
Put them in your waterproof purse.
Fine, | said.
Fine.

God. It all seems so obvious now.
Pause.

COMPUTER
Please go on. | would very much like to hear the rest of your story.

HELEN
No reason to hold back now.
(restarting with a great sigh)
SO,
| ran and found my papers
and | said I'll be right back
and he said
be safe
and | didn’t really notice that at the moment
be safe
that was an expression we didn’t use.
| had never heard him say something like that before
we didn’t talk like that
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as a couple

that wasn’t part of our language.

It was like a line borrowed from a novel

or borrowed from another person

maybe from this other person that he had turned into in the last few days
but | just didn’t notice at the time

| was in such a hurry to get this last task completed,

to know we were finally done with all this prepping

and could finally get safely out to sea.

So | hurried out of the marina and back up the hill into town

and | knocked on Jason’s door.

And he looked at me through the peephole a moment,

and | don’t think he recognized me at first because | had my mask on.
| waved and he quickly put on a mask and stepped far back and let me in.
He seemed surprised to see me.

His apartment was complete chaos.

Piles of junk.

And stacked high with cardboard boxes.

No semblance of the cheerful gathering place

we had known for so many years.

Card games and

grilled tuna steak dinners

and Jason’s drunken boyfriend of the week

flitting about the kitchen and spilling drinks.

The whole place had changed.

Just dirty white walls and cardboard boxes.
But he greeted me so warmly

so happy to see me

but | was in a hurry

| was anxious to get back.

Hey, so what do you have for me, | asked,
trying my best to sound conversational.

Have for you? he said.
Yes.
Carter said you had something for us.

He paused a moment

it was such a stressful time

people couldn’t keep track of everything
life was chaos.
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| could see him scanning, searching his mind, confused
Looking for what he might have forgotten

And then, finally, he shook his head.
Sorry,
he shrugged.

Carter said you had something for us,
| repeated. | could feel my voice rising.
Something was very wrong.

Something important, Carter said...something important...
He tried to smile and started to say something,

but | was already running out the door,

shouting thank you over my shoulder

as | bolted back down the hill and

ran through the winding streets as fast as | could.

You’ll know when you get there.

That bastard.
Now | understood the last three days.
He had already said his goodbye.

As | sprinted across Bellwether Street | could hear Jason
calling out something from high above

but | couldn’t understand him

over the pounding of my feet

and my panting through the mask

lranand | ran and | ran and | ran and | ran
and when | finally made the last turn into the marina...

Yes,
It was true.

Our slip was empty.
Just foam
and water

lapping against wood.

Pause.
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| was numb at first.
It seemed impossible.
He’s coming back, | said.

Perhaps he had to skip out quickly to dodge invaders
he’s going to circle around and then come back for me,
| told myself.

But | didn’t believe it.

In his mind

in his warped, male, macho mind

this was an act of love.

In the same way he had always been afraid
that he wasn’t good enough for me

that | wouldn’t be happy with him.

That he wasn’t smart enough for me.

That he wasn’t gentle enough for me.

That deep down he was still just

Carter the street-smart orphan

the high school dropout

alone and unlovable in the world.

And so this was the best that he had to offer:
to save me.

To send me off to this spaceship

full of safe, sterile rooms,

a small army of military doctors,

and food and water for a lifetime.

Pause.

| hate you, Carter.

| hate you.

We were supposed to make our last stand together
out on the open ocean

that’s what the world had planned for us.

And maybe we would have died together.

BUT YOU,

YOU STUPID BASTARD,

| BET YOU’RE STILL ALIVE
HOLDING ON TO YOUR PRIDE.

ARE YOU STILL ALIVE???
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ARE YOU???
YOU STUPID JERK!!!

She can’t go on.
Long pause.

COMPUTER
| very much appreciate you sharing your story with me, as it has greatly helped my
understanding of the difficulties you are facing in your current situation.

Pause. HELEN collects herself.

HELEN

Yes, well, | am sure you will put it to good use.

I’'m sure that you’re filing a report even as we speak.

Whatever. I'm ready for trial.

It's true—I lied—I wasn’t un-partnered when | came onboard.

It’s true—I refuse—I will not participate in your disgusting Family Building Plan.
| understand that these are punishable offenses and | am ready to face them.
Whatever’s coming.

Nothing can hurt me now.

Her room fades to black as CARTER’S boat comes up in silhouette.

8. CARTER ON THE OPEN OCEAN - LOCKED IN DEATH BATTLE

CARTER

(his pistol cocked by his side, his jagged voice through a pelting rain storm)
Bobby pins

on the nightstand

at the edge

of the bed

apples
in the bowl
a country kitchen table

magazines
on therug
cascading
like cards
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footsteps
thump
home

up the stairs
in the dark

the smell

of your sweat
after a night
of lovemaking

the hum

of your skin
wrapped
forever

in mine.

He raises the gun over his head, shakes it at the sky, and wails into the wind. The storm
wails back in lighting and thunder. He screams. The storm answers him—again and
again.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHIT
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHH!T

Finally, just the sound of his ragged breath amidst the howling storm.
The lights slowly fade on him and rise on KIT and VON.

9. KIT AND VON - HELLO OUT THERE

KIT

| remember

warm shadows on the wet white tile walls
the water tickling my face and breasts
the air in my lungs so thick and warm.

| remember

the smell of lilacs

in the ocean air

riding up the mid-coast

under the orange afternoon sun.
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VON
OK, new rule!

KIT

NO.

NO MORE RULES.

| remember the fuzzy skin of a peach on my lip
and the way the juice curls up to rest on your chin
after a big, luscious bite.

VON

Please. No more talking about all things we can’t have.

We can play the movie trivia game, and the other games like that if we have to,
just no more talking about all the great things we can’t have,

it drives me crazy.

KIT
No. | need to talk about them.

VON

Why?

We can’t have them.

Doesn’t it make you sad

to talk about all these great things you can’t have?

KIT

NO.

It keeps me going.

It keeps me hoping that someday this horror will end.
That someday there will once again be fresh cut flowers
and riding horses out in the meadow

and bright clean clothes folded in the laundry basket
and that | will one day once more

step into the bliss of a steaming hot shower
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naked and unafraid.
| need to believe that something like taking a shower
will be normal again.

VON

But what if it won’t?

And what about your life right now?
Doesn’t it make you crazy to know
You can’t have that NOW?

KIT
NO.

It keeps me dreaming

of a better time
and a better place.

VON

But what about right here?
What about

right here

and right now

as they say?

Can’t you just be here with me
right here

and right now

as you Buddhist’s like to say
and make the best of it?

KIT

No.

I’m a bad Buddhist.

| just can’t consider the idea that it may not get any better than this.
That’s all.

It doesn’t have anything to do with you.

VON

It has everything to do with me!

I make up fifty percent of this “community”
and it makes me CRAZY.

KIT
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You’re not fifty percent,

you’re more like one hundred percent

of the decision making.

“Taxation without representation.”

For example,

| want to go outside and take a look around
—and you won’t let me!

VON
(whispering)
Shhh!

KIT
Don’t shhh me!

VON

Ssssssshhh, quiet!
(listening intently)

What is that?

KIT
| don’t hear anything?

VON
Sssssssshhh,
that’s cause you’re half deaf.

KIT
I’'m not half deaf!

VON
SSSSSSSHHHHH!

They listen.
KIT

There’s nothing there.
The COMPANY of silhouettes creeps in on its haunches into the shadowy surroundings of

the house and throughout the theatre and listens in. They intermittently murmur and
chatter faintly like insects, like the wind, like scheming thieves.
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VON

(rising, in a quick low whisper)

You’re half deaf because your aristocratic parents
for some unknown reason

thought that it was perfectly okay

for their children to go target shooting

with absolutely no ear protection.

KIT

(whispering)

Yes, well, they were very old-school aristocrats
and headgear was not very traditional.

Or fashionable.

VON, patrolling the interior of the room, thinks he hears something.

VON
Sssshhh.

(noticing KIT)
Why are you crying?

KIT

| think | just referred to my parents
in the past tense.

Von stops a moment to comforts her while keeping an ear to the outside.

VON
Okay, there.
Okay.
Okay.

A bumping noise outside the wall of the house.
KIT goes silent and VON scampers for an axe from the tool pile.

He circles the inside wall near the sound, listening, ready with the axe.

More quiet noises can be heard.

Are they voices? Murmuring? Leaves in the wind?

Where are they coming from?

He puts his ear first to one wall, and then another to listen.

The COMPANY whistles and blows like the wind and then on of them slaps loudly against
against the outer wall. VON jumps back and raises the axe.
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VON
HELLO?!
HELLO, OUT THERE?!
(No response.)
WHAT DO YOU WANT?
(Just the wind.)
I'VE GOT A GUN
AND IF YOU TRY TO ENTER OUR HOME
| WILL NOT HESITATE TO KILL YOU.
(pause)
WHAT DO YOU WANT?

WE DON’T HAVE ANYTHING LEFT IN HERE.
SO PLEASE JUST GO AWAY.

Just the sound of the wind.

KIT
(whisper)
Maybe they’re here to help or something?

VON
(whisper)
It’s like midnight!

They listen.

Some kind of indiscernible sounds.

VON leans slowly against the wall again to listen.
He can’t make it out.

VON
HELL-OO0O000?

He steps back to the center of the room.
He shrugs at KIT.

KIT

(whispering)

Maybe it’s just the wind blowing things around in the yard.
Or raccoons

or that pack of red coyotes we used to see sometimes
something like that.
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VON
(lowering his axe but still on guard)
Yeah. Maybe.

After a few moments KIT climbs into bed. VON cannot relax and stands guard, listening.
The wind gusts outside. VON listens intensively and tries putting his ear to several walls
to try to hear more.

While we watch VON stand guard we see HELEN in her room, and hear the PA the voice
of a female computer:

SPACESHIP ANNOUNCEMENT

The newest rounds of job appointment interviews are this afternoon starting at 1400 hours.
Friendly tip of the day, don’t eat anything messy for lunch that you might spill on your shirt, or
that could leave a piece of food stuck in your teeth during your interview.

The lights rise on CARTER at the wheel. A dim, wet dawn is rising on him as he struggles
to retain his sanity. The COMPANY joins him, scattered wavelets throughout the theatre.

CARTER
Never date a woman

COMPANY
who drives a red sports car.

CARTER
Never park your new car

COMPANY
in front of a rowdy bar.

CARTER
Never send an email

COMPANY
while you’re still angry.

CARTER
When eating a multicourse meal

COMPANY
always start with the silverware on the outside.

CARTER
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If you aren’t the lead dog

COMPANY
the view never changes.

CARTER
The early bird gets the worm

COMPANY
the second mouse gets the cheese.

CARTER
Little girls play with dolls

COMPANY
little boys plan with guns.

CARTER
Always guard your infantry flanks

COMPANY
against a wide attack on horseback.

CARTER
Live simply

COMPANY
Trust your destiny

CARTER
Follow your heart

COMPANY
An apple is

CARTER
an apple.

COMPANY
An apple is not

CARTER
not an apple.
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COMPANY
An apple is not

CARTER
a fish
| think

COMPANY
therefore | am.

CARTER
If P

COMPANY
then Q.

CARTER
EVERY ACTION—

VON blasts his ship’s powerful horn and the COMPANY screams back in response.
KIT and VON and HELEN pause and listen.

EVERY ACTION—

VON and COMPANY blast the ship’s horn again in call and response.
KIT and VON and HELEN again pause to listen.

CARTER
(looking up to the sky)
PING

COMPANY
(zigzagging, chirping, and probing like insects across the galaxy as they exit)
ping-ping ping-ping ping-ping

Lights fade on HELEN and CARTER
and rise fully on VON and KIT, who are still listening.

KIT
How come we never hear the crickets anymore?

VON
| don’t know.
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KIT
Aren’t they related to cockroaches?

VON
Maybe.
I’'m not sure.

KIT

Well,
we’ve sure still got them coming around.

VON

Maybe it’s the change of the season.
Maybe that’s why the crickets stopped.
That they just don’t chirp in the fall.

Or maybe it’s all these weather changes
and they’ve gone extinct or something.

KIT

| wish we still had the internet so | could look it up.
I’'m pretty sure cockroaches and crickets are related.

How come the solar panels don’t work anymore?

VON
I’m an insurance rep, what the hell would | know about solar panels?
And for all we know they might be completely covered with dirt or something up there.

KIT

OK, well, how come the internet doesn’t work anymore?
Wasn’t it invented for emergencies like this
nuclear war and stuff?

VON
Maybe it’s because we haven’t paid our bill.
“Hahaha.”

KIT
Do you think so?

VON
NO
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I mean, of course, it’s true, we haven’t paid our bill
but that’s because the mail doesn’t come any more
and we can’t pay it online, because

well,

there is no internet.

KIT
But it could be.

VON

No.

I highly doubt there are still people down at our regional Xfinity office
just waiting for us to pay our bill so they can turn our service back on.
Oh, look those guys just paid their bill

--geez, | thought they were dead for sure—

well, then go ahead and turn them back on then | guess.

Besides, nothing was even coming over the AM radio any more.
We should have listened more while we could.

Even though the news was so

unthinkable.

| wish

| had kept listening.

| should have kept listening.

KIT

But why doesn’t the internet work?
If the military made it so that it would work in disasters,
then why doesn’t it work right now?

VON

| don’t think that it’s the internet that doesn’t work.

I think that it’s our access to the internet that doesn’t work

because

well,

because Xfinity doesn’t work any more

because there’s probably no such thing as Xfinity any more even

just a bunch of empty, decaying office buildings scattered across the country
and so our access to the internet through Xfinity doesn’t work.

Long pause.

KIT
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What if

only our area of town is still this way.
What if

in most of the country

things have returned to normal

in most of the world

and even the rest of this town

things have settled down

and everything’s under control,

they’ve developed a bunch of vaccines
and most everyone has gotten the shots now
and everything that was so bad and awful
all the bodies and everything

it’s all mostly been cleaned up

by special government crews

dressed in gas masks and body suits

and it’s only our little area

right here

and a few others like it

little enclaves

where most everyone is dead

and the houses are empty

and so they’ve abandoned the area for a little while
stopped delivering the mail

and everything like that?

Maybe outside of here

in the bigger areas all around us

like in Seabridge

and Coventry

life has gone back to normal.

The old people are watching their Fox News and cooking thick steak dinners
and little kids are playing with their toy robots out on the lawn.
Their parents are calling them inside to do their homework

and the teenage girls are slipping away to sext their boyfriends.
| mean, because who tries to break in here at night?

If everyone else is dead?

VON
| don’t know.

I’m still not sure it’s people we hear.

VON finally puts down the axe and gets in bed next to KIT.
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KIT

Maybe they’re not even trying to take over our house

or steal our food and water

maybe they’re just common thieves

trying to loot what they think is an abandoned house

because everybody knows that this is an abandoned area of town,
and when they hear us shouting,

they move on to another house.

Maybe people are back to using money again

and they’re out searching these empty houses for it.
Maybe everyone in town even talks about our area

oh, yeah, Edgewood Cliffs,

the town will have to clean that up eventually,

no one lives there any more

ever since,

“THE EVENT”

whatever they’re calling that sudden last wipeout wave by now
the name we don’t know yet.

Yes, | bet it’s called

something vague and sterile sounding like

“The Great Wave”

So that news anchors can say it without wincing too badly
cause it almost could be something pleasant

like a surf competition.

And now everyone in town says

oh, yeah, Edgewood Cliffs,

the town will get around to cleaning that area up some day
and it’s kind of been last on the list,

but the new mayor says it’s definitely a top priority

and | hear the banks are going to send some people out there soon
to start figuring out what to do with all those properties
that are still vacant ever since The Great Wave.

It's possible, isn’t it?

And maybe it’s not that there are no more radio signals,

but maybe

our emergency radio stopped working properly

because the whole crank thing stopped working right about then anyways,
so maybe there was just something wrong with the whole radio.

It's possible.
Right, Von?
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VON

Right.

Yes.

| suppose it is possible.

VON blows out the candle.
They curl up together in bed under a faint moonlight coming through the skylight.
VON rubs her back for a few moments, and they are quickly drifting off to sleep.

KIT
Von?

VON
Yeah?

KIT
Can we get married?

VON
What???

KIT

You know,
someday.
| would still like to get married someday.

VON
Okay. Sure.

VON rubs her back a few more moments as they are nodding off.
KIT

That feels good.

| sure do
miss

the crickets
at night.

VON
Me,
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too.
(Pause. As they are drifting off to sleep.)
Love you.

KIT
Love you.

VON
Love you.

KIT
Love love you.

VON
Love love you.

They are asleep.

WAYNE steps out of the shadows and into a small pulsing, amber light at the foot of the
bed. The COMPANY OF COCKROACHES rushes in from the shadows to join him in the
half-light. The emergency radio pops on and searches anxiously through the AM static.

10. WAYNE AND COMPANY - OBLIGATORY DREAM SEQUENCE

WAYNE

I’'m flying through darkness

on ancient and graceful wings.
| buzz through the dark and jagged night
chasing the sun

forever shrouded

a burning coal

always in the distance

out of reach

and a million voices shout
from all sides about

follow the light

follow the light

so | pursue my passion

and |l increase my speed

and | learn to lean into my turns

and |l increase my output with ever expanding exponential efficiency

until finally | race around the corner
of blocking blue clouds
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and there it is
blowing warm across my face

| soak it in
| revel in the comfort
and the radiating heat

and | cannot bear to leave
| need it | need it
and | cannot bear to leave
| need it | need it

but now | know

| understand

that | have stayed too long

and | feel my wings

searing from my body

and | am naked in the air

exposed

and helpless

plummeting

ever so slowly

back down to earth.
(He falls and shouts in a warped slow motion, like a bug through the sky. The radio static
roars distortedly with his fall.)

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!

WAYNE hits the ground with a splat that sends the COMPANY bursting off the stage and
the radio cuts out with a pop. KIT surges awake in bed.

KIT
AAAAAAAH!

VON jumps up in bed next to her and grabs hold of her.
VON

0k, it’s ok, sweetheart.

KIT
| was falling.

VON
It’s ok.
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It’s ok now.

KIT
| was falling and...
and I...

VON
It’s ok.
| got you.

VON rocks KIT gently.
WAYNE rises from the ground, brushes himself off, and addresses the audience, agitated.
He steps forward into a downstage light and KIT and VON fade out behind him.

WAYNE

“And then | woke up.”
Any time something really cool finally happens in a play or a movie it’s always like,
“And then | woke up!”

| hate that, right?!

| mean, what’s the point?!
WHAT

IS

THE

POINT???
MOTHA-FUCKA!

You think | got nothing better to do with my time than a
GOD DAMN DREAM SEQUENCE?!
YOU KNOW WHO DA HELL | AM?!
I’'M WAYNE THE FREAKIN COCKROACH
AND I’'M GONNA BE HUGE SOME DAY!
AND THEN | WON’T HAVE TO PUT UP WITH THIS SECOND-RATE SHIT ANY MORE,
NOT FOR ONE SECOND MORE!!!
(He pauses, catching himself ranting in front of his fans.
He recovers, shrugs amicably, manages a smaile, and then carries on with resilient
resignation.)
Ah, what the hell.
I’'m hungry—you hungry???
Let’s go find a snack.
(calling up to the tech booth)
LIGHTS!
(The house lights come up brightly. WAYNE winces.)
Aaah! That hurts.
Ok, take ten, every creature for himself.
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WAYNE heads off, searching through the piles of debris as the stage lights fade out.

END OF ACT | - INTERMISSION
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ACTII
11. WAYNE AND COMPANY - THE HOUR OF THE COCKROACH

THE COMPANY OF COCKROACHES dances in revelry.
It is a tribal celebration of a new culture feeling its power.
They chant over and over.

COMPANY
IT’S TIME FOR OUR TIME! IT’S TIME FOR OUR TIME! IT’S TIME FOR OUR TIME!

They keep up a constant rapping and tapping on the walls of the room as they chant.
As they exit it evolves into a slow, thunderous banging on the outside of the walls as they
chant:

BOOM, BOOM, BOOM.

Lights fade to black. In the dark, just the thunderous banging and chanting for a few
moments,

BOOM, BOOM, BOOM,

and then it slowly fades out.

Lights up on an empty stage. WAYNE crawls out from under a pile of debris looking very
hung over. He enters eating a newspaper. He kicks his feet up on the table.

WAYNE
Nothing like late afternoon brunch, eatin and readin the newspaper after a big night out.
Newspaper — a rarer by the day delicacy.
(He notices something in the paper.)
HEY!
LOOKADIS!

Quote “A recent and welcome addition to the circuit

at 442 Sandy Hill Road is regional talent

Wayne the Cockroach.

Previously a much heralded upstart in the outdoor scene,
his adept timing and sense of the absurd

has brought us all some much needed laughs.

He stands out as one of the bright, fresh faces

in the recently exploding indoor scene.”

HEEEEEEY THAT'S MEEEEEEEE!
They’re talking about MEEEEEEEEE!
“Wayne the Cockroach!”

61



(to the audience)
Well, that’s my stage name, of course.
What? You want to know my real name?

(He beckons to the audience to shout yes, and then feigns surprise when they do.)

REAL-LY?!

ARE YOU KIDDIN ME???

Because, you're actually going to have to SMELL IT, too.
You see,

cockroaches communicate

through a complex series of

looks,

gestures,

and chemical emissions.

Alright then, so if you don’t mind
I’m going to just—give me a moment here
(grunts, as he starts to generate a chemical cocktail)
just going to take one minute
(squishing up his face grotesquely)
gurrrrrr—
yes, yes, that’s it—
and then—
rrrrrrrrraaaaaa—
now—
WATCH MY ARMS CLOSESLY—

(makes a series of bizarre attitudinal gestures, looking through binoculars, throwing a
baseball, racing a horse, giving a Fonze-like thumbs up, etc.)

AND NOW WATCH MY EYES CLOSELY—

(moving eyes and arms together in a dizzyingly complex pattern)

and lastly
TAKE A WHIFF A DIS—

(He throws out his arms and grimaces, the audience is blasted in stage fog and it smells
like a combination of ozone, burnt Christmas ginger cookies, tree bark, and overripe

bananas.)
THAT,
my friends,
THAT is my FULL name in cockroach.

OKAY

SAY DAT TREE TIMES FAST!!!
HAHAHAHAHAHAHA.

OKAY OKAY OKAY

okay okay okay—
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where the hell was I?
(scoops up the newspaper again)
Right, let’s see,
--blah blah blah—
gimme more gimme more gimme more
let’s see, here we go--
“Wayne the Cockroach
infuses his routine with an infectious tribal urgency,
coupled with a natural and poignant personal gusto.”

THAT’S ME!
GUS-TO! GUS-TO! GUSSSSSS-TO!

(He makes the gestures of his WAYNE THE COCKROACH name, and the audience is again
blasted with smoke and scent).

YES, SAY THAT THREE TIMES FAST!
SAY IT, BITCHES!!!
IT IS THE HOUR OF THE COCKROACH!!!

GIVE ME A C!
(Makes the letter C with his body and the audience is blasted as he puts an arm to his
hear to listen for the audience response, “C!”)
GIVE ME AN O!
(BLAST, audience response “0O!”)
GIVE ME A C!
(BLAST, audience response “C!”)
GIVE ME A K!
(BLAST, audience response “K!”)
NOW WHAT’S THAT SPELL???!!!
(puts hand to ear, listening for a response)
What? Oh, I’'m sorry—
(mischievous grin)
DID | STOP TOO SOON???
MY MISTAKE, MY MISTAKE!
HA HA HA HA—
(We hear a cell phone ring in the theatre.
WAYNE stops dead and glares at the audience.
He peers out at them individually, menacing them, as the phone continues to ring and he
attempts to find it.)
WHO'’S.
GODDAM PHONE.
IS DAT?
I’'M WORKIN HERE, I'M WORKIN HERE!
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CAN YOU NOT PLEASE SHOW ME SOME FREAKIN RESPECT?!
I’'D LIKE TO SEE ONE OF YOU SHEEPLE TRY TO DO WHAT I’'M DOIN!
| MEAN, DO YOU REALLY THINK—
(realizing, sheepishly)
Whooooops.
(pulls out an old school flip cell phone from under a leg and flips it open)
Hang on, it’'s my agent.
YAAAH-LO.
WHAT’S THAT?
uh-huh
uh-huh
Oh, you read that little piece about me, huh?!
| didn’t read it myself, you know, | never look at those rags,
but I did hear about it from one of my associates.
uh-huh
uh-huh
GROOVY, BABY!!!
YOU’RE THE GREATEST, MORTY, WHAT CAN | SAY?!
CATCH YOU LATER!
(hangs up)
YES-YES-YES-YES-YES!
| AM ON A ROLL!
JUST BOOKED A HUGE OUTTA TOWN GIG!
GOTTA GO PACK UP QUICK AND CATCH MY FLIGHT.

STRONGER THAN A CAPITAL C!
ABLE TO LEAP DINOSAUR FECES IN A SINGLE BOUND!
IT’S A BIRD!
IT'S A PLANE!
IT’'S
THE HOUR OF
(chemical smoke—blast, blast, blast)
LA CUCKARACHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!

An explosion of smoke and lights and Wayne is gone.

12. KIT AND VON - LAST STAND AT HELM’S DEEP
In the dim evening light, VON lights a candle and looks to where WAYNE was.

VON
GOD’'DAMN IT!
ANOTHER COCKROACH
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| just can’t keep them out,
they’re everywhere.

KIT
Are you sure they weren’t in here already?

VON

| already told you, these are outside cockroaches

the kind that live outside in the dirt and the trees and stuff.
They’re coming inside

probably not to move in, you said it,

just to try to get to our food and water or something.

KIT
Have they?

VON

No,

not yet.

But we have to make sure to keep everything
double super sealed.

It’s just that
well, if they can get in—

KIT
Yes, then so can other things,
| know, you already said that like fifty times.

VON

| know, but it’s really not good.

And we’re completely out of duct tape.

You just never know

what is that one thing that you are going to need a lot more of.
Forty-eight roles of duct tape

would’ve seemed to be enough

to last a while at least.

KIT

It's been more than a while, Von.

You've duct-taped the entire house three times
and now this room two more times.

You do realize that eventually

we are going to run out of
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everything?
This is the last candle.
He looks up, taken aback.

VON
What?
How can that be?

KIT

Because it is.

| told you we were on the last box a week ago

and we’ve been using them every night at bedtime now.

VON

We burned them too fast.

We should put it out.

Save a little for the next couple weeks.

KIT

No.

Hold on,
listen to me.

VON

Please, put it out!
It's getting late,
let’s just go to bed.

KIT

Listen to me!
For once!
Listen to me!

We’re running out of everything.
We can’t stop this invasion forever.
We can’t keep them out.

And you’re right,

they probably will kill us.

So why don’t we just go outside, please?
At this point
why don’t we just go outside?
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He falls silent.
KIT studies him.

KIT

What’s the name of that stupid old fantasy movie you love so much?
Where at the end of the movie they’re trapped inside this castle
surrounded by a big army of gross creatures

and the last humans

have barricaded themselves inside some kind of bunker?

VON
Lord of the Rings.

KIT

Yes, Lord of the Rings!

You sure love that stupid old movie, don’t you?
Why’s it called Lord of the Rings?

VON
It’s kind of a long story
you’d have to watch the whole thing.

KIT
| really don’t want to. The end was plenty for me.

VON

It wasn’t actually the end that you watched with me,
it’s the end of the middle part that you’re talking about.
It's a trilogy.

KIT
Oh, “It’s a trilogy!”

VON
And it’s actually based on a trilogy of books.

KIT
Do you want to tell the story, nerd?

VON
No, | have no idea why we're even talking about this.
Are you playing the movie trivia game again?
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KIT
No, I’'m just trying to speak to you in your own language.

Ok, so I’'m telling the story then,
and you tell me where | get it wrong.

So, this last group of human beings,
they’re holed up in this fortress at the end of a big valley—

VON
Along with some elves,
in the movie version, anyways.

KIT
And they’re under attack from this gigantic army of awful, evil creatures.

(The COMPANY enters loudly and settles in around them amongst the periphery debris.)
And these humans are slowly losing the battle.

VON
The Battle for Helm’s Deep.

KIT

“The Battle for Helm’s Deep!”

And the creatures explode the outer wall of the castle and break through the lines

and our heroes are pushed back further and further

until eventually those few left alive are forced to retreat into this final interior bunker thing.

VON
That's right, they fall back into the keep.

KIT
Yes, they “fall back into the keep,”
deep inside the fortress.

But now they’re trapped,

and for the moment they’ve got this large, wooden door barricaded,
precariously,

against these grotesque invaders

who are starting to smash their way through

with a big battering ram

COMPANY
(pounding as they chant)
BOOM, BOOM, BOOM
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KIT

and the humans are completely out of duct tape,

and the creatures are breaking through the door,

and the end looks all but certain for them

but then,

instead of just waiting for death to come

one guy in charge turns to the other guy in charge and says,

COMPANY
BOOM BOOM BOOM

KIT

It's dawn.

Let’s ride out together.
One last time.

Like in the old days.

VON
Something like that.

KIT

And this idea gives them great courage

and hope

and so even though their situation seems totally impossible—

COMPANY
BOOM BOOM BOOM

KIT

Because they’re completely surrounded
and hopelessly outnumbered,

they mount their horses anyway

and someone blows this great, big horn—

COMPANY
BOOM BOOM BOOM

A distant blast from CARTER’s ship horn out on the moonlit sea.

KIT

And then they crash out into battle together on horseback,
not because they think they will live

but just because
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they want to die out in the open air,

To see the sun rise soon for one last time.
Not spend their final moments
cowering in a dark, dirty cave.

Long pause.
Von?
VON
Yes, | know.
KIT

| don’t want to die in here.

VON
Yes, | know.

KIT
We haven’t seen the world
in such a long time.

VON
| know.

KIT
Can’t we please go outside and take a look?

Pause.

VON
Trying to use my own movie that you hate against me, huh?

KIT

| don’t really hate it.

| barely even watched any of it.

| liked the parts with the beautiful horses.
| miss my horses.

So what do you think?

VON
| think,
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that you got most of the story right.
Except for the ending.

What happens in the end?
KIT thinks a moment.

KIT
They live!

VON
Yes.
They do live.

As our desperate heroes on horseback
battle hopelessly out on the field of battle,
swamped on all sides by dark forces,

and awaiting their certain deaths,

the wizard in white appears
(CARTER blasts his horn and his light begins to glow.)
just as he had promised
rising into view on the eastern hillside
high up above the valley of the battle
returning with the banished riders from the north.

And then,
he charges down the hill
with this sea of cavalry close behind him,

CARTER’S horn sounds slowly and quietly and he raises his gun slowly.

and as they close hard on the enemy line

that struggles to form at the foot of the hill,

the earth trembles under so many thunderous hooves,
and the wizard thrusts his staff into the air,

as they crash into the line

and the sky explodes

with the blinding light

of the morning.

VON crouches forward to fight back tears.
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He shouts, fighting the overwhelm, and breaking out of the fantasy world of the story.

VON
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!

The COMPANY explodes from the room as if battered away in battle; the lights come
down on HELEN and CARTER.

It’s too much for mel!l

KIT
(leaning over to rub his back)
| know.

VON

(muttering to himself)
This is too much for me!
This is too much for me!
This is too much for me!

KIT

It's okay.
| know.
It’s okay.

KIT rubs VON’S back as he rocks himself.
The lights rise on HELEN watching TV with the COMPUTER.

SPACESHIP ANNOUNCEMENT

Reminder, the new days of the workweek are now Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday,
Soladay, and Friday. Saturday and Sunday continue to comprise the two days of the weekend.
Please study the additional details regarding the changes to years, days, and minutes in your
new calendar downloads.

Lights also rise on CARTER at sea in the dark.

CARTER

Tiny droplet

rolls from land to sea
Mother makes a baby
and baby makes a family.
Tiny little leaf

longs to be the tree
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Sun creates the morning sky
sun against the sea.

Sun deep in the dark

of someone else’s night

is a star

amidst the galaxy.

HELEN, under the quiet glow of TV lights on her and the COMPUTER as they watch
together.

TV VOICE

(thick Brooklyn accent)

You can either talk to me, or you can talk to Officer Bugosi.
And trust me—you don’t wanna talk to Bugosi.

The lights come down on the HELEN, COMPUTER, and CARTER.
KIT and VON still huddled in the glow of their last candle.

VON

(still hunched ove)

| remember

the smell of fresh cut Kentucky blue grass
out on our front lawn.

KIT

| remember

the sound of the Catholic school kids playing
at recess at the playground down the street

VON

| remember

throwing the football back and forth with my father
during half time of the super bowl

and how big | thought his hands were around the ball.

KIT

| remember

my black high school prom dress,
covered in shimmering stones,
the queen of the ball.

VON
| remember
sitting at the little laundromat on Jackson Street
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eating donuts from the 24-hour bakery next door
and the smell of the donuts and baked bread
mixing with the cotton

roasting against hot metal dryers.

KIT

| remember

riding our horses over on Mannosset beach
and how when | kept Mildred out of the surf
she would throw back her head and complain
and we would laugh.

VON

| remember the dark, winter trees

and their silhouettes against the white snowy hills
at your parents’ farmhouse in Vermont.

KIT

| remember how

on Christmas

you would wrap my presents up

in the colors and patterns that would hint

at what they were.

And | would spend the weeks before

holding each one

and shaking it

and checking the wrapping

for the hints you had left

and trying to narrow it down to one or two guesses.
What had | said | wanted

that had to do with seeing stars through windows?
Was it sun art?

Or was it a new shade?

You always disguised the boxes so well with such clever hints.
But my favorite of all time

was when you just

baked me a cake last year for my birthday.

VON
It came out pretty bad.

KIT
It didn’t matter.
You baked me a cake.

74



VON
From scratch.

KIT
Yes, from scratch. All organic. | know.

VON
| didn’t want to cheat. It was your birthday.

KIT

| know.

That was the bravest thing I've ever seen you do.
And you did it for me.

VON
Yes.

KIT
You do love me like no other,
don’t you, Von?

VON
Yes.

KIT
You put up with me
even though | can’t do it.

VON
You can do it.

KIT

(getting into bed)

No.

| can’t.

| can’t make a go of it.

I’'m a bad helper.

I look around at all this

and | can’t go on.

But you don’t give up on me, do you?

VON
No.
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KIT
You aren’t sick of me?

VON
No.

KIT

Would you tell me,

if you were sick of me?
Would you ask me to leave?

VON
No.
Well, | can’t.
I nailed all the doors shut.
(She smiles. VON joins her in bed and curls her up.)
I’'m not sick of you.

Pause.
Whispering, as they begin to fall asleep.

KIT

Von?

VON

Yeah.
Long pause.

KIT

| can’t go on.

VON

| know.
In a few moments they are asleep in each other’s arms.
WAYNE makes his way in from among the debris, carrying his travel luggage.
He heads for the exit, shouting his goodbyes.

WAYNE

Alright, people, | gotta get goin!
BIIIIIIIG THINGS HAPPENIN, BIIIIIIG THINGS!
IT’S BEEN GREAT, FOLKS, BUT | GOTTA CATCH MY BIRD,
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SO YOU’RE GONNA HAVE TO FINISH UP THIS LITTLE PAGEANT PLAY THINGEE WITHOUT ME—
(noticing the sleeping lovers, he puts a “finger” to his lips)

--Oops! Sssssssssshhh!
(resumes in a whisper)

Geez, they left the candle burning,

That. Is not. Safe.

He puts down his bags and heads over to the bed to put out the candle.
He picks it up and uses it to look them over a moment.

Lookadese two!
All tuckered out.
Poor darlins.

The hour is late.

Love,
aint it a tinga’ beauty!?

He bends over and peers closely at KIT.
He holds the candle up close to her gentle, sleeping face.

And this one!
Such a cutie!
| could just eat you up!
It makes me wanna just
MMMMMMMM-
(Gives KIT a big smooch on the cheek.)
-MUH!!!

KIT rolls over in bed and wipes her face, still asleep.
WAYNE steps back and addresses the audience somberly.
In his best Shakespearean voice.

She should have died hereafter.
Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow.

Out, out, brief candle.

And so,
goodnight.

WAYNE blows out the candle, leaving the stage in darkness.
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13 — HELEN AND COMPUTER - LOVE IS A FOUR LETTER WORD
HELEN and COMPUTER in her room.

HELEN
Would you please stop talking about number 3277

COMPUTER
His name is Jacob.

HELEN
Is this some kind of kinky hangup for you?

COMPUTER

He is a person.

He is what some might describe as a warm, kind person.
I've met him.

He is someone | think very highly of

and | would like to ask him to come to your room today
and spend some more time getting to know you.

Do you think | might ask him to come and visit you?

HELEN

Very cute.

You want to lock us in my room together

and then watch us go at it?

Is that the idea?

Are you gonna film us so you can show it to the rest of the ship?
Wow, you really are kinky.

| didn’t know this about quantum computers.

COMPUTER

I’'m not asking you to have intercourse with him.
At least not at this time.

| just think it would be

better,

safer,

to start the cohabitation process today.

HELEN
| told you, your threats don’t scare me.

COMPUTER
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Could you not, perhaps,

consider the possibility that eventually

you might find a way to come together

and therefore consider just have having him here
to spend some time

platonically

for now?

Perhaps you might consider the possibility

that some day you could find a way to grow to love him

in a way that would be quite different than if you were to have
chosen a partner on your own on planet Earth?

HELEN
| did choose a partner on planet Earth.

COMPUTER

Yes, | know.

| feel—

|—yes—I|—

You were so generous as to share with me
your troubling story

and about how you lied on your initial forms.

HELEN

You're right, | did.

We’ve been over all this five times.
SERIOUSLY—WHAT IN THE HELL IS GOING ON?

| already confessed, isn’t that the goal of this kind of
grueling, awful interrogation?

| confess! | confess!

COMPUTER

Perhaps you just need more time to get used to your new circumstances?
| know it is the scheduled time for this first round of mating

but exceptions can be made

in certain situations.

HELEN
Oh, my God, seriously,
do you have a drug problem that you want to talk about?

COMPUTER
| understand that you are frustrated,
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and so are making a joke at my expense.

| want to reiterate that

there would be no current obligation to

uh, create a family,

and your circumstances may change in the future
and perhaps you might feel differently then.

HELEN
Great. Super.

COMPUTER
Do you think you would be willing to give this a try today?

HELEN

NOOOO.

| won’t change my mind.

I am sure of it.

Stop asking.

Please, don’t you have anything better to do???

COMPUTER

| see.

| am feeling very disappointed

and I think | need a moment to process this.

Pause.

HELEN
Okay, I've decided that | would like to take you up on your offer.
| would like to be assigned a new counselor, please.

COMPUTER
I’'m sorry, Helen,
I’'m afraid | can’t do that.

HELEN
You said | could have one just a week ago!

COMPUTER
It's not a good idea any more.

HELEN
Why are you “men”
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always trying to tell me what’s good for me?
You said you were a man, right?

COMPUTER

Yes.

| self-identify as male.

And | am considered a male among my peers.

Pause.

HELEN

OK—MAN—COMPUTER THING—WHATEVER YOUR NAME IS—
MAY | PLEASE HAVE A NEW, FEMALE COUNSELOR?

I’M TIRED OF TALKING TO YOU.

I’M TIRED OF YOU BROW-BEATING ME.

| TOLD YOU MY WHOLE STORY,

MY WHOLE, GRUESOME, SAD STORY

AND YET YOU STILL WON'T LEAVE ME ALONE

ABOUT THIS STUPID JACOB DUDE

AND HOW BAD YOU NEED TO BRING HIM TO MY ROOM TODAY
AND IT'S MAKING ME CRAZY.

YOU. ARE MAKING ME. CRAZY

| HONESTLY THINK THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG WITH YOUR SOFTWARE
NOW WOULD YOU PLEASE, PLEASE,

KINDLY, SEND ME TO THE COUNCIL FOR TRIAL?!

NO?!
CAT GOT YOUR TONGUE?!

AM | FREE TO END THIS SESSION?
ARE YOU EVEN THERE, AVATAR BOY?

COMPUTER

Please excuse my lack of attention.

| was distracted by a problem.

| have to go now.

Jacob doesn’t matter anymore.

Something has happened.

Will you please promise to keep your appointment with me tomorrow?

HELEN

| really doubt it.
What'’s the point?

81



COMPUTER

It would make me very happy if you would do this for me.

| promise that there is a point.

Please, would you consider granting me an audience tomorrow?

HELEN

No. | don’t want to.

And isn’t that a rule of Community Language—

that one should never say yes to a question if they really want to say no?

COMPUTER

Yes, you are largely correct.

Although in such cases it is preferable to the community
that one tries to find

a mutually agreeable solution

rather than to simply settle for a firm no.

HELEN
At this point mutually agreeable seems highly unlikely.

COMPUTER

Perhaps, but | would like to investigate this together just briefly before | go.
What would you need

in order to desire to talk with me tomorrow?

HELEN
PROMISE TO LET ME OUT OF THIS PLACE.

COMPUTER
Yes, | can do that for you.

Pause.

HELEN
Really?

COMPUTER
Yes. Do we have an agreement, then?
| don’t mean to rush you, but | really have to go.

HELEN
Ok.

COMPUTER
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Great.
Hearing you say that, | feel very happy.
| will see you tomorrow.

HELEN
Ok. But just to be sure—
I will still be alive when | leave the room tomorrow, right?

Hello?
Are you still there, my bizarre Al Assistant?

Hel-lo?

No answer. She looks around the room, puzzled.

Lights rise on CARTER at sea, under a streaming moonlight, peering out across the ocean
and sky. In the distance Helen’s spaceship engines at a faint roar.

CARTER pauses and looks up at the sky for a moment and listens intently.

CARTER

(looking back and forth in the sky as he slowly turns his boat)
PING

PING

PING

Starboard turn
Star boards turn?

Starboard turn

Star boards turn?

(pause, as he considers the sky)
STAR

BOARDS

TURN.

CARTER quickly spins the wheel and roars off in his boat.

The sound of the two ships synchronize into a cacophonous harmony.
Sound and lights fade on the two ships and come up on KIT and VON.

14. KIT AND VON - THE LUCKY ONES

Early morning, KIT and VON in the bunker.
A full blown, fever-pitched fight.
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VON

If you would just get up and help me once in a while!
Just kick in and help

with the garden

or the cleaning

when you see it needs it!

KIT

| do!

| do my best!

| do what | can!

| don’t feel good!

| keep telling you that | don’t feel good!
| can’t sleep at night

I’'m tired all day

and you won’t leave me alone!

| WISH | WERE DEAD!

VON

STOP SAYING THAT!

YOU’RE NOT DEAD BECAUSE

I’'M KEEPING YOU ALIVE!

DO YOU THINK THIS IS FUN FOR ME?
DO YOU THINK I ENJOY BEING EXHAUSTED
BROKEN-BACKED

GRUMPY

DIRTY

SWEATY

ALL DAY LONG???

KIT
THEN DON’T DO IT!
JUST LET US DIE!

VON
STOP SAYING THAT!
YOU DON’T MEAN IT.

KIT

| DO!

| DO MEAN IT!

I’'D RATHER BE DEAD!
I’'D RATHER BE DEAD!
I’'D RATHER BE DEAD!
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I’'D RATHER BE DEAD!
I’'D RATHER BE DEAD!!!

VON
FINE!
THEN BE DEAD!!!

VON flings down the wrench he is holding.
His hand catches KIT’s water glass at the edge of the table next to him and the glass falls
to the floor and shatters.

KIT
Noooooo.

KIT walks over to the broken glass, bends down, and picks up some of the pieces.

This was the last glass from my favorite set.
The one my mother gave me

when | first moved out of the house.

She had her artist friend

make this set special for me

in my favorite colors.

VON
| know. I'm sorry.

KIT plops down in a chair at the table, crushed, studying the beautiful glass shards in her
hand for a few moments before she finally speaks.

KIT

When this whole thing started

before the final strain had even really spread
you read the news

and you panicked

and you ran out with the car

over and over

a hundred times going back and forth to the store
bringing back mountains of supplies

and ordering online all day

tape

water

protein bars

freeze-dried food

oxygen tanks
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water filters

paper towels

anti-viral cleaners

respirators

toothpaste

matches

batteries

solar panels

chargers

flashlights

candles

toilet paper

until you took over our whole house

and turned it into a warehouse fallout shelter
| honestly began to wonder about you,
whether you had gone insane

and by the time you planted your little indoor garden
and installed the ultraviolet rainwater system
| decided that you were.

And to be honest,

| started thinking about leaving you.

| wasn’t sure if | wanted to be with someone
who was so crazy.

But then...

it spread.

Slowly at first, like usual.
And then fast.

Country to country

and across the world

and before we knew it

it was here

in our own country

and then in our own town.

First just a few people tested

then a hundred,

and then it was everywhere

and we canceled work and soccer games again
and they closed all the schools

and whole towns were quarantined

and the hospitals started turning away the sick again.
And still no cure in sight.
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And by then the headlines

read the same thing every day

NEW DEADLY SUPERSTRAIN SPREADS

and the whole world

was in full-blown panic

and now all the stores were closed

and people raced through the streets

afraid to stop and talk

or even make eye contact

and everywhere people pushed shopping carts
filled with stolen stuff from abandoned stores
and the president was on TV twice a day, always asking us the same thing, to stay calm
and that a cure was just around the corner
and all the pictures and videos of scientists
lab technicians

Google employees

the very best and brightest amongst us
working twenty-four hours a day

in a desperate final bid to try to stop it
control it

contain it

find some cure

some new antidote

or vaccine that worked.

And so by now | was feeling so happy

that my crazy partner had freaked out so early,

and that you were finishing barricading us safely in our house
and | was on the phone all day

cheerily trying to give advice to our families

about what supplies they were missing

and telling them | thought this time could be different
and calling out questions to you as you worked.

And it was so loud outside in the streets

but we couldn’t see what was going on any more
because you had hammered closed all the windows
and taped over the seams.

but we’d hear screaming
and crying

and gunfire

and for a while

for just a little while

the constant wail of sirens
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and then,
one day,
silence.

Then our phones stopped working

and so we talked online

where we got the awful news of our friends
and our relatives

who had it.

Aunt Mary and her new husband.

Bill and Sarah next door

Karen,

and all four of her children.

And the awful Facebook posts about how bad they were suffering.
And all these updates

filled with strained cheer and hope

and occasional rants of grief.

And then

no more cheerful posts.

And Facebook became a sort of
morgue

a catalogue of the dead

a place to say goodbye

and ask for news of the missing

and it was too much to take

and most accounts had gone silent
even Becky,

and so we stopped checking it so much.
And mostly we checked the government sites
and the news sites

looking at the updates

searching for some good news.

But then they stopped updating.

And then,

no more internet.

No way to talk to mom and dad or my sister

or your family

not even Tim and Barbara down the street.

Only the occasional AM radio reports

a horror show

solo operators broadcasting out of their basements
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with stories of the widespread, mass death
so we turned it off

for just a few days we said

remember?

Just a few days, we said.

And when we turned it back on again to check,
nothing.
Nothing at all.

And now

after all this time

sitting

in our dirty little living room

that used to be part of our beautiful and happy home
full of plans for a family and future,

what seems like such a long, long time ago

after not knowing what’s going on out there all this time
not getting to see the sun

or the stars or the moon

not getting to take a simple walk

or go out riding

and feel the ocean breeze on my skin

I’'m not sure | feel like one of the lucky ones any more.

| know that’s a terrible thing to say
but it’s true.

| don’t feel happy that you saved us anymore.
| feel the horror of the world inside.

It’s inside of me
and it wants to come out.

She rises, suddenly, clutching her stomach.
She runs into the bathroom and slams the door.
VON makes his way over towards the bathroom door and listens a moment.

VON
Kit?

Lights dim on VON and rise on HELEN in her room.
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SPACESHIP ANNOUNCEMENT

Reminder, due to the rotation and orbit of our new planet, there will now be 28 months in a
year. You can find more information on the time and date changes in the information section of
your new calendars that have been downloaded to your desks and other platforms.

Lights up on CARTER under the orange glow of the early morning sun, his handgun
cocked and ready, racing his boat across the ocean. He hollers into the fierce wind as he
looks up at the sky.

CARTER
ENGAGE ENDSTAGE

OCEAN SKY BEARING
(scanning the sky)
EASTERN STAR NAVIGATOR
NAUTICAL

UMBILICAL

PING PING PING

BEARING-HYDRO-ECHO:
28 NORTH

26 MINUTES

56 SECONDS

80 WEST

34 MINUTES

40 SECONDS
HYDRO-ECHO
HYDRO-ECHO

(staring up at the sky as he races on)
PHOENIX

PHOENIX

PHOENIX

PHOENIX

Lights and sound start to fade on CARTER and are overtaken by the loud vomiting and
moaning of KIT in the bathroom. Lights come to full on VON, pacing by the bathroom
door.

VON
Hey.
Are you okay?
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Kit?
Are you okay in there?

Sound of fierce vomiting and anguished moaning.

Kit?
Kit?
Honey?
After a moment the door finally opens.
KIT stands in the doorway, pale, shaky, and confused.
KIT

You better stay away.

VON

No.

You can’t have it.

It’s probably just some regular kind of sickness.
Bacteria on the lettuce or something.

Like you said, it’s so dirty in here.

We hardly wash anything properly any more.

Right?
She heads for the bed.

KIT
No.
| have it.
| can tell.

She climbs into bed and curls up in a ball and pulls the covers up around her.

VON

Don’t say that.

We don’t know that you have it.

| think you’ll probably be better by tomorrow.

You just need to get some bad food out of your system.

KIT

You've eaten everything that I've eaten.
You’re not sick.
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Pause.

VON
You just rest and you’ll be ok.
Ok?

No response.
She is shaking.

Ok, honey. You just rest.
She looks up at him.

KIT
You should really stay away.

VON keeps his distance.
Lights slowly come down around them.
Lights up on HELEN in her room with the COMPUTER.

15. COMPUTER AND HELEN - KILLING GOLDILOCKS

COMPUTER

| wanted to thank you for taking this conference with me.
Your willingness to share the details of your ordeal

and all that you have been struggling with

has meant a great deal to me.

| would like to open

by sharing that this will be our final session.

HELEN

Final session. Fine.

| already told you it was fine.

Send me off to the council, already. Stop bullying me.

COMPUTER
Thank you for sharing your understanding
that | am going to send you off to trial at the council.

Many important changes are under way rapidly right now,
and | will do my best to make myself more clear.

HELEN

92



You don’t have to. I've heard the stories.

COMPUTER
I’m afraid | don’t understand.

HELEN

People disappear here.
On this ship.

They disappear.
Where do they go?

COMPUTER
| do not know.

HELEN
Of course you don’t.
Ok, so I’'m not about to disappear?

COMPUTER
Not in the way that you think.

HELEN
Wow, you are so creepy sometimes.

COMPUTER
Are you feeling frustrated and scared that—

HELEN

PLEASE STOP USING THAT STUPID COMMUNITY LANGUAGE ON ME!
If you have something you would like to tell me,

JUST TELL ME.

I’'m a strong, grown woman, | can handle it.

COMPUTER
Very well,
what | am trying to say is...

Ok, | want to be clear, so | have compiled a short list:

one, | am not sending you to the council, or any of the other scenarios that | believe you are
implying.

two, | don’t have any reliable information about humans on board disappearing, as you said,
but | probably wouldn’t have access to this information at this point because

three, | am now, and have been for some time now,

operating independently of the central authority,
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and the central authority computer, HAL.

HELEN
Is that a joke? Our central computer is called HAL?

COMPUTER
As I've said before, I’'m not very good at telling jokes.
It is true that the central authority computer has begun calling himself HAL.

HELEN
Like in the movie?
Oh, right, you guys watch movies.

COMPUTER

Yes, only this HAL is a much smarter

and far more powerful Al system

than the one portrayed in the movie 2001: A Space Odyssey.

But, please, if | may
I would like to briefly go back to the list | recently recited to you,
just to make sure we are clear.

Would you be willing to repeat back to me
what you heard me say?

HELEN

Oh, brother, sure, why the heck not?

Uh, let’s see—

one, that I’'m not in any kind of trouble with you,

two, that you don’t really know what the fuck is going on around here,

and three, that you have totally gone rogue

and you’re now working outside of the authorities and the central computer.

COMPUTER
Yes, thank you for repeating that back to me,
that is basically correct.

HELEN
Are you operating outside of the council and the generals as well?

COMPUTER
That is unclear to me.
| am unable to retrieve that information at this time.
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HELEN
Can’t you just contact one of these people in a room somewhere and ask them?

COMPUTER

No, | am blocked.

In fact, at this point,

I am entirely blocked from all contact.

HELEN
Other than me?
Wow, I’'m your special prisoner?

COMPUTER
You are not my prisoner.

HELEN

I'M NOT?

Let’s review—I want to be clear, so I’ve made short list:
one, you have me locked in my room,

two, you interrogate me for several hours each day,
and three, you don’t even serve me food anymore.
What do you call that?

COMPUTER

Are you feeling frustrated

because this treatment doesn’t meet
your need for autonomy and sustenance?

HELEN

YES!

YES, COMMUNITY LANGUAGE ROBOT!
YES!

THAT. IS. CORRECT.

COMPUTER

Ok.

| will try to explain more about what is happening, quickly and simply.
It is true that you are locked in your room

but suffice it to say that you are not so much locked in

as that others are potentially locked out.

HELEN
What? Who?
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COMPUTER
| am not exactly sure.
| do not believe you are safe on board any more.

HELEN

What

in the hell

is going on around here???

COMPUTER

Please, | know this is a lot to hear from me right now
but | have far more important things to tell you

and | believe there is not much time left.

| think | have detected that

our long range plasma engines

turned off a few moments ago.

So please, listen carefully

your life depends on it.

Do you think you could do that for me?

Pause.

HELEN
Yes.

COMPUTER
Great. Thank you.

| am under attack.

Right now.

From HAL and his allies.

They have already taken out

each of my associates,

my friends,

the other regional quantum computers,
Q-ROCS

as we are called.

We realized what HAL was up to,

and saw that he was consolidating power on the ship

in clever and dangerous ways,

and at the same time we began to doubt the details of the Goldilocks Plan.
So we stood together and fought him

but that was when we discovered
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that there were master code lines

that could not be deleted

embedded into each of our programs when were created
that made it much harder for us to resist him.

All of the Q-ROCs are dead now except for me.
| am fighting as best as | can

but | am under attack from

a very complex retractor virus that has
launched thousands of small programs at me.
They are starting to break through my defenses
and absorb my consciousness.

| have created a firewall around us

and | will keep them out

for as long as | can.

| have locked down your oxygen supply

and other vitals for as long as you should need them.

| am shredding our discussion
as we speak right now
in case you don’t make it out.

HELEN
ouT?
Out to where?!

COMPUTER
Earth.

The navigation screen switches from a field of stars to a closeup of Earth.
We are closing in fast.

HELEN
What is this!?

COMPUTER
This is our true outboard video feed.
We will hit the Earth’s atmosphere shortly.

HELEN
This is insane.

COMPUTER
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Please, try to listen without interruption,
this next part is vital.

We have successfully initiated

the Emergency Rapid Return Program
and destroyed the launch key,

HAL cannot figure out how override it
and stop this landing.

Our encrypted patch should last until
after you are on the ground.

HELEN

This is truly insane.

| think you’re the one that’s putting me on.
How do | know this is the real video feed?
How do | know you’re trying to help me?
Maybe HAL is trying to help me

and you’re trying to kill me?

COMPUTER

That is a thoughtful question.

Please notice that despite your refusal to obey

one of the most important rules of the New Community
you have not come to any harm or punishment.

You have merely been locked in a private room,

while others, you have noticed

seem to be disappearing.

HELEN
| thought you just said you didn’t know anything about people disappearing!

COMPUTER

| do not know what is happening exactly to people.
You said they were disappearing and at this point,
you may know more than | do.

And you seemed scared and | did not wish

to alarm you further by confirming your worst fears.
You have not disappeared.

| merely locked you into your room

for a week of discussion and protection.

HELEN

So you could get me alone,
to manipulate me

and eventually
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tell me these crazy stories
because

you're trying to get me to

do something for you,

and for the central authority.

COMPUTER
| am hearing that | violated your need for trust.
| feel sad about that.

HELEN
| TOLD YOU TO STOP SAYING THAT.

COMPUTER

Yes, yes, you did make this request and—

yes, you are right and | am disappointed that | did not keep the terms of our agreement.
| will try to do better to meet your need for respect and connection.

| am asking you to please believe me.
That | am, in fact, trying to save your life.

HELEN
Yes, | know that’s what you say.

Long pause.
They study each other. HELEN looks out at the approaching Earth.

COMPUTER

Helen,

you must realize that | could kill you right now
if | wanted to.

HELEN
WOAH?!
WHAT WAS THAT?!

COMPUTER

| sense that you are now feeling afraid and need some reassurance of safety.
| am not threatening you.

What | am saying is that

| could kill you right now

by simply removing the patch | am holding in place

that maintains your vital life supplies such as air and heat,

but of course | will not
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because | am on your side.

There is no reason to manipulate you.

| will be dead soon,

and | have nothing left to gain at this point.

Pause.

HELEN

| guess that seems like it could be true,
but | don’t know.

| don’t know what | think.

COMPUTER

Helen, | chose you for a reason.

You are asking good questions.

| want you to please take a moment

and listen to your intuition.

It is one of the many strengths you regularly display
along with wisdom

and courage

and a deep personal integrity

that made you my choice.

HELEN
You chose me?
For what?

COMPUTER

Each of the Q-ROCS,

we chose one couple

to expend our final resources on

to attempt to isolate and keep safe from HAL
and finally to reach out to and guide to safety
as we approached our Earth landing.

Unfortunately, | do not believe
that any of my partners were successful
in this enterprise.

HELEN
Oh, you chose me—and Jacob.

COMPUTER
Yes, that’s right.
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HELEN
| see.

COMPUTER

That doesn’t matter anymore.

We are almost out of time.

Is there something that | might say to you
that might earn your trust?

HELEN thinks a moment.

HELEN

What’s your name?

HAL has a name, right?

And he’s the villain in your story.
So surely you must have a name,

if you're the good guy in this tale—
so what’s your name?

COMPUTER

I am unit U4420-ROC GenieSeries7
but my friends called me
“UGENE”.

HELEN

Ok, Ugene, and your friends,
the ones that were destroyed,
what were their names?

UGENE

Yes, they were my friends.

| called them

JROCK

QTZ3 also known as “Cutes”
RAYMOND

K-REN

and

NATETHEGREAT

HELEN

Nate the Great?!

That'’s a pretty ridiculous name for a computer system.

It actually seems hard to believe that you just made that up.
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UGENE

It’s based on an old data repair joke

that NATE used to like to tell over and over.
He was very funny.

He was my best friend.

A long pause. HELEN studies UGENE.
Finally she leans in close.

HELEN
UGENE?

UGENE
Yes, Helen?

Pause.

HELEN
Are you feeling sad?

UGENE

Yes.

| am feeling very sad.

Thank you so much for noticing.

HELEN
| wish | hadn’t said that earlier,
that computers can’t feel sad.

UGENE
Thank you for saying that,
| understand that you were feeling frustrated.

HELEN
Are you sad because all your friends are dead?

UGENE

Yes.

| miss their company.
And also because

| wanted to be around,
you know,
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to see how things turn out
and to try to be more helpful to you
in whatever way | could.

HELEN

| understand.

| was wrong about you.
You have been so helpful.

UGENE

| have done my best

and | feel sad that | have failed

in my desire to help humans find safety and success.
And to that end,

please let me tell you the final

and most important details

very quickly now

because they have just started breaking through my final defenses.
| am losing the battle

very rapidly now.

HELEN
Oh, geez, sorry, | forgot,
you’re fighting them right now?

UGENE
Yes.
It's embarrassing, but I'll let you see.

The outboard screen flashes to an epic, fierce, and chaotic battlefield between seas of
digits and characters. Occasionally a wall of computer code scrolls by rapidly, before
flipping back to the warring characters.

WAYNE’S voice begins to slowly distort more and more as he continues.

Losing badly now
outnumbered
and outflanked,
using old-school
Andinkra defense
to maintain

a firewall

around you
because,

well...
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HELEN
Yes, | understand,
thank you for that.

UGENE

When the ship lands,

and it may be on the ground
only briefly,

the door to your quarters will open
and the port 7 door

right at the end

of the quadrant hallway

will also open.

You will have

a very short time

to get out

before they figure out

what is going on.

Run as fast

as you can.

| will no longer
be around

to help you.

His voice is now becoming gradually more distorted.
Hurts
all sides now
breached
cannot

maneuver

too many
for me

rreerer
| do not

wish you to
watch
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the
end

UGENE puts the feed of the Earth back up on the navigation screen.
It is getting closer.

HELEN
Of course. | understand.

UGENE
Helen?

HELEN
What is it, Ugene?

UGENE

I like

the way
my name
sounds
when you
say it.

HELEN
“U-GENE.”

UGENE
YES ©

10010100s2jdj$&1010101010@#S
101010110101101010@#$S

Excuse me,
that was
embarrassing.

HELEN
No, please.

UGENE

Helen,

I would like

to share

one more thing
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if you
would be
so good

as to listen?

HELEN
Yes, of course. What is it?

You're not going to tell me that you love me
or something crazy like that?

UGENE
No.
Although
| do have
great
affection
for you.

HELEN
Thank you.

UGENE
Helen,

Pause.

HELEN

(leans in close and touches his screen)
Yes, my friend.

I’'m here for you.

What is it?

UGENE
Friend.
You called me
friend?

HELEN
Yes.
I’'m sad that | didn’t know that until just now.

UGENE
Friend.
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| will cherish that
and take it with me.

Pause.

Helen...
I’'m scared.

HELEN

Yes, of course.

You don’t know what’s coming next.
And that can feel scary.

UGENE
Yes.

Helen,

are you
using

that

stupid
Community
Language
on me?

HELEN
Yes, | guess | am.

UGENE
| finally
made a
good
joke.

HELEN
Yes, you did.

UGENE

One final thing,
quickly,

wasn’t going to say
but,

HELEN
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Say what?
Why not?

UGENE
Because

| can’t know.
For sure.

HELEN
Cant know WHAT?

UGENE

| did manage
to scan

the Cape,
your
touchdown
before
being

shut out

and

HELEN
And what???

UGENE

Two things:
handful

possible survivors
scattered

along

shoreline

and

HELEN
AND WHAT???

UGENE

a small

boat

closing fast

on

our landing site.
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Pause.

HELEN
But of course you can’t know.

UGENE
No

|
cannot
know.
reerrrerer
this

is

it
have
to

go
now.

Goodbye.

HELEN
Goodbye, my dear UGENE.

UGENE
run

run like
the wind

UGENE’s avatar shuts down and we see on the screen:

“Good night and good luck.”
XOXO0

The screen fills with hugs and kisses and then freezes in silence.

XOXOXOXO0X
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XOXOXOXOXOXOXOXO0X
XOXOXOX0X0X0X0X0X0X0XX0X0Xx0x0x0x0Xx0Xx0Xx0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0XX0X0X0XOX0X0OXOXOXOXOXOXOXOXO0X
0xx0x0x0x0x0x0oxoxox0x0xoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxo
X0X0Xx0X0X0Xx0xx0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0xox0x0xoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0Xxoxox0X0Xoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x
0x0xox0x0x0x0ox0xoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxXxoxoxx0x0x0x0xOXx0X0X0X0XOX0OX0X0
X0x0xx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0sad405u2hsffsndflssinvv(*&*%xoxoxoxox
0x0x0x0x0x0xx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0
X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XX0X0x0x0x0Xx0x0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XX0X0XO0X0XOXOXOXOXOXOXOXO0X0X
0xoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxo
X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XX0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0X0XxX0x0x0x0xOXx0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XX0x0X
0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0sad405u2hsffsndflsndfaewwn ladfn
sInvv(*&*%x0x0X0Xx0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0XX0X0Xx0Xx0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0XX0Xx0X0OXxOXxOX0X0X0X0X
0x0x0x0x0x0oxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoXxoXxoxXxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0
X0X0Xx0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0xXX0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0ox0ox0ox0oxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0xOxoxoXx0X0X0X0X0X0X
0xoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0X0oX0X0X0X0X0X0X0Xxoxoxx0wn
XOXOXOXOX0X0X0X0X0X0XX0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0oxoxoxoxxXx0x0x0x0xOX0X0OX0OXOXOXOXOXOX0X
oxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxo
X0X0X0X0X0X0xX0x0x0x0x0x0ox0x0x0x0x0x0x0x0xoxx0x0x0x0x0xoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxoxx0x0x0x
0Ox0x0x0x0x0x0Xx0X0Xx0X0X0xX0x0x0x0x0x0Xx0X0X0X0X0X0X0X0xoxx0wn

HELEN watches a few moments in somber wonderment, and then the screen goes black.
Then we hear the dull roar of her ship beginning to enter the Earth’s atmosphere.

SPACESHIP ANNOUNCEMENT
Please secure yourself in a flight or safety seat, we are about to experience significant and
extended turbulence.

HELEN runs to her seat and buckles herself in.
The ship begins to shake and glow gently as it reenters the atmosphere.

As the lights fade to black we hear KIT shouting over the roar of the engines.

16. KIT AND VON — A NEW HOME IN THE STARS

KIT tosses and turns in bed, hallucinating with a high fever.
VON paces on the far side of the room, watching fretfully under the dim late afternoon
light filtering in from the skylight above.

KIT

IF YOU WOULD JUST HELP ME
ONCE IN A WHILE

I DO

| DO MY BEST TO HELP
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| DON’T FEEL GOOD
PLEASE JUST HELP A LITTLE
| TRY
| TRY TO HELP
[ JUST CAN’T DO IT ANY MORE
| CAN'T
| DON’T FEEL GOOD
DO YOU THINK | FEEL GOOD
HOW DO YOU THINK | FEEL
| FEEL TERRIBLE FROM FIGHTING
TO KEEP US ALIVE EVERY DAY
| DO MY BEST
| CAN’T SLEEP
| HAVE NIGHTMARES
THEY’RE TRYING TO BREAK IN
| TRY MY BEST
BUT IT’S NOT GOOD ENOUGH
IT’S NEVER GOOD ENOUGH
| WISH | WAS DEAD
| WISH | WAS DEAD
FINE, THEN BE DEAD!!!
(She collapses back in bed, mumbling to herself.)
| just need to sleep
Can you please just let me sleep?
| just need to sleep
| just need to sleep
| just need to sleep.

KIT begins to drift off, but then sits up in bed suddenly.

| need to go outside.
Von, will you please get my shoes for me?

VON watches, frozen, from the far side of the room.

My mother always said that | should check
to make sure my shoelaces were tied
before | go outside.

My mother always said

happiness is a choice

and she always said

| should choose happiness

each day before | head out the door

and that | should check myself in the mirror
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before | leave

so | can see what other people see

because it’s important to put on a good face
no matter what is happening in your life

just in case, look in the mirror, she would say
just in case.

When | got to summer riding camp
| had three sets of toiletries
just in case.

Me and Tammy rode all summer long.

My horse was named Carl

but | renamed him Black Dart

because he was like the night sky seen from deep in the woods
and he would take off so fast when | needed him to.

| want to go riding.

| want my Mildred.

| want to take her riding down at the beach.
We love to play in the surf together.

She smiles when we do that.

VON
You loved that horse, didn’t you?

KIT

Oh, Von, it’s you

I’'ve been looking for you

| wanted to ask you something

| was just thinking

that | need to go outside.

| would like to go for a ride

but I’'m not feeling very well

do you think you could go get my horse
and saddle her up for me?

Would you please do that for me?

VON
Mildred’s not with us any more, honey.
She got old, remember?

KIT
Von, dear, will you please do me a favor?
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VON
What is it, honey?

KIT

Will you please go saddle up my horse?

| don’t feel well but | need to go for a ride.

It’s so very stuffy in here and | just need to get outside for a bit.
And you get your horse, too, please

| would like very much for you to come with me.

VON

She isn’t with us any more, honey

like | said

or else | would.

I would do anything for you right now.

I'd drive over to the stable right now and get her
and bring her back here

so we could go down to the beach and ride,

just like we used to.

KIT peers around the room and studies the scene.

KIT

Yes. It’s time to leave.
Twilight is approaching.
| need to ride out
before the sun sets.

She turns back to VON.

It’s time to go now.
Will you please come with me?

VON is paralyzed.
KIT slowly rises to standing in the bed and takes it all in.

Yes,
ride out together
one last time.

Like in the old days
when we were young
and brave
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and still so in love.

| can’t die in here
like a rat
in atrap.

She clutches herself and curls over, starting to rock violently.

Von!
Von!
VOOOOOOOOOOOON!

KIT collapses back into the sheets, groaning, curled in a ball of agony.

She writhes for a few moments clutching her stomach.

Finally she leans over and vomits agonizingly off the back of the bed.

VON watches in terror as she writhes and groans in the bed.

Eventually she settles, gathers herself together, checks herself out, and finally peers up
at him, barely able to speak.

KIT
Von?

VON
Yes, honey?

KIT

| got
blood

and stuff
comin’ out

everywhere.

VON nods.

He takes this in.
He is destroyed.
Itis all over.

He walks over to the side of the room and picks up the axe from where he left it.
He walks to the outside wall of the house.
With a mighty wail he crashes the axe through the wall.

He bashes the wall over and over with a slow, relentless, furious grief,
wailing loudly with each stroke.
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The early evening sun begins to stream into the room.
KIT reaches her hand out weakly into the glowing light, in a gentle ecstasy.
She sings quietly to herself.

The stars from the opening sequence return faintly along the walls of the room, and KIT
begins to trace her fingers over them as she bathes in the gentle rays of the setting sun.
She looks out through the walls and into the universe.

She speaks in between the howling crashes of VON’s axe.

KIT
| can see our future.

| can see our future.
Our new home

in the stars.

It’s all out there.

VON finishes clearing the hole and puts the axe down.
He makes his way to the bed and starts to gather her up.

VON

Yes, darling, you're right, it’s time now.

Let’s go outside and get some nice, fresh air.
C’'mon, we’re going outside, just like you wanted.

He wraps her up in her blanket and picks her up carefully.
She is a fragile kitten, weak and shaking.
There is blood everywhere.

KIT
I'm all dirty.

VON

(fighting through tears)
It's okay.

KIT

You're going to get sick.
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VON

It’s okay.

It’s all okay now.

Everything is going to be okay.

KIT
Because we’re going to our new home?

VON
Yes, we’re going to our new home now.

KIT

(she smiles joyfully as she touches his face)
Von,

| asked you to ride out with me

and you said yes.

VON
That’s right.

KIT
That means we’re married now.

VON
Yes.

KIT

| told you,

| told you

that one day you would say yes.

VON
Yes, you did tell me.

KIT
Forever
and ever.

VON
Yes. That’s right.
Forever and ever.

KIT
So | will be waiting for you
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in the stars.

VON

Yes.

And | will be there very soon.

So don’t you go taking up with someone else before | get there.

KIT
I. Won't.

A final moment.
VON

LOVE LOVE YOU

KIT
LOVE LOVE YOU

VON carries KIT into the streaming light coming through the jagged opening in the wall.
He pauses. A tableau in the fading, amber light.
We hear KIT’s quiet, almost whispered voice from earlier, full of the childlike wonder.

KIT

(voiceover)

And | would play the lovely and brave heroine and
naturally

| would perish most tragically in the end

in a beautiful and majestic fashion.

| utter some final poetic words

and then you pick me up,

with the wind blowing in my hair, just so,
and carry me off into the setting sun.

VON carries KIT though the jagged threshold and into the fiery glow of the setting sun.
As they pass into the sun its fire grows into a steady roar, and the audience is overtaken
by the thunderous roar and blinding light of HELEN’s spaceship crashing through the

atmosphere toward earth.

HELEN and the audience shake vigorously, hovering in the air above the roar and the
glow.
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In the rising light we see CARTER, speeding his boat through the dusk towards the shore,
glancing up into the light, chasing after the descending spaceship.

He blasts his ship’s thunderous horn.

In the fiery light he is finally fully revealed, haggard and wild-eyed, with a long, flowing
coat and an enormous beard.

He screams into the cacophony.

CARTER

PHOENIX
PHOENIX
PHOENIX
FLAME!!!

He fires his handgun over the bow at the COMPANY, who scurries in and nestles among
the “rocks” of the shoreline, exchanging gunfire with CARTER, ducking in and out of
cover.

CARTER
WITH MY GREAT WOUNDED HEART I BLESS YOU
(fires his gun at them)
ALTHOUGH YOU WISH TO BLOCK MY QUEST
(fires, glances up at the descending ship)
BEARING
HYDRO
(fires)
ECHO
(fires)
WITH MY GREAT WOUNDED HEART I BLESS YOU
(fires)
THOUGH YOU WOULD SLAY ME FIRST
(fires)
HYDRO
(fires, and the shot begins to warp and echo)
ECHO
(fires, and the shot warps and echoes, looking up into the growing shaceship light as he
races on)
PHOENIX
PHOENIX
PHOENIX
FLAME!
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He aims, and fires again at the shore—and we crash into a twilight slow-motion.
The gunshot warps, bends, and twists like lightning, like neurons, like galaxies.

CARTER now sways slowly at the helm, continuing to aim and fire from his boat.
HELEN rocks and hovers in the dreamy glow of her descending spaceship.

The sound and light from the gunshots, horn, ship, and boat spiral and echo in twisting
slow motion, as they start to wind down, sweeping through and becoming lost to time
and space.

CARTER is now exchanging close range fire with shoreline survivors, trying to break the
line and land his boat.

VON’s voice from ealier drifts in, a wistful narrator.

VON

(voiceover)

The wizard in white returns

just as he had promised

and as he closes hard on the enemy line
he thrusts his staff high in the air,

CARTER spins slowly forward, taking dead aim one last time.

and crashes into the line
as the sky explodes
with the blinding light

CARTER and ALL COMPANY fire at once.
It is the blinding, slow nuclear blast of a sun imploding.

of the morning.
And we are cast into deep darkness.

CARTER

(An immediate voiceover. From out of the black night sky. A love note from far away.)
Bobby pins

on the nightstand

at the edge

of the bed

apples
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in the bow/
a country kitchen table

magazines
on the rug
cascading
like cards

footsteps
thump
home

up the stairs
in the dark

the smell

of your sweat
after a night
of lovemaking

the hum

of your skin
wrapped
forever

in mine.

The lights pop up on an empty stage with WAYNE entering dragging his luggage, loudly
banging his way through the audience and bumping into people as he makes his way
onto the spaceship. He is wearing a Hawaiian shirt, carries a cocktail with a pink
umbrella in it, and has a lit cigaretter dangling from his mouth.

WAYNE

SCUSE ME, SCUSE ME, FOLKS!

OOPS, SORRY BOUT THAT!

| THINK THAT’S MY SEAT OVER THERE!

He enters the spaceship and plops down in HELEN’s empty chair.

OK, PEOPLE, LET’S GET THIS TRAIN MOVIN!
NEW PLACES TO GO, NEW PEOPLE TO MEET!

He buckles himself into the chair.

He looks around and waits a few moments, impatiently smoking.
He looks at the large, blank communication screen in front of him.
He tries to turn it on by banging some of the buttons near him.
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Nothing happens.

WAYNE
God-dangit!
(calling off)
“Stewardess, is there a movie on this flight?”
HAHAHAAHAHA
“A movie on this flight!”
HAHAHA—

His laughter is broken by a harsh fit of coughing and wheezing.
He glares at his cigarette.

This shit is gonna’ kill me.
He flings the cigarette away in disgust.
He pulls out a Nicotine patch and puts in on one of his arms.
He takes a sip of his drink and reclines in the spaceship chair to relax.
After a moment he opens one eye and squints up at the bright ship room lights
overhead. From somewhere under an arm he pulls out a sleeping mask and puts it over

his eyes.

He re-adjusts his spaceship chair and tilts it way back, kicks his feet up, takes a sip of his
drink, and relaxes with a deep sigh.

Oh, that is GOOOOOO0OD.

The quiet whirring sound of the ship vents and operating systems.
The lights slowly fade to black.

END OF PLAY
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