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			FOREWORD

			BY ALANNA MITCHELL

			Ideas hop around, leaping from person to person, across time and place and space, sprinting from one brain to another over air and radio waves, cables, satellites, musical notes, and even the written word.

			And, of course, they morph as they go, shifting in emphasis and meaning as they skitter about.

			Take this play, for example. It’s adapted from the widely praised first novel by Carla Gunn, Amphibian. So, a play from a novel. But its roots are also complexly intertwined with many other phenomena. For example, this play has a kinship—so Ellen Close tells me—with a round of research and writing I did as a journalist that ended up becoming my book Sea Sick: The Global Ocean in Crisis. So, me, trekking around the world quizzing scientists and then turning those ideas into a work of non-fiction.

			But then my book became a bunch of lectures whose ideas inspired Franco Boni and Ravi Jain of the Theatre Centre in Toronto, and together the three of us metamorphosed the book and the lectures and a whole raft of other ideas into the play Sea Sick, which Ellen saw. Somehow Gunn’s book and my adventures as a journalist and Phin’s odyssey in this play did a dance together in Ellen’s brain—along with, no doubt, many other influences—as she and Braden Griffiths made something wholly new.

			Some might put this down merely to the phenomenon of multidisciplinarianism. And some might be seduced into thinking that this play, or Gunn’s novel, or my book and talks and play, are about the environmental crisis on our planet.

			I think they are about something even more important. They are about the power of curiosity. About the immense human need to understand, to explain, to seek answers, to imagine. They are about the primordial need for narrative, for home, for a way to describe the world.

			They are, at base, about honouring mystery and then somehow figuring out how to put that idea out there for others to play with and pass along in whatever ways they can.

			Alanna Mitchell is a Canadian journalist, author, and playwright. With help, she turned her award-winning book Sea Sick: The Global Ocean in Crisis into a one-woman play that she has performed across Canada and internationally. It was nominated for a Dora Mavor Moore Award in 2014. Her latest book, Malignant Metaphor: Confronting Cancer Myths, came out in September 2015 and she is at work on her fifth book and next play.
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			The play was remounted as part of Vertigo’s Y Stage Theatre Series at the Vertigo Studio in Calgary from January 28 to February 7, 2016.

		

	
		
			CHARACTERS

			The show is written to be performed by two actors, one male and one female, who both play Phineas Walsh, a nine-year-old boy. 

			Phin 1 also plays:

			Mrs. Wardman

			Bird

			Dr. Barrett

			The Leader

			Phin 2 also plays:

			Mom

			Rena

			Kaitlyn

			Gordon

			The Scientist

		

	
		
			ACT ONE

			SCENE ONE

			Bedroom. PHIN is drawing in a sketchbook.

			PHIN 

			1 & 2A pain mark is lots of different shades of red.

			PHIN 1

			When pain is small—like when you’re hungry but not so hungry you would eat broccoli—the mark is small, like a dot on a page and pinkish red. But when pain is huge, the mark is huge and very dark shades of red.

			We see a globe glowing red from within—the pain mark of the planet of Reull.

				The pain mark of the planet of Reull is a very dark shade of red. This planet is home to millions of different species. These creatures live in harmony together, each one a thread in the web of life. But one of these creatures, the creature known as the Gorach, has started to break that web with their selfishness, stupidity, and greed.

			PHIN 2

			Deep in the jungles of Reull, the Gorach they call the Scientist was on a quest. He was assisted by the Gorach they call . . . uh, the Assistant. They were seeking the last of the Ohzozos, a creature who absorbs carbon dioxide through its skin and cleans the polluted air.

			The Ohzozo puppet appears. It farts bubbles.
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			The SCIENTIST puppet emerges out of a laundry hamper, searching.

			SCIENTIST	

			The Assistant, look! The last Ohzozo!

				Observe—absorption, release.

			The Ohzozo farts more bubbles.

				Majestic!

				We can clone this creature to heal our atmosphere.

				This Ohzozo smells a bit like a Coonit.

				Rich Gorachs get to eat Coonit every day. I’ve only gotten to try it once.

			He breathes in their delicious fart smell.

				So . . . decadent . . .

			The SCIENTIST grabs the Ohzozo and eats it. He spits the head out.

				Meh! Not as good as Coonit!

			PHIN 2

			The Scientist! What have you done?

			SCIENTIST

			Hmmm?

			He realizes his mistake and screams in horror.

				Nooooooo!

			He hides the body of the Ohzozo.

				. . . Oh well.

			The Ohzozo’s soul light floats into the sky. We barely hear a long, high-pitched mournful drone.

			PHIN 2

			The other creatures of Reull are very to-infinity sad about the extinction of the Ohzozo. One more string of the web of life has been torn away forever. There can only be a few more destroyed before the whole planet falls into space.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWO

			Classroom.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) My friend Bird and I have been trying to lick our elbows for two weeks now.

			BIRD	

			You need to try harder, Phin, mine is way closer.

			PHIN 2

			Yeah, but your tongue is like a giraffe’s . . . only it’s pink, not purple.

			BIRD	

			(with his tongue out) Anything is possible if you set your mind to it.

			PHIN 2

			Lots of people say that but I don’t think it’s actually true. I think the only way Bird and I could lick an elbow is if he licked mine and I licked his. But that would be gross.

			MRS. W	

			Bird! Phin! That’s enough fooling around from you two. Bird, grab your things and change places with Lyle.

			PHIN 2

			Wait, no! Mrs. Wardman, please—my mom says I’m supposed to give Lyle a “wide berth.”

			MRS. W	

			That’s enough, Phin, come up to the board. Okay, grade four, let’s get back to spelling. See if you can fill in the blank.

			PHIN goes up to the board, which reads “Lions live in the j _ _ _ _ _.”

			PHIN 2

			Is this a trick question?

			MRS. W	

			What do you mean, Phin?

			PHIN 2

			Well, there’s no j word for “savannah.”

			MRS. W	

			The exercise is to spell “jungle.” Can you spell “jungle”?

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) I thought three thoughts.

			PHIN’s thoughts are projected as he speaks:

				1. Lions don’t live in the jungle.

				2. Mom says maybe I should stop pointing out to Mrs. Wardman that she’s wrong when she’s wrong.

				3. She’s the teacher and it’s not good if she’s teaching everybody the wrong thing.

				(to MRS. W.) The answer can’t be jungle, because lions don’t live in the jungle. They live on the grasslands and savannah.

			MRS. W	

			Okay, point taken, Phin. You can take your seat. Kaitlyn, could you please spell “jungle”?

		

	
		
			SCENE THREE

			Kitchen. MOM is on the phone.

			PHIN 1

			(as he enters) Hi, Mom! Ugh! Mrs. Wardman is the worst! She made us do this stupid spelling exercise. And get this, on the handout there was a picture of a polar bear and a penguin sitting on the same ice floe. They live on opposite ends of the world!

			MOM holds up a finger and mouths “just a minute.”

			MOM	

			(into phone) Okay, great, I can do another draft and have it to you by . . . ten?

				All right. Yep. Bye.

			She hangs up.

			PHIN 

			1Mom.

			MOM	

			Just a sec.

			She makes a note on her laptop.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) My mom’s a journalist. “Freelance.”

			MOM	

			Okay, what? Ice floe? 

			PHIN 1

			Yes, our handouts make no sense, also Bird got moved to the front of the room and I got left at the back.

			MOM	

			Maybe it’s good to sit beside someone new for a change?

			PHIN 1

			No, now I’m beside waste-of-space Lyle.

			MOM	

			Oh, well, hopefully it’s a temporary thing.

			PHIN 1

			But sitting beside Bird is the only thing that makes school fun. Now I sit near Lyle, Kaitlyn, who I’m pretty sure has lice, and Gordon who is always asking me questions because he’s basically an Acanthonus armatus!

			MOM	

			A what?

			PHIN 1

			The vertebrate with the smallest brain weight compared to spinal-cord weight.

			MOM	

			Look at it this way—adversity builds character.

			PHIN 1

			What the heck does that mean?

			MOM	

			Well, your granddad MacKeamish used to tell a story about a man who found a chrysalis and thought he’d help the butterfly by cutting it open.

			PHIN 1

			That’s a bad idea.

			MOM	

			Right, the butterfly wasn’t ready to emerge and so it ended up with shrivelled wings and was never able to fly. What Granddad meant was that sometimes it’s good to struggle.

			PHIN 1

			Yeah, but school isn’t like being a pupa, it’s like being a hamster on a wheel. Ugh.

			MOM laughs.

				Uno or Go Fish?

			MOM	

			Maybe after dinner. I’ve got things on the stove and this to finish up.

			PHIN 1

			What’s the story?

			MOM	

			Oh. A new development planned near the wetlands, probably a bunch of big-box stores.

			PHIN 1

			Why do they call it a development, anyway? The wetlands are already perfectly developed. They should call it a destroyment.

			MOM	

			You’re probably right.

			PHIN 1

			Okay. I’m going to watch the Green Channel.

			MOM	

			Sure, we’ll eat in an hour, okay?

			PHIN 1

			Yeah, yeah.

				(to audience) The Green Channel is excellent. It has shows about animals and nature and how humans are ruining the environment. I’ve seen this episode before. It’s about when an elephant in Africa dies, elephants will come from all over and trumpet around the dead elephant. Then they cover his body with branches, to say goodbye. But I know all about that already.

				Last year when I was eight, I said goodbye to my father. But he’s not dead. It just feels like it sometimes.

			We hear an email from Phin’s dad:

			“Dear Phin—I hope you and Mom are doing well. Right now I am in Switzerland covering a story about how the permafrost is melting in the Alps. Missing you a bunch. Call you soon. Love, Dad.”

			PHIN goes up to his bedroom and looks at his globe.

			PHIN 2

			The permafrost is melting. The PERMAfrost!

			He touches his town and then Switzerland and an electronic voice says “7,786 kilometres.”

				My dad’s a journalist too, but he travels a lot for stories. He bought me this globe for my last birthday so I could always know how far he is from me. I think he thought it might make me feel better to be able to see exactly where on earth he is. But that’s like not only knowing that you’re about to get a needle but also knowing how far it’s going to go into your muscle.

				Dad’s always liked my paintings of the Reull creatures but he said I should maybe write about them too, so when I email him back I’m going to attach my story about the Ohzozo. Mom only likes watching comedies, because she says “I get enough darkness at work.” The extinction of the Ohzozo is dark, plus she’s super busy, so I just won’t show her, but I think Dad will like it.

			He touches Switzerland again: “7,786 kilometres.”

		

	
		
			SCENE FOUR

			Outside. BIRD wipes away the footprints in the snow with a fir tree branch.

			PHIN 2

			Bird, what’re you doing?

			BIRD	

			If the Crime Scene Investigation Unit comes to the school to see who’s been going past the tree, they won’t be able to tell because all they’ll see in the snow are the tree-branch marks. The tree branch won’t have any fingerprints on it because . . .

			He flashes his mitts.

				They might find traces of wool on the branch but that won’t help them much since a lot of the other kids have wool mitts too.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) Technically we’re not allowed to go past this tree during recess.

			BIRD	

			That’s the perfect crime.

			PHIN 2

			But, Bird, they might be able to match up the wool they find on the tree branch with the wool of your mittens because no two pairs of mittens will be exactly the same.

			BIRD	

			But if the CSI show up at the school, I’ll hide the mitts somewhere and put on my spare pair.

			PHIN 2

			But where would you hide them on such short notice?

			BIRD	

			Put them in some other kid’s pocket.

			PHIN 2

			You should put them in Lyle’s!

			BIRD	

			Yeah, let’s frame him. Twenty-five years to life for going past the tree. We’d be Lyle-free. But I guess I’d feel kinda bad for the other people in jail.

			The recess bell rings and they go into the classroom.

			PHIN 2

			But, Bird, flakes of your skin will be in the mittens and the skin would match your DNA and not Lyle’s.

			BIRD	

			Oh yeah! Eff! . . . Well, I’ll take my chances.

			PHIN 2

			It’d be worth it to get rid of Lyle.

			MRS. W	

			Phin, Bird, sit down. Okay, kids, ears on me. We’re going to gain a new friend in our classroom—a class pet. You’ll have to use your logic skills to guess what is under the sheet.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) I thought six thoughts.

			Projected:

				1. There are only a few animals that are domesticated and would make good companion animals.

				2. It can’t be a cat or dog because they would be making noises.

				3. A horse could be an animal companion.

				4. The show-and-tell table couldn’t hold a horse.

				5. Some people think pigs make good domesticated companion animals.

				6. We shouldn’t eat our companions.

				(to MRS. W) I don’t have a guess because I ruled out all suitable companion animals.

			MRS. W	

			Okay, Phin. Anyone else have any guesses. Yes, Gordon?

			GORDON	

			Is a gewbil?

			MRS. W	

			No, it’s not a gerbil, but that’s a great educated guess, Gordon. Yes, Kaitlyn?

			KAITLYN	

			Is it a tiger?

			MRS. W	

			Well, let’s think. Did you use your logic skills? Think about the size of the box . . .

			KAITLYN	

			Oh. A small tiger.

			MRS. W	

			Do you mean a cat?

			KAITLYN	

			No, no, like a little tiger.

			BIRD	

			Oh, oh, oh!

			MRS. W	

			Bird, I can only hear hands.

			BIRD puts up his hand.

				Yes, Bird?

			BIRD	

			Uh . . . wha . . . no . . . ferret—snake—lizard!

			PHIN 2

			Hm, ferret.

			MRS. W	

			Getting warmer. Ready? It’s . . . a frog! Welcome your new class pet, everyone!

				Yes, Phin?

			PHIN 2

			What kind of a frog is it?

			MRS. W	

			That’s a good question, Phin.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) It looks like a White’s tree frog to me but they’re nocturnal and I doubt that Mrs. Wardman would get a pet that would sleep all day and be awake all night when we aren’t even here.

			MRS. W	

			It’s a White’s tree frog. Our frog will be an excellent pet for us, because they are quiet and don’t need a lot of care.

			PHIN 2

			How does that make a pet excellent?

			MRS. W	

			Now we’re going to pick a name for our pet. Get out a slip of paper and write down your suggestions.

			PHIN 2

			I know he’s male because he has a grayish throat and females have white throats.

			MRS. W	

			Got it? Okay, now fold them up and put them in this jar. Thank you, Phin. All right . . . the name of our class frog is . . . 

			MRS. W pulls a name from the jar.

				Cuddles! Who suggested that name?

			PHIN raises his hand and laughs, looking around at his classmates.

				Nice name, Phin, congratulations.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) Nobody else seemed to think that was weird—a frog that was quiet, slept all day, didn’t need much attention, and that you couldn’t cuddle is now called Cuddles. Sometimes sarcasm just doesn’t work.

		

	
		
			SCENE FIVE

			We hear an email from Dad:

			“Dear Phin, I am impressed! I really enjoyed reading your story and can’t wait to find out what happens next with the Gorachs. I just landed in Athens to cover the protests. I’ll be here for at least a few weeks but I’m really looking forward to seeing you after so long on the road. Say hi to your mother for me. Love, Dad.”

			Bedroom. PHIN touches his distance globe and it says: “9,224 kilometres.”

			PHIN 2

			After two chimpanzees fight and everything quiets down, the chimp who won the fight goes over to the other chimp and hugs him and kisses him and grooms him. They find a way to make up. So they can stay in the same social group. They don’t just pick up and leave.

		

	
		
			SCENE SIX

			Bedroom. PHIN is writing in his Reull book.

			PHIN 1

			Gorachs are quickly becoming the most abundant species on Reull. Gorachs like the Scientist, who think they’re the most intelligent beings in the universe, never think twice about hurting another creature that might give them something they want, so the strings of the web of life are being cut at an alarming rate.

			SCIENTIST	

			The Assistant! Hop to it, let’s get to work.

				Ooh, we have a new specimen today. The Plubber.

				Wakey, wakey!

			The Plubber rises out of the bed.

				Good morning, Plubber!

			The SCIENTIST pets it, first softly then more violently.

				Fuzzy! Nice! Nice! Nice!
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			The Plubber moans and covers its eyes.

				Ooh! It seems to want to play peekaboo.

			PHIN 2

			No, she seems to cover her face in despair.

			SCIENTIST	

			Lower life forms do not despair!

			The SCIENTIST grabs a branch and hides behind it.

				Peekaboo!

			The Plubber does not comply. The SCIENTIST gets angry and jabs the Plubber.

				Peek! A! Boo!

			PHIN 2

			Stop! Creatures like the Plubber have souls too.

			SCIENTIST	

			Nonsense! Here—I have a device that will prove that Plubbers don’t have souls.

			He presses a button and a sinister-looking hook descends, lifting up the Plubber.

				The soul-weighing machine!

			A recorded voice says:

			“Total weight, 7,013 kilograms.

			Weight of bone, skin, organs, and blood, 7,012.995 kilograms.

			Weight of soul, .005 kilograms.”

				See! Just a puny soul, so small it doesn’t even count. 

		

	
		
			SCENE SEVEN

			Bedroom.

			PHIN 1

			When I’m worried at night, the only thing that makes me feel better is to sleep beside my mom. But she keeps saying that I’m too old now. All other young mammals sleep beside their mothers. Even human adults get to sleep beside somebody, like when they’re married. How come kids don’t get to sleep beside somebody too?

			PHIN tosses and turns.

				Nope. I’m too worried.

			Kitchen. MOM is working on her laptop.

			MOM	

			What is it, Phin? Why are you up when I put you to bed over an hour ago? How are you going to do well in school tomorrow if you’re tired? Don’t you understand that I have a lot of work to do after I put you to bed?

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I hate it when she asks me a lot of questions in a row because then I have to remember them in order so that I can answer them in order.

				(to MOM) I am worried about Cuddles. I can’t sleep. I’ll be fine, school is easy. And, yes.

			MOM	

			Okay, well, Cuddles will be fine. He’s safe in his aquarium.

			PHIN 1

			The being-in-the-aquarium part is the part that worries me. Frogs are nocturnal and there’s nothing for him to see or hear at the very time when he’s most awake. He might be in pain because of it.

			MOM	

			You have to stop anthropomorphizing. Do you know what that means?

				It means treating animals like they have the same thoughts and feelings as people.

			PHIN 1

			But why is that wrong? Why the heck do you think animals don’t feel pain and feel scared? They do, you know. The Green Channel has lots of shows about that. Scientists do all sorts of experiments on animals to learn more about humans /

			MOM	

			/ Phin—

			PHIN 1

			/ but some of them think that the stuff we know about humans doesn’t apply to other animals. That’s like bumping heads with someone super hard /

			MOM	

			/ Phineas—

			PHIN 1

			/ and then saying you don’t think that the other person’s head hurts too.

			MOM	

			Phin, please—it’s late. I’m working on a really hard story, and . . . I just don’t have time to sit with you tonight, okay? Just go back to your bed and try to think nice thoughts.

			PHIN 1

			I’m all out. And I can’t sleep. I know this is one of those nights that I won’t be able to sleep—not even a little bit.

			MOM	

			Phineas, get up those stairs to bed.

			PHIN doesn’t move. MOM sighs.

				Okay.

			Bedroom. PHIN climbs into bed. MOM sits beside him.

			PHIN 1

			I love you, Mom.

			MOM	

			I love you too. Now go to sleep.

			Time shift. MOM is now asleep, snoring lightly.

			PHIN 1

			Do you know what I think? I think that some people can’t stand to think that Cuddles or any animals feel a lot like human beings. Knowing that so many of the earth’s animals feel sadness and pain is just way too much hurt for their minds to let them see.

		

	
		
			SCENE EIGHT

			Kitchen.

			MOM	

			Phineas! Hop to it! We need to leave the house soon!

			PHIN trudges in sleepily.

			PHIN 1

			Gah, your voice is as shrill as a red-tailed hawk.

			MOM	

			Why thank you. Can I interest you in some breakfast, sir? Our specials are oatmeal, grapefruit, mackerel on toast . . .

			PHIN

			 1Ew.

			MOM	

			. . . peanut butter and jam . . .

			PHIN 1

			Yes. That one.

			MOM	

			Excellent choice.

			PHIN 1

			Actually, no—forget that. Our peanut butter has palm oil in it.

			MOM	

			So . . . ?

			PHIN 1

			Don’t you even care about the orangutans?

			MOM

			What?

			PHIN 1

			On the Green Channel yesterday they said that palm oil comes from palm-tree plantations that have been built where the orangutans used to live.

			MOM	

			But we already have the peanut butter and so we’re not going to help the monkeys by not eating it.

			PHIN 1

			Well, I’m not eating it. lt’s a consumer boycott. And they’re not monkeys, they’re great apes.

			MOM	

			Well, I’m sorry, sir, we’re out of orangutan-free peanut butter this morning, is there something else that you might like?

			PHIN 1

			Mom, the peanut butter doesn’t have orangutans in it—it’s made with palm oil that comes from plantations that are being built on orangutan territory and making them go extinct!

			MOM	

			You’re going to make my sanity go extinct. I’ll get you some orangutan-free Shreddies.

			She leaves.

			PHIN 1

			My mom doesn’t get it. This is important. Orangutans are critically endangered. In fact, if you gathered together every single primate from the twenty-five most endangered species, they could fit on one football field.

			PHIN’s stomach drops as though he is in an elevator descending too quickly.

				Mom, forget it, I’m not hungry!

			MOM	

			(returning with a box of cereal) You have to eat.

			PHIN 1

			No, I can’t. I feel weird, like my heart is dangling by a string into my belly.

			MOM	

			What do you mean, Phinnie? You feel sick?

			PHIN 1

			No. I just feel like something really bad is going to happen today.

			MOM	

			Oh. I feel like that some days too but my feelings don’t make bad things happen. Your thoughts can’t do that either.

			PHIN 1

			How do you know for sure?

			MOM	

			If my thoughts could make things happen, then there would be some editors in this city with giant ears and no mouths.

			PHIN 1

			The luna moth has no mouth. It can only mate and lay eggs and then it dies because it can’t eat.

			MOM	

			You never cease to amaze me. Now get moving—I’m going to be late for my interview.

		

	
		
			SCENE NINE

			Classroom.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) Frogs can get fungus diseases that make them dry out and lose weight so I check Cuddles every day. I’m really worried about him in there but I don’t think he’s losing any weight, so I don’t think that’s the bad thing that’s going to happen.

			BIRD	

			So what’s gonna happen?

			PHIN 2

			I made a list. 1. Mrs. Wardman might have been abducted by aliens who implanted an alien’s consciousness in her body.

			BIRD

			Cool.

			PHIN 2

			2. Today a species that all other species depend on could become extinct. That would mean the end of the living earth.

			BIRD

			Whoa.

			PHIN 2

			3. I could get spontaneous human combustion.

			BIRD	

			. . . Whoa. Cool.

			PHIN 2

			4. My mother could get necrotizing fasciitis in the paper cut she got on her finger last night and—

			MRS. W	

			Phin, Bird, take your seats! Gordon stop that, that’s . . . offensive. Okay, everyone, get out your math duotangs.

			PHIN 2

			As I was getting out my duotang, Lyle knocked my pencil off my desk and when I went to pick it up he flicked me in the back of the head! Probably that’s the bad thing that was going to happen. Whew, that’s not so bad.

				“Add 679 and 451 and then estimate to the nearest hundred to check your answer.”

			He sighs, raises his hand, and MRS. W comes over.

				I don’t think this question makes any logical sense. How can I check my answer with an estimate after I actually add those numbers up?

			MRS. W	

			Remember how we discussed that if you round numbers up or down to the nearest hundred and then add them, your answer should be about the same as when you really add them?

			PHIN 2

			I remember that. But how can an estimate be more true than the actual answer?

			MRS. W	

			Just give it a try.

			Cuddles starts to make distress noises and jumps against the glass.

			PHIN 2

			Oh no, Cuddles!

			MRS. W	

			Phin, get back to your desk. Get back to work, kids. Cuddles is fine.

			PHIN 2

			How can Cuddles be fine when he’s slamming his body against the glass?

				(to audience) I’m really worried that Cuddles has zoochosis, which is what animals can get when they’re put in teeny cages. Big cats rock back and forth and giraffes twist their necks over and over again. I think it must be extra hard to be in a zoo if you’re a giraffe—such a long neck and nothing to look forward to.

			Cuddles hits the glass again.

		

	
		
			SCENE TEN

			Bedroom.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I can’t stop thinking about Cuddles. I thought about him when I was watching the Green Channel; I thought of him as I was eating my bedtime snack; I thought about him when I was brushing my teeth. It’s like he’s hopping through my brain pathways and each time he makes a turn he splits into two and goes down two more roads and those roads split into two and so does he and so on and so on and so on until there are thousands of Cuddleses hopping all through my brain until it overflows and frogs start coming out my ears.

			MOM	

			You just can’t think of a frog as though it’s a person. They’re just not as intelligent.

			PHIN 1

			If aliens came down to the planet earth and they were one million times smarter than humans, would it be all right to capture all the humans with nets and put them in solitary cages and feed them once in a while and watch them bang their heads against the glass until the day they died?

			MOM	

			Okay, I see your point. Close your eyes and I’ll play you some relaxation sounds.

			MOM plays some gentle rain noises from her laptop.

			PHIN 1

			This makes me think of being struck by lightning, which is way likelier than getting attacked by a shark, but about the same as being killed by a bee sting.

			MOM	

			Okay . . .

			She switches the track to rainforest sounds.

			PHIN 1

			That’s not even what a rainforest sounds like. If you went to a rainforest these days likely all you’d hear would be the sounds of power saws and big trucks and animals running and howling and crying because their homes are falling down all around and on top of them.

			Ocean sounds.

				Drowning. Oil spills. Dead zones. Coral bleaching.

			MOM	

			Oh, Phin . . .

			PHIN 1

			Turn it off. Can you just sit with me?

			MOM	

			Five minutes and that’s it, okay?

			Time shift. MOM is asleep.

			PHIN 1

			I listened to her snore and thought about Cuddles some more. I am starting to think of a plan to get him free.

		

	
		
			SCENE ELEVEN

			Kitchen. The next day.

			PHIN 1

			No! No! I saw on the Green Channel that psychologists imprison animals in cages and put chemicals on their skin and in their eyes. Sometimes animals break their necks trying to escape the pain that the psychologists are causing them.

			MOM	

			Phin, that’s not . . . Dr. Barrett works only with humans, not animals.

			PHIN 1

			You mean not-human animals.

			MOM	

			He helps kids with their problems, like worrying.

			PHIN 1

			You look like the worried one, not me.

			DR. B’s office.

			DR. B	

			It’s great to meet you, Phin. I was thinking we’d spend today just talking, getting to know each other. Sound good? . . . Okay. You know what a thought is, eh, Phin?

			PHIN 

			2Yes.

				

			(to audience) In fact, since I had walked into his office, I had four thoughts.

			Projected:

				1. Dr. Barrett is weird.

				2. He smells like Parmesan cheese.

				3. I hate Parmesan cheese.

				4. It smells just like throw-up because they have the same molecular structure.

			DR. B	

			You also know what a fact is, right, Phin?

			PHIN 

			2Yes.

			DR. B	

			Okay, great. Why don’t you give me an example of a fact?

			PHIN 2

			A pistol shrimp has a small claw and a large claw, and when it snaps the large one shut, the two halves squeeze water out at such a speed that it’s the loudest sound made on earth by any animal.

			DR. B	

			Wow, that’s very interesting. That fact is in your head with lots of other thoughts, right? Well, right now I’m having a thought about a people-eating monster. Is this thought a fact too? Right, because thoughts and facts aren’t necessarily the same. Do you know, Phin, that thoughts make emotions?

			PHIN 

			2Yes.

			DR. B	

			The trick, Phin, is to know that lots of the thoughts that make unhappy emotions like sadness and worry are not really facts at all. For example, if I was thinking of that big people-eating monster, I would be scared. Makes sense, right?

			PHIN 2

			Yeah.

			DR. B	

			Okay, what I do when I have a thought like that is say to myself “a thought is not always a fact” and then I put it in a bubble in my imagination and I send it away. What thought has been worrying you lately?

			PHIN 2

			Well, I’ve been thinking a lot about animals going extinct and the earth dying.

			DR. B	

			And these thoughts make you really worried and not able to sleep?

			PHIN 

			2Yes.

			DR. B	

			So we know that a thought is not always a fact. How about we try putting those thoughts in a bubble so we can send them away? How about—

			PHIN 2

			But they’re not just thoughts. It’s a fact that the animal species of the earth are dying. A quarter of mammals are already endangered. Just check the International Union for the Conservation of Nature’s Red List of Threatened Species if you don’t believe me.

			DR. B	

			No, I believe you. Okay, I’d like to teach you something that will help you feel a bit calmer. So, breathe in through your nose to the count of seven . . . then hold it to the count of four . . . then breathe out through your mouth to the count of seven.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) I tried it, but it made me feel like I was going to pass out. I guess that’s one way to stop being worried—just pass out and fall on the floor.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWELVE

			TV area. PHIN is watching TV with his babysitter RENA. She is texting.

			PHIN 1

			And for the past two weeks he’s been jumping into the glass, not all the time, but sometimes, and that’s definitely a sign of zoochosis.

			RENA	

			Cool . . .

			PHIN 1

			Rena, I don’t like the word babysitter because I’m not a baby.

			RENA	

			Uh-huh.

			PHIN 1

			I like the word caregiver better. So I’m gonna call you my caregiver, okay?

				When mother meerkats go out to hunt, teenage meerkats look after all the babies. Those teenagers chase the pups around and let them climb all over them. It’s not that I want to climb over you or anything, but playing a game of cards or something would be nice.

				Can I at least watch the Green Channel?

			RENA	

			Uh-huh.

			PHIN 1

			And eat some chips? Lots of chips.

			RENA	

			Uh-huh.

			PHIN 1

			Mom’s home.

			He looks out of the window.

				That’s not my mom’s car. It’s a shiny red car. With a man in it. He’s a lot shorter than my mother. 

			MOM	

			(from off) Good night!

				(entering) Whoa. Hi, Phin.

			PHIN 1

			Who was that man?

			MOM	

			That was my friend Brent.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) My mother’s wearing her favourite grey shirt made out of a silkworm’s life project. Her face looks smoother, her eyes look bigger than usual, and she has big red guppy lips. She has makeup on. She hardly ever wears makeup.

			MOM	

			What’s up, Phinnie?

			PHIN 1

			Do you like that short man?

			MOM	

			Yes, I . . .

			PHIN 1

			Is that mammal going to be your boyfriend?

			MOM	

			I enjoy Brent’s company. We have a lot in common. Listen, if I ever were to have a boyfriend, it would never come as a surprise, okay?

			PHIN 1

			Good, because bad surprises upset my homeostasis.

			MOM

			What?

			PHIN 1

			When a person’s homeostasis is upset, he feels uncomfortable and is motivated to do something about it. For example, if you are cold, you shiver and get a sweater.

			MOM	

			It’s time to get motivated for bed.

			She leaves.

			PHIN 1

			I don’t want to think about what I will be motivated to do if Mom makes that man her boyfriend. Besides, my mother and he would make a funny-looking pair since males are usually bigger than the females. Except female golden orb spiders are a thousand times bigger than the males. The male is so tiny that he can live on the female’s web and steal her food without her even noticing him. He mates with her usually while she’s eating and is distracted. But if she notices him, she will try to eat him too. I can always hope that happens to Brent.

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTEEN

			DR. B’s office.

			DR. B	

			So in our sessions we’ve talked a bit about the Green Channel. What’s an example of a show on the Green Channel that’s made you upset?

			PHIN 2

			One show talked about how the exotic pet trade is making all sorts of animals become endangered. More than five thousand tigers are being kept as pets.

			DR. B	

			Well, I’ve never met anyone who owned a tiger. So I wonder if the show like the one you watched might be making you feel like it’s a big problem when really it’s just something that happens in some countries, where they don’t have proper laws to protect animals.

			PHIN 2

			No, but Mrs. Wardman bought an exotic frog for our class. At a pet store, in the mall. He should be in his natural environment in Australia, not stuck in a cage.

			DR. B	

			That might be true, but I bet your class takes good care of him.

			PHIN 2

			You haven’t met my class.

			DR. B	

			The thing is, Phin, that a lot of these types of shows use very black-and-white thinking, and a lot of the time the story is much more complicated than they can cover in a half an hour. Do you know what propaganda means?

			PHIN 2

			Yes . . .

			DR. B	

			I wonder if some people on the Green Channel say things so that you and the other viewers get upset about the environment? That way they can ask for money for their projects. Do they do that—ask viewers for money?

			PHIN 2

			Yeah . . . but—

			DR. B	

			So that’s something to keep in mind when you watch one of those shows. That complicates the story, right?

			PHIN 2

			Nobody wants the facts! Everybody just wants the lies!

			DR. B	

			What do you mean by that?

			PHIN 2

			. . . Nothing.

			DR. B	

			No, I’m interested to hear what you think.

			PHIN 2

			I said nothing!

			DR. B	

			Okay, Phin. How about we leave that for today and practise some more of our relaxation strategies?

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) I think Dr. Barrett’s the one with the propaganda.

		

	
		
			SCENE FOURTEEN

			Classroom.

			BIRD	

			Morning, Phin. Sup.

			PHIN 2

			Bird. We need to free Cuddles.

			BIRD

			What?

			PHIN 2

			He’s an innocent animal and he’s being held prisoner.

			BIRD	

			Well . . . he’s a pet.

			PHIN 2

			Pets aren’t really pets if they don’t want to be with you. Also, frogs are disappearing off the face of the earth. This is really important, Bird—it’s a . . . top-secret animal rescue.

			BIRD	

			Cool, what’s the mission, chief? 

			PHIN 2

			Well—

			BIRD

			Wait.

			PHIN 2

			What?

			BIRD	

			Room is not secure. There are ears everywhere. Meet me by the tree at oh-five hundred hours.

			PHIN 2

			Five in the morning?

			BIRD	

			No . . . uh . . . recess. Meet me at recess.

		

	
		
			SCENE FIFTEEN

			Bedroom.

			PHIN 1

			NO! This is horrible, terrible, shocking news.

			MOM	

			Slow down, Phin. Hear me out.

			PHIN 1

			This is all that effing psychologist’s fault!

			MOM	

			No, Dr. Barrett and I both agreed that there’s too much on the Green Channel that’s making you worried, so—

			PHIN 1

			The Green Channel isn’t what’s making me worried! Cuddles being held captive is making me worried! The extinction of animals is making me worried! Everybody should be worried! Why aren’t you worried?

			MOM	

			Phin. This is for your own good.

			PHIN 1

			If you don’t let me watch the Green Channel how am I supposed to be ready to be a biologist when I grow up? How would you like it if you weren’t allowed to get ready for your job?!

			MOM	

			I am not going to change my mind on this. I’m your parent and I’ve decided this is what’s best for you. If you’d like to talk about it calmly and listen to my reasons, then we can do that.

			PHIN 1

			I want a different parent! This is not best for me!

			MOM leaves.

				It’s definitely not right that I can’t watch the Green Channel. Now I will be more worried because the bad things I can imagine are worse than the bad things that may really be happening—much, much, to-infinity worse.

		

	
		
			SCENE SIXTEEN

			Reull.

			PHIN 1

			The Gorach scientist used the supposed success of the soul-weighing experiment as an excuse to do whatever he wanted to the creatures of Reull.

			SCIENTIST	

			Experiment 46-93b: Squeaky Clean Soap and Sheen.

				Question: Does product make eyes itchy? Hypothesis: mmm . . . probably? Procedure: Step One. Put some soap in an eye.

				Good morning, specimen!

			He prods the Plubber up. He gets out a bucket and a container of soap.

			He strokes the Plubber’s head.

				Nice Plubber. Nice Plubber.

			He pries out one of the Plubber’s eyes, drops it in the bucket, and covers it in soap.

			We hear a sizzle.

				Hmmm. The eye has dissolved . . . but was it itchy? Further testing required.

			He goes to pop out another eye.

			PHIN 2

			Stop! This is horrible. You can’t do this to a living being.

			SCIENTIST	

			Ah, the Plubber doesn’t mind, do you, Plubber? For as we have proven, it has just a tiny little soul. How ’bout you put that thought in a bubble and send it away.

			PHIN 2

			But it’s not the size of the soul that counts, it’s what it’s made of.

			SCIENTIST	

			Excellent suggestion! Let’s see what its soul is made of. If we can break this beast down to all its separate parts, whatever is left over must be the soul.

			The SCIENTIST pulls out a tube and a larger bucket and reveals a button.

				Start the Grinder!

			PHIN 2

			No! I will not assist you!

			The SCIENTIST gasps, then shrugs.

			SCIENTIS

			t	Meh—

			The SCIENTIST slams down on the button, starting the Grinder, and presses the Plubber down into it. There are violent, squishy, crunching noises. Blood and gristle flow down the tube into the bucket. The scientist peers into it.

				I see no soul.

			The globe glows bright red with pain.

			The Plubber’s soul light floats up accompanied by a low, mournful drone.

		

	
		
			SCENE SEVENTEEN

			Bedroom.

			PHIN 2

			Let’s run through it one more time.

			BIRD	

			MISSION IMPOSSIBLE!

			BIRD rolls around swinging his finger guns.

			PHIN 2

			No, I thought we agreed that we can’t call it that. Mission Amphibian Eco Restore.

			BIRD	

			No! Come on, I’m sorry, Phin, but that’s way too geeky.

			PHIN 2

			What about Mission Amphibian?

			BIRD	

			Yeah, sweet!

			PHIN 2

			Mission Amphibian will take place in ten carefully planned steps. Step one—

			BIRD	

			I will poke lots of holes in my lunch bag while my mother is in the shower. Step two—

			PHIN 2

			The rescue will take place during Fantastic Friday art class. Everyone will be painting and gluing.
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			BIRD	

			The fumes from the paints and glues will make people’s brains softer and they will be more confused than they usually are. Step three—

			PHIN 2

			At two fifty, just before art class ends—

			BIRD	

			I will create a diversion by knocking over the jar of water with all the paintbrushes stuck in it. This won’t seem weird because it’s happened before. Step four—

			PHIN 2

			Mrs. Wardman will help you clean up—

			BIRD	

			I’m not allowed cleaning supplies without supervision—

			PHIN 2

			And I will replace Cuddles with this fake frog.

			BIRD	

			Cuddles is bigger but no one will notice because of the fumes. Step five—

			PHIN 2

			I will take Cuddles from the aquarium and walk quickly to my cubby. I’ll put him in the lunch bag. Step six—the bell will ring to go home. Step seven—

			BIRD	

			I will steal Cuddles’s food. We need the right food because—

			PHIN 2

			When a frog eats something that’s not good for him, he throws his stomach up so that it’s dangling out of his mouth and then wipes it off with his right front leg.

			BIRD	

			I don’t want to deal with that. That’s not part of the plan. Step eight—

			PHIN 2

			You will come over to my house and we will pretend we want to play in my bedroom. Step nine—we will put Cuddles in a big box until my dad comes to pick me up for the weekend. His plane is scheduled to land at three fifteen so he should be here by four. Step ten—

			BIRD	

			Frog on a plane!

			PHIN 2

			I will convince my dad to take Cuddles with him on his next trip so that he can go back to Australia. This will take a bit of explaining but Dad is a big believer in social justice /

			BIRD	

			/ Justice! /

			PHIN 2

			/ so I know he will see it our way.

			BIRD	

			And that’s Mission Impossible!

			PHIN 2

			You mean Mission Amphibian.

			BIRD	

			Yeah. Plan commences in T-minus twenty-two hours. Synchronize watches!

			Neither of them are wearing watches.

				Uh . . . high five. Nice plan, Phin!

		

	
		
			SCENE EIGHTEEN

			Bedroom.

			PHIN 1

			T-minus sixteen hours.

				I bet this weekend my dad’ll just let me sleep in his bed if I want to. I bet he’ll even let me watch the Green Channel. He hasn’t been brainwashed by that effing Dr. Barrett.

			MOM	

			(off) Well, that’s really nice of you to say, but it’s just a local thing . . . I don’t know, probably around six thirty?

			PHIN 1

			She’s talking to that short man. Tomorrow night my mother is being given an award at a meeting for journalists. Normally I would be her date, but because I’ll be with my dad I bet she’ll just go with that mammal. A real date. She’ll probably wear makeup.

				Human females are weird like that. All throughout the animal kingdom it’s usually the male who tries to attract the female and not the other way around. And besides, my mother doesn’t need to attract a mate.

				Last Christmas, my dad took me to get my mom a present and when we were looking at scarves, he suggested a bluish green one because it would go well with her lovely eyes. He said that, “Her lovely eyes.” I think he still loves her, and that’s half the way to a couple.

				My mom doesn’t say those sorts of things about my dad, but maybe her love is way down deep in a part of her mind that she isn’t even aware of yet.

				I tried to stay in bed. I tried.

			Kitchen.

			MOM	

			(into the phone) No, I’m just run down. Neither of us have been sleeping. No, we’re trying really hard not to go that route, but, to be honest, Brent, at this point, I just don’t know—

			PHIN 

			1Mom?

			MOM	

			(into the phone) Hang on a sec.

				(to him) Phin—

			PHIN 1

			Mom, sleep is impossible.

			MOM	

			Go back to bed, hun—remember what Dr. Barrett said, staying in bed is the first step—

			PHIN 1

			I know, I tried really hard but—

			MOM	

			(into phone) Sorry, I’m going to have to call you back. Yeah, bye.

				(hanging up) Phin, stop it! Please—

			PHIN 

			1But—

			MOM	

			Anything you need to talk about we can talk about in the morning—go back to bed.

			PHIN 1

			But Mom, Cuddles—

			MOM	

			Phineas! Cut it out! You’re driving me freaking crazy!

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I was going to give her a hint as to what Bird and I had planned but when she said that, I felt the anger pressure move up my throat and words that I knew I shouldn’t say came out my mouth like water out of a firehose. I won’t repeat them, but one of them had to do with reproduction.

				My mother might be able to control what I do, but she can’t control my thoughts. Come to think of it, she can’t even control all of what I do.

		

	
		
			SCENE NINETEEN

			Classroom.

			PHIN 2

			T-minus twenty-eight minutes.

			MRS. W	

			Okay, boys and girls, ears on me. Our activity for Fantastic Friday is illustrating your favourite song from music class.

			PHIN 2

			I can’t even think of a song we did in music class—my brain feels like it’s bouncing and bits of thoughts don’t have a chance to stick in one place long enough to form into whole ones.

			MRS. W	

			That’s lovely, Kaitlyn.

			GORDON	

			What are you drawing, Kaitlyn?

			KAITLYN	

			It’s “You Are My Sunshine” . . . with a big sun . . . and a little tiger.

			GORDON	

			That’s what I’m gonna draw too.

			KAITLYN	

			No! That’s my idea, Gordon!

			BIRD	

			Psst! Phin! Phin!

			PHIN 2

			What?

			BIRD

			Now?!

			PHIN 2

			No! Not until clean up.

			MRS. W	

			Phin. Eyes on your work.

			BIRD	

			Psst! Phin! Phin!

			PHIN 2

			What?!

			BIRD	

			It’s gonna go great.

			PHIN 2

			Bird!

			MRS. W	

			Phin! I’m not going to tell you again.

			PHIN 2

			My chest is going to explode.

			MRS. W	

			Time to clean up.

			PHIN 2

			Okay, okay. Now I just have to wait for Bird’s signal: finger in the ear and he’ll knock over the paintbrushes and—she’s putting them in the sink?! How can Bird knock over the jar to create a diversion if it’s in the deep sink?

			BIRD and PHIN stare at each other in panic.

			BIRD puts his pointer finger in his right ear and starts to bark.

			PHIN rescues Cuddles and puts him in the lunch bag, replacing him with the fake frog. 

			MRS. W	

			Bird, what are you doing?

			BIRD keeps barking.

				Bird! Get out from under there. Right now!

			BIRD starts howling like a wolf.

				Children! Don’t encourage him. Bird, come out from under there this instant and march yourself down to Principal Legacie’s office!

			PHIN makes for the cubby.

			PHIN 2

			Step five.

			MRS. W	

			Phin! Get back to your desk, it’s not time to go yet.

			PHIN 2

			My heart is jumping around so much it feels like Cuddles is in my chest.

			The bell rings. Outside.

			BIRD	

			Did you get him?

			PHIN 2

			Yes, what took you so long? Was Principal Legacie really mad?

			BIRD	

			No, he just talks so slow. He told me this was my third strike, but I’ve had like three third strikes this month. I don’t think he understands baseball. What are we going to do when they notice Cuddles is missing on Monday?

			PHIN 2

			Uh . . . how about we don’t do anything? Nobody will know it was us.

			BIRD	

			Yeah but we’ll be the first to be questioned because we acted so weird. Prime suspects.

			PHIN 2

			Eff! You’re right.

			BIRD	

			Hey, okay, maybe we should be the ones who scream out, “Someone stole Cuddles!” That way Mrs. Wardman won’t think that we did it because who reports their own crime?

			PHIN 2

			No, remember when Lyle and Sean set the fire in the woods last fall and then reported it themselves?

			BIRD	

			Oh. Right. Okay, okay, okay, well, then maybe we should go back to the school and open the lid of the aquarium so that Mrs. Wardman will just think that he escaped.

			PHIN 2

			Yeah!

			BIRD	

			Oh! Okay. You wait here and hold Cuddles. I’ll go back. If I get caught, you owe me big time! BIG TIME!

			BIRD rolls off. PHIN sits down next to the tree and checks on Cuddles in the lunch bag.

			PHIN 2

			I know Cuddles must be terrified but I also know that as much as I want to hold him to make him feel better, he’s not a social animal so there’s nothing I can do to calm him down.

			In the classroom, BIRD covertly removes the fake frog from the aquarium and returns outside.

			BIRD	

			I did it! This is really exciting! I think I want to do this professionally when I grow up. ’Cause you know what else I did? I took the fake fraud frog out of the aquarium.

			PHIN 2

			Good one!

			BIRD	

			No big deal.

			TV area. 

			PHIN 2

			Hi, Mom, Bird’s here, bye Mom!

			BIRD	

			Hi, Mrs. Walsh, I mean MacKeamish.

			MOM	

			(off) Hold up a minute, Phin, I need to talk to you.

			PHIN 2

			(to BIRD) Take Cuddles. I’ll see you in my room.

			PHIN 1

			(to MOM) Can it wait? I want to show Bird something in my room before Dad gets here.

			MOM	

			Well, that’s the thing, Phinnie. Your Dad got a last-minute assignment and he had to rebook his flight.

			PHIN 1

			What?! When is he getting here then?

			MOM	

			He told me he’ll be back for sure next weekend. Phin, I’m sorry. I know you’ve been looking forward to this . . . but on the bright side, I was thinking now you could be my date for the awards tonight. Would you like that?

			PHIN 1

			No! This isn’t . . . why didn’t you tell me this before?

			MOM	

			He just called me this morning. There was—

			PHIN 1

			You should have called me at school! What’s wrong with you? This ruins everything!

			Bedroom. 

			PHIN 2

			Efff!!!

			BIRD	

			That was crazy, my mom would have killed me if I yelled at her like that.

			PHIN 2

			What are we going to do, Bird?? We can’t keep Cuddles here for a week—we don’t have the right stuff.

			BIRD	

			. . . Mail him . . . Mail him in the mail to Australia!

			PHIN 2

			Shhhhh!

			BIRD	

			(quieter) Mail him to Australia.

			PHIN 2

			I don’t know, I saw on TV that shaking a baby too much can burst blood vessels in its brain and give it shaken baby syndrome. Mailing Cuddles might give him shaken frog syndrome.

			BIRD	

			Well, no, if we wrote fragile on the box . . . and . . . bubble wrap—

			PHIN 2

			Wait. I was going to have my dad bring Cuddles to this place called the Frog and Tadpole Rescue Group in Australia. They’ll know what to do. Go get the cordless phone from my mom’s room.

			BIRD	

			What? It’s your house, you do it.

			PHIN 2

			You’re better at sneaking around.

			BIRD	

			That’s true.

			BIRD rolls away and covertly removes the cordless phone from its charger.

			PHIN finds the phone number in his Reull book. He checks on Cuddles. BIRD returns.

				Let’s call the Australians!

			PHIN 2

			Shhhh!

			BIRD	

			(quieter) Let’s call the Australians!

			PHIN 2

			(reading) 01161419249728.

			BIRD	

			That’s a crazy bunch of numbers, Phin.

			PHIN 2

			Do I dial the zero?

			BIRD	

			No, zero in front of a bunch of numbers doesn’t make the number any bigger than it is by itself.

			PHIN 2

			It’s too late, I already dialed it. It’s ringing . . .

			BIRD	

			Ask for a reward!

			PHIN 2

			Uh, hi. I have a White’s tree frog that I rescued and want to give to you . . .

				Well, I found him in my classroom in Canada.

				Well, I didn’t exactly find him. I rescued—(BIRD prompts)—I mean my friend and I rescued him from captivity. In an aquarium. We think he should go back to Australia

				. . . Yes.

			The Australian tells PHIN something that makes the room start to go dark on the sides but get brighter in the centre. PHIN hears the world as though he’s just been too close to an explosion. Time slows down.

				. . . No. No questions. Thanks.

			He hangs up.

			BIRD	

			What? What? WHAT?

			PHIN 2

			Shut up!

			BIRD	

			Well say something.

			PHIN 2

			He said that once a frog was taken from its natural habitat, it can never be put back. He said Cuddles has to live in an aquarium now because he might have a disease that wild frogs would get if he were brought back to Australia.

			BIRD	

			Oh . . .

			PHIN 2

			Once Cuddles became contaminated by humanness, he was trapped by humanness forever.

			The globe throbs red as the lights isolate on PHIN and Cuddles.

		

	
		
			ACT TWO

			SCENE TWENTY

			Still in the bedroom.

			BIRD	

			No way! You mean we did all this for nothing? I got in trouble with Mrs. Wardman and barked like a dog for nothing? Why didn’t you know all that already? You know everything else! Phin, you know I count on you to know this stuff because I don’t know it!

			PHIN 2

			Bird, shhhh! You’re going to make my mom come up here, and that’s the last thing we need!

			BIRD	

			Actually, the last thing we need is to have an effing frog in a lunch bag!

			PHIN 2

			Well, take him back then. We can’t send him to Australia, so go put him back in his aquarium.

			BIRD	

			What? Take him back after all this?

			PHIN 2

			Do you have any better ideas?

			BIRD	

			But why do I have to do it? I got the phone! Why don’t you go do it?

			PHIN 2

			And tell my mom, “Bye, Mom, I have to go return Cuddles to his aquarium because the man in Australia says I can’t send him there”?

			BIRD relents.

				Carry him carefully.

			BIRD	

			All right, but cross your fingers that I don’t get caught doing any of this.

			Time shift. PHIN lies down.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I read somewhere that since atoms are 99.9 percent empty space, if all the space were sucked out of the atoms in your body, you’d shrink to the size of a grain of salt, even though you’d be the same weight. I feel like I’m becoming a seventy-pound grain of salt and am sinking, sinking right through my mattress.

			MOM	

			I know you’re disappointed about Dad so I’m going to overlook the way you talked to me earlier . . . It would still be my honour, sir, if you would be my date tonight.

			PHIN 1

			No way.

			MOM leaves.

				Eventually, my body seemed to go back to its regular size and shape and the pounding in my head stopped. I figure I can fool my mother into thinking that nothing is wrong with me by the time she comes home. But there is. Something. Very. Wrong.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-ONE

			Classroom. PHIN is staring at Cuddles.
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			MRS. W	

			Happy Earth Day, everyone. Phin, get to your desk. Okay, class, we’re going to do a special assignment because it’s Earth Day.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) Finally something I’m interested in doing.

			MRS. W	

			The earth gives us many gifts. What I want you to do is draw a picture of the greatest gift humans could give the earth.

			PHIN 2

			A gift humans could give the earth.

				. . . Got it.

			MRS. W	

			What does that mean, Phin?

			PHIN 2

			Rest in peace, humans. It’s the greatest gift we could give the earth.

			MRS. W	

			Phin, these are drawings to celebrate Earth Day and to teach people about living responsibly. Can you think of something else to draw that would be more appropriate?

			PHIN 2

			But you said draw the greatest gift we could give the earth, and rest in peace humans is the greatest gift because—

			MRS. W	

			I think you know as well as I that this is not a picture we can hang in the hallway. Please draw something different. Ah, Kaitlyn, picking up garbage, that’s good.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) That doesn’t make any sense. We put the garbage there in the first place. That’s like setting someone else’s clothes on fire and then throwing water on that person to put out the flames and then calling the water a gift.

			MRS. W	

			What is that, Gordon?

			PHIN 2

			Is that a person chopping down trees?! Gordon, that doesn’t even make any logical sense.

			MRS. W	

			Phin, why haven’t you drawn something else?

			PHIN 2

			Because I can’t think of anything to draw that isn’t a lie.

			MRS. W	

			Okay, Phin, you can take the picture you did draw home to show your mother but we won’t be putting it up in the hall.

			PHIN 2

			No—but—listen—all over the earth, animals and birds and insects are in a dynamic symbiotic relationship. If one is taken out of the food chain, many other animals could die out. But if humans went extinct, all of the other species on the earth would stay alive and mostly get healthier. The only living things that need humans are the parasites that live only on us, like tuberculosis.

			Kitchen.

			MOM	

			Phineas Walsh, what were you thinking?

			PHIN 1

			When you really think about it, humans are like parasites on other animals. But humans are killing off all the other animals; they’re killing off their hosts. That doesn’t make any kind of sense for a parasite.

			MOM	

			That is exactly why you are not watching the Green Channel.

			PHIN 1

			What do you mean? What did I say that was bad?

			MOM	

			Phineas, the ideas you see on the Green Channel really worry me. Do you know that some environmentalists actually hope humans go extinct—that we’re all wiped out by a virus or a meteor?

			PHIN 1

			No, I haven’t heard that on the Green Channel.

			MOM	

			Well, there are such people! They call themselves the Voluntary Human Extinction Movement. I interviewed them once and they’re crazy, Phin!

				Phin, human life is very important.

			PHIN 1

			But I didn’t say it wasn’t! All I said is the facts! How come nobody wants to know the facts?

			DR. B’s office.

			PHIN 2

			This punishment is useless. It’s stupid. Even though I haven’t been able to watch the Green Channel, I’m pretty sure the whole earth situation hasn’t gotten any better.

			DR. B	

			I appreciate that you feel that way, but your mother and I both think that the Green Channel could be a root cause of some of your unhappiness.

			PHIN 2

			I think happiness is the whole problem—everyone, including my own mother, wants to be happy all the time and nobody wants to be worried, even though they super, to-infinity should be.

			DR. B	

			Phin, you have a point—there is a lot to be worried about. But, the fact is that you and I can’t do much about a lot of what happens in the world. However—

			PHIN 2

			I’m just so tired of everyone lying to me.

			DR. B	

			What do you mean by that? Can we talk about that, Phin?

			PHIN shakes his head.

				Okay, but I would like you to write down examples of what you mean by that for next week. Will you do that for me?

			PHIN 2

			Sure, easy.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-TWO

			Reull.

			PHIN 2

			The Gorach they called the Assistant is now calling himself the Outspoken. He’s getting braver and braver, coming up with all sorts of questions that the Gorach they call the Leader wouldn’t want the others to hear.

				The Outspoken is planning to ask these questions of the Gorachs at their end-of-the-week dance. This is an excellent plan, because they dance on the tops of their heads and this makes the blood rush to their brains so they can think really, really super well.

			The LEADER puppet emerges out of the garbage can.

			LEADER	

			He’s going to ask them what? We can’t have that! The Scientist!

			SCIENTIST	

			Yes, my liege?

			LEADER	

			Take a seat. Think of a reason why ordinary Gorachs shouldn’t dance on the tops of their heads.

			SCIENTIST	

			Umm . . . Upside-down explosiosis?

			LEADER	

			What’s that?

			SCIENTIST	

			It’s a condition that makes a Gorach’s head fly clear off its body because of the pressure of all that blood?

			LEADER	

			Is that a thought . . . or a fact?

			SCIENTIST	

			Thought?

			LEADER	

			Perfect!

			SCIENTIST	

			But how to prove it? We’d need a severed head . . .

			The LEADER and the SCIENTIST muse on this problem.
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			The LEADER has an idea. He produces a cleaver and chops off the SCIENTIST’s head then grabs an instant camera.

			LEADER	

			Smile!

			PHIN 2

			Then the Gorach Leader sent this picture to all the newspapers on Reull along with the headline “End-of-Week Gorach Dances Now Outlawed Due to Upside-Down Explosiosis.”

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-THREE

			Classroom.

			BIRD	

			Phin! Cuddles is—okay, I’m not an animal doctor, but he’s totally still and stiff and his throat isn’t going in and out—

			PHIN 2

			What?

			MRS. W	

			Bird? Phin? I separated your desks for a reason—

			PHIN 2

			Mrs. Wardman, we—

			BIRD	

			Mrs. Wardman, Cuddles is dead!

			PHIN 2

			Oh no.

			MRS. W	

			Class, class, please stay seated.

			PHIN 2

			Cuddles?

			MRS. W	

			Phin, it’s probably better if you don’t touch him. Children, it’s very sad that Cuddles has died. Death, however, is a natural part of life and we know that Cuddles had a good life. Phin, dear, please go back to—

			PHIN 2

			Cuddles did not have a good life. He was stuck in an aquarium where all he could do was lie on that stinking log and bang into the glass walls. He didn’t even do anything to deserve being in a prison!

			MRS. W	

			Phin, I know you’re upset, but Cuddles was well cared for—

			PHIN 2

			No, he wasn’t!

			He starts to cry.

			MRS. W	

			Oh, Phin, I’m sorry.

			MRS. W comforts him. PHIN moves to sit under the tree outside and BIRD joins him.

			BIRD	

			Hey, Phin.

			PHIN 2

			Hey, Bird.

			BIRD	

			So I learned from my brother that a normal piece of paper can’t be folded in half eight times—’cause . . .

			BIRD folds a piece of paper six times.

				It’s impossible.

				I figure Cuddles is in a better place, like heaven I guess.

			PHIN 2

			I don’t think frog souls go to heaven. I don’t think that’s how things work.

			BIRD	

			I guess Mission Amphibian was too much for him.

			PHIN 2

			What?

			BIRD	

			Well Mrs. Wardman said that he should have lived for at least five years. She’s going to take him back to the pet store and get a credit so that she can get a new class pet next year.

			PHIN 2

			What? She’s going to take him back for a freaking exchange?

			BIRD	

			He was only like six months old, I think. Maybe taking him out of his cage was just too stressful or something.

			PHIN 2

			Well did you carry him carefully when you brought him back? Were you doing your effing shoulder rolls?

			BIRD	

			Hey don’t blame this on me. Mission Amphibian was your idea. I was just there because I’m a covert expert.

			PHIN 2

			You’re not an expert anything, you idiot.

			PHIN storms off to the classroom.

			BIRD	

			Fine. Bark like a dog yourself next time.

			Time shift. PHIN retrieves Cuddles and buries him at the base of the tree.

			PHIN 2

			Goodbye, Cuddles.

			The globe glows an angrier, more painful red as the light of Cuddles’s soul floats toward the sky accompanied by a clear and mournful drone.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-FOUR

			Bedroom.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) Ever since Cuddles died, I feel like I have one of those big, heavy capes on that the dentist makes me wear when she X-rays my teeth.

				My dad finally came home from Greece and I spent the weekend at his apartment. I’ve been waiting a month plus the last entire week to see him, but once I saw him it was like I didn’t even care. All we did was watch TV and not the Green Channel. I guess Mom got to him.

				It doesn’t matter anyway because all I can think of is how Cuddles spent his last month on earth—in a cage with humans looking in at him and laughing. I know a little how that feels, because when I was seven I spent a week in a cardboard box that our television came in. 

				I was pretending to be Laika, the Russian dog who was launched into space. When I was in the cardboard box, I tried to imagine Laika’s conditions as best as I could. Someone led her into the capsule and she went with them because that’s what dogs do—they go with their humans. I bet they even smiled at her or said, “Good dog, Laika.” But in Russian. They put enough gel food in with her to keep her alive for seven days. The food for the seventh day was poisoned so that she would die after they proved that a dog could live in space.

				When Sputnik II was launched, Laika’s breathing went up to four times its normal rate and her heart rate more than doubled. By the time she reached orbit, Laika’s heart stopped beating. She died of being so afraid.

				I don’t feel well. I don’t feel like going outside. I don’t feel like drawing or writing in my Reull book. I don’t feel like talking to Bird. I don’t feel like doing anything. Not a thing.

			MOM	

			Phin, I’m worried about you. You’re just not yourself.

			PHIN 1

			Why does that make you worried? Isn’t that what you and Dr. Barrett want?

			MOM	

			That’s not true. Dr. Barrett and I want you to be exactly who you are—only less worried.

			PHIN 1

			All right then, be happy, because I’m not worried.

			MOM	

			Okay. Uh . . . so I’m just about to start painting the living room—you up to giving me a hand? It might be a fun thing to do together.

			PHIN 1

			Why do you like to torture me like this?

			MOM	

			What do you mean by that?

			PHIN 1

			I like the colour the room is now. And besides, you’re making the room smaller and I thought you’re always saying how you need more space.

			MOM	

			Actually it’ll make the room look bigger because it’ll be a lighter colour.

			PHIN 1

			But you’re actually making the room smaller because each layer of paint adds thickness to the wall. That means the walls are getting closer and closer.

			MOM	

			I never thought about that. You likely have a point. Your brain is so busy—doesn’t it ever get tired?

			PHIN 1

			No. Doesn’t yours ever get bored?

			MOM	

			Phin, that’s not very nice.

			PHIN 1

			You shouldn’t even be painting anyway! The Green Channel says that paint is one of the most hazardous substances in the world—

			MOM

			Phin—

			PHIN 1

			And one show said that in places like Japan, paint from the bottoms of boats kills tons of marine animals every year, porpoises, oysters, tuna—

			MOM	

			Phineas, cut it out! Stop fretting about things that happen all the way on the other side of the world, or you’re going to drive yourself and everyone else crazy!

			PHIN 1

			That doesn’t make any sense! That’s like saying only be nice to your own kid and don’t worry that your next-door neighbour is eating his!

			MOM	

			I’m not going to waste my breath discussing this with you any longer. You can talk about it with Dr. Barrett.

			PHIN 1

			I’m not going to waste my breath talking with you or that fucking psychologist!

			MOM	

			Stop acting like a crazy person!

			She grabs him by the shoulders and shakes him, then steps back, shocked.

				I’m sorry for shaking you like that. That was very wrong and I’m sorry.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I just pretended I was a Hedlund white mink, which is deaf.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-FIVE

			TV area. RENA is pretending to be PHIN’s caregiver. She is on her cellphone.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I don’t like it when Mom has to work late but it’s better than what we usually do these days, which is engage in total warfare. At least Rena leaves me alone. Usually it bothers me when she totally ignores me because I want to play games like Worst Case Scenario, that’s where you have to guess the best thing to do when you fall through the ice or get stuck in a cougar’s mouth. But instead . . .

				Rena, I’m going to change the channel.

			RENA

			Cool?

			PHIN 1

			Maybe to the channel that begins with Grrrrr. And ends with eeeeeen. Maybe?

			RENA	

			Uh-huh.

			PHIN 1

			What’s the worst that can happen if my mother finds out? Worst Case Scenario: What should you do when your mother gets super upset and is yelling at you? Yell back. Play dead. I don’t know.

			The phone rings.

				I’ll get it!

			RENA	

			Uh-huh.

			PHIN 1

			I bet it’s my nice parent calling from New York! The one who doesn’t torture me. 

			He checks the call display.

				BRENT!

			He answers and immediately hangs up.

				I bet that mammal will just think my mother doesn’t want to talk to him. “Oh, well. I’ll just call that other woman instead—the one who doesn’t already have a husband.”

			The phone rings again. PHIN answers, hisses like a cat, then hangs up.

			He smiles.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-SIX

			Classroom.

			PHIN 2

			Ronald McDonald came to the school today to talk to all the students about healthy living. While the clown was talking about healthy fruits and vegetables, I leaned back. I felt something tug the back of my chair and all of a sudden I could feel myself falling back, back, back until—

			He crashes to the floor.

			MRS. W	

			(running over) Phin, are you okay?

			PHIN 2

			Yes, although I think my head really hurts.

			MRS. W	

			Oh, hun, your nose is bleeding. Pinch your nose, Phin. Bird, go grab some tissues from my desk.

			BIRD	

			Why do I have to do it?

			MRS. W

			Bird!

			BIRD

			Fine.

			MRS. W	

			Phin, what happened?

			PHIN 2

			Uh . . .

			MRS. W	

			It’s okay, you can tell me.

			GORDON	

			Wyle did it!

			PHIN 2

			What, someone’s actually telling on Lyle? It’s Gordon, chopping-trees-down-to-save-the-world Gordon.

			MRS. W	

			What happened, Gordon?

			GORDON	

			He poled back on Phin’s chair and Phin fell back!

			MRS. W	

			Lyle, don’t move! Kaitlyn, you’re the line leader. Everyone else, line up at the door; you’re going to follow Kaitlyn down to the gym and I’ll come join you in a minute—thank you, Bird.

			She passes a tissue to PHIN.

				I’m going to call your mother to come get you as a precaution, okay, Phin?

			Bedroom.

			MOM	

			How’s your nose, do you need more tissues?

			PHIN 1

			No, I’m fine.

			MOM	

			That kid’s a maniac. Did he even apologize?

			PHIN 1

			Yeah, right.

			MOM	

			You should write a victim impact statement.

			PHIN 1

			What? What’s that?

			MOM	

			It’s a letter that describes how you feel when someone does something awful to you. I’ve seen them used in court so that the person who committed a crime can see how much they hurt other people.

			PHIN 1

			I don’t think Lyle is capable of seeing the pain in others, Mom.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-SEVEN

			Reull.

			PHIN 2

			The planet of Reull was on the verge of falling into space, and still the Gorachs continued with their destruction. Everywhere you looked, you could see the bones of billions of creatures—the skulls of Tussleturtles, the neck of the Ohzozo, the trunks of the Plubbers. The Gorachs had even invented a horrible new game:

			The Gorach LEADER appears, humming “Hail to the Chief” and holding a barbed spear.

			LEADER	

			Toss the Quosster!

				Set.

				Pull!

			The Quosster puppet is violently propelled through the air. The LEADER catches it on his spear and celebrates. The Quosster’s soul light floats up into the sky and we hear a series of mournful drones. The globe pulses violently.

			PHIN 2

			Can’t you hear them? The Outspoken screamed. But the Gorachs weren’t capable of hearing the pain in the Quossters’ thoughts.

				Luckily, another type of life form was. The Wooloofs from the planet Hlodin had seen the soul lights of the Ohzozo, the Plubber, the Quossters, and all the other dying creatures of Reull. The Wooloofs had heard their pain. They were already on their way.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-EIGHT

			TV area.

			PHIN 1

			And look at this—

			He hands MOM a note.

			MOM	

			“Dear Phin, I am very sorry I accidentally got your nose to bleed. Lyle.”

			PHIN 1

			I don’t believe a word of it.

			MOM	

			No kidding. I’ll be meeting with Principal Legacie next week, but promise you’ll tell me if anything else happens, sweetie.

			PHIN 1

			I promise.

			MOM	

			It’s already six thirty, I better get changed.

			She leaves.

			PHIN 1

			It’s almost like the olden days—the days before we started total warfare. I think it’s because we both have the same big important disaster to deal with: Lyle.

			The phone rings.

				I’ll get it! 

			He grabs the phone and checks the caller ID. He picks up.

				Hi. Fine. No. My mother’s not here. Mmmm, maybe not for a few hours. Bye.

			He hangs up. MOM enters.

			MOM	

			Who was that?

			PHIN 1

			Nobody special.

			MOM	

			What do you mean nobody special? Who called?

			PHIN 1

			Where are you going tonight?

			MOM	

			I told you—to an art exhibit.

			PHIN 1

			With who?

			MOM	

			You mean with whom.

			PHIN 1

			With what?

			MOM	

			What do you mean, with what? With a lot of people, Phin, people from the paper, Jill and so on.

			PHIN 1

			Well, “so on” says he can’t make it tonight.

			MOM	

			So it was Brent who called?

				I can see you’re upset. Do you want to talk about it?

			PHIN

			 1No.

			MOM	

			Do you want me stay home tonight?

			PHIN

			 1No.

			MOM	

			Okay. Because I’d be just as happy to stay home and play cards, if you’re up for it.

			PHIN 1

			No thanks.

		

	
		
			SCENE TWENTY-NINE

			DR. B’s office.

			DR. B	

			What’s been on your mind lately, Phin?

			PHIN 2

			Well, there’s now a plastic garbage heap the size of a continent choking wildlife in the Pacific Ocean.

			DR. B	

			And how have you been sleeping?

			PHIN 2

			I sleep like a dolphin—half of my brain at a time.

				I brought the List of Lies you asked for.

			DR. B	

			That’s great.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) I found six lies:

			Projected:

				1. Calling destroyments developments, calling captivity conservation, etc., etc.

				2. For Earth Day, Mrs. Wardman puts lies about humans on the wall in the hallway.

				3. Cuddles had a good life.

				4. Just ignore bullies and they’ll leave you alone.

				5. One person can’t change the world.

				6. It’s going to be okay.

			DR. B	

			Phin, do you know why people might tell lies like these? Sometimes people lie to make someone feel better. Or because they don’t know the truth.

			PHIN 2

			So, are you lying to me because you don’t know the truth or to make me feel better?

			DR. B	

			I’m not trying to lie to you, I promise.

				“One person can’t change the world,” tell me about that one.

			PHIN 2

			You said I was overly worried and couldn’t change things. That doesn’t make any logical sense. There are lots of famous environmentalists like David Suzuki who do things to protect the environment because they’re worried.

			DR. B	

			I think I misspoke before because you’re right, there is such a thing as productive worry. And worrying is natural. It’s an evolutionary response to threats, right? It propels us to take action. But if we’re constantly living in a state of fight-or-flight, it’ll make us sick. So we need to learn to tell the difference between the good type of worry that makes us do things, and the bad type of worry that keeps us stuck. Am I making sense?

			PHIN 2

			I guess so.

			DR. B	

			Good. I think what we need is to figure out the good type of worry. Let’s try to think of what things you could do to help the environment.

			PHIN 2

			Well, I’m going to be a biologist, but I can’t do that until I’m grown up.

			DR. B	

			I think there might be things that a kid could do too. Next week I want you to make a list of things that you can do each day to take one small step in the right direction. Can you do that for me?

			PHIN 2

			Yeah.

			DR. B

			Good.

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY

			Reull.

			PHIN 2

			One day on Reull, glittering objects started appearing in the sky. All of the Gorachs looked up in awe at the thousands of unidentified lights floating down, down, down. The Wooloofs from the planet Hlodin had arrived.

			The LEADER is awestruck by the majesty of the WOOLOOF.

			LEADER	

			So shiny! Come closer, I will gouge out your lights to make a beautiful necklace.

			WOOLOOF	

			Over here . . .

			The WOOLOOF floats away but the LEADER manages to grab it.

				Away we go!

			The WOOLOOF floats him over to a tree.

				Perfect.

			With a flash of light the tree is turned into a cage and the LEADER is trapped.

			LEADER	

			What? Let us go! This is not right!

			WOOLOOF	

			Let us ask you this, Gorachs—why have you put other creatures in cages and in fact done even worse things to species all over the planet?

			LEADER	

			Because we are superior to them, of course!

			WOOLOOF	

			Why then you should be happy to be in our cages because clearly we are much more intelligent than you. By your logic, it makes perfect sense.

			LEADER	

			Hey! Ball of light guy! Come back! This is not right!

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY-ONE

			Kitchen. Nighttime.

			PHIN 1

			List of small steps for Dr. Barrett: step one.

			He opens the fridge. He pulls out margarine, sauces, salad dressings and chucks them in the garbage after checking their labels.

				Palm oil, palm oil, palm oil . . . Tuna. Scallops. I figure both of those animals were caught with longline fishing or bottom trawling.

			MOM comes in.

			MOM	

			My goodness, Phin, you scared me! What are you doing banging around in the middle of the night?

			PHIN 1

			I’m doing a consumer boycott.

			MOM

			What?

			PHIN 1

			Well look. This pork—a lot of sows are raised in crates so small they can take only one step forward and one step back. So—

			He throws the pork in the garbage.

				Hamburger. Same story.

			MOM	

			Phineas, you can’t throw those things out. Stop it—

			PHIN 1

			Dr. Barrett told me that I need to take small steps to help the environment and all this stuff was made in ways that harm animals.

			He grabs a carton of eggs.

			MOM	

			Phineas, stop! Give me those—

			PHIN

			 1No!

			MOM	

			Phineas, give me the eggs.

			PHIN 1

			No! Hens are kept in the tiniest of cages, with their feathers chafed off, sitting in their own poop for their entire lives! Their whole entire lives!

			MOM	

			Put the eggs back now!

			PHIN 1

			No. No! No!

			PHIN smashes the eggs into the garbage. MOM stares at the mess and at her son.

			Then he turns to the fridge and drops another item in the garbage.

			She starts to sob. PHIN is stopped in his tracks.

				Mom?

				I’m sorry, Mom.

				. . . Mom, I’m sorry.

			MOM	

			Okay, Phin. Explain this to me. I’m listening.

			PHIN 1

			I learned on the Green Channel that people can make a difference for animals and the environment if they are careful about the sorts of products they buy. Dr. Barrett told me to take small steps to help the environment so I can stop worrying all the time. So I’m boycotting harmful products as step one.

			MOM	

			But Phin, did you buy those things that you threw out?

			PHIN 1

			No, you did.

			MOM	

			That’s right. I bought them with money I earned through working really hard. Even though you might not like where they may have come from, who would you say those things belong to?

			PHIN 

			1You.

			MOM	

			Do you think you have a right to destroy something that doesn’t belong to you?

			PHIN 1

			But people destroyed animal homes that didn’t belong to them to make those products—

			MOM	

			Hold on, just a second now. Do you believe in an eye for an eye—that if someone does something bad, then it’s all right to do something bad back to them?

			PHIN 1

			. . . No.

			MOM	

			What if next time we need groceries, we go together so I can listen to your point of view? There’s a lot I don’t know about how these things are made and that’s something you could help me with. Does that sound fair?

			PHIN 1

			Yes, that’s fair.

			MOM	

			Okay then, let’s put those things back. It’s a waste to throw them out. Don’t you agree?

			PHIN 1

			Yes—but it was the principle of the matter.

			MOM	

			Well, you acted on your principles and you made your point. Now let’s put them back, okay?

			Time shift. Bedroom. PHIN lies down.

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) I think my mom releases calming pheromones just like other mother animals because when she sits beside me I get sleepy right away.

				(to MOM) The stuff in Dad’s kitchen is probably just as bad hey?

			MOM	

			Well you’ll have to tell him about step one tomorrow when he comes to pick you up.

			PHIN 1

			Yeah, and then we can all go get animal-friendly groceries together?

			MOM	

			Well, you and your dad—

			PHIN 1

			No, you too. We could do that as a family.

			MOM	

			Oh, Phin . . . Hun, your dad is your family and I am your family, but he and I aren’t really family anymore. In a few months we’ll be divorced.

			PHIN 1

			So there’s no chance you’re going to get back together with Dad? Not even one tiny little chance—like a .01 percent chance?

			MOM shakes her head.

				So I guess that means Dad won’t ever have you as a reason to stay at home. And I’m just not a good enough reason.

			MOM	

			Honey, it’s not like that.

			PHIN 1

			Sometimes I miss my dad so much that it feels like he’s dead or something. And then when I think about how he’s alive but I hardly ever see him, I get really angry at him . . . What the heck’s wrong with my father?

			MOM	

			I’m sorry, Phin. Do you think you could tell some of what you told me to your dad?

			PHIN 1

			A part of me thinks that if I tell him, then maybe he’ll come home even less often.

			MOM	

			I know it’s hard to talk about, but he needs to know how you feel. That can be step two on your list for Dr. Barrett.

			PHIN 1

			That’s not really what the list is for but . . . okay . . . I’ll think about it.

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY-TWO

			Bedroom. We see hand-shadow puppets on a sheet.

			PHIN 1

			Dear humans,

				I am an elk. When you came, I closed my eyes tight and tried not to listen to the yelps and the screams and the shrieks from around me. When finally there were no noises, I opened my eyes. What I saw gives me bad dreams every night: I saw big open wounds, broken trees, flattened land, and the blood of the dead. And then all of a sudden, something else I’ve never seen before happened—the floor of the earth gave a deep, sad sigh and thousands of souls floated up, up into the sky, toward the sun.

			We see the lights float up.

				Yours truly,

				Elk

			PHIN 2

			Dear humans,

				I was an owl. Until you.

				Yours sincerely, once upon a time,

				Owl

				Dear humans,

				I am a rabbit. When it all began, I flicked up my tail and ran with my baby as fast as I could away from the sounds of the great toothed beasts and the cries of animals being torn and shredded and buried alive. I can’t even describe how afraid we were. Then I heard the sound of her body hit something big and fast and hard.

				My baby is dead. This is my pain.

			
				[image: ]
			

			PHIN 

			1 & 2A pain mark is lots of different shades of red. When pain is small the mark is small like a dot on a page and pinkish red. But when pain is huge, the mark is huge and very dark shades of red.

			PHIN puts a letter in an envelope and licks it shut, then mails it.

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY-THREE

			Kitchen. MOM is holding an envelope.

			MOM	

			Phineas Walsh, have you committed some crime we need to talk about?

			PHIN 1

			Uh . . . no—what? 

			MOM	

			There’s a letter here for you from a law firm. Julius Crandle LLP?

			She hands him the letter and he tears it open.

				Well, what’s the letter about?

			PHIN 1

			Well, for my list for Dr. Barrett I wrote some victim impact statements like you said, but instead of them being about Lyle, I actually wrote them for the animals who would be affected if they build those big box stores on the wetlands near here, then I sent them to the environmental lawyer who’s trying to stop those stores from being built because maybe he could use them in court?

			MOM	

			So, is the law firm writing to thank you for your letter?

			PHIN hands her the letter and she scans it.

				What do you think about what they’re asking, Phin?

			PHIN 1

			Awesome?

			MOM	

			Well, it sounds great to me.

			Time shift. PHIN waves around a newspaper.

			PHIN 2

			It’s a whole page! Julius Crandle put all three animal victim impact statements and pictures in the paper at the same time, and they took up a whole page. The entire page!

			Classroom.

			MRS. W	

			Congratulations, Phin. This is very impressive. I’ll put your pictures up on our hallway board so the whole school can see them.

			BIRD	

			Wicked, Phin, you’re famous now!

			PHIN 2

			Thanks, Bird.

			BIRD	

			No big deal.

			PHIN 2

			I was feeling so good about having my writing published that outside at recess when Lyle said my pictures sucked and I was nothing but a little effer, and shook his middle finger in my face, it didn’t even bother me. I said, “I sure hope you never become an effer.” A reproducer is the last thing I want Lyle to be. Then Lyle made a really evil face at me and he kicked me in the shin but he went away. So all in all a pretty good day.

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY-FOUR

			Outside. PHIN and BIRD are carrying garbage grabbers and picking up litter.

			PHIN 2

			(to audience) Even though my dad’s been home for a few weeks and I’ve seen him a couple of times, we still haven’t had the big talk yet. I think I’m going to do it when he picks me up tomorrow after school no matter what. Also, since my mom doesn’t make much sense when she tries to explain it to me, I’m hoping that maybe my dad can tell me exactly how it is that a person can love someone one day and then not love them the next? Maybe I’ve got it all wrong. Maybe humans aren’t animals who mate for life. Maybe they’re more like the mate-for-a-season animals. If he and Mom’s season is up, I need to know that for absolute sure.

			BIRD	

			Yeah, that’s a good plan. It’s hard to pick up the flat garbage with these.

			PHIN 2

			For the flat stuff you have to bend down and pick it up.

			BIRD	

			Science would not have invented grabbers if they wanted me to bend.

				Is your mom still gonna date that short man?

			PHIN 2

			I guess so. I have agreed to meet him in a controlled and neutral environment.

			BIRD	

			Where?

			PHIN	

			Bowling. 

			BIRD	

			Cool. You should give him some of these grabbers for getting things off tall shelves. Like a peace offering.

			They pretend to reach for things up high. Lightning and thunder in the distance.

				Phin, put down your grabber, it’s made of super conductive materials!

			PHIN 2

			Thanks, Bird.

			BIRD	

			We should go. I saw on the Green Channel that chemicals that make female hormones have been found in the rain and snow. If we get too many female hormones we could grow boobs.

			PHIN 2

			I didn’t know that. Since when do you watch the Green Channel?

			Lightning.

			BIRD	

			BOOOOOOOBS.

			Thunder.

				RUNNNN!

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY-FIVE

			Reull.

			PHIN 2

			It took the Outspoken, the Wooloofs, and the other creatures one full revolution of Reull around its star before a decision was finally made as to what would be done with the Gorachs.

			LEADER	

			Let me out, please! I’ll be nice.

			WOOLOOF	

			They’re too dangerous to be let loose.

			PHIN 2

			But their punishment must be just and fair. It is wrong to take an eye for an eye.

			LEADER

			Yeah.

			WOOLOOF	

			You are caged in a Spikit tree. If you can live in harmony with your tree for one year, you will be released and allowed to roam free.

			The LEADER first fights the tree, then strokes it, and it gives him an apple.

			PHIN 2

			This made every creature on Reull very happy, because something had been done about the Gorachs. A small something, but it was a start.

		

	
		
			SCENE THIRTY-SIX

			Bedroom. MOM finishes reading PHIN’s Reull book.

			MOM	

			That’s a great story, Phin. You’re quite the writer. Thanks for showing me.

				I have a surprise for you. Someone from that law firm dropped by today. I guess your pictures were a big hit.

			She hands him a packet of letters.

			PHIN 1

			Whoa. These are all for me?

			MOM	

			Yep. And the addresses are from all over the province.

			PHIN 1

			'Kay, I’ll open one and you open one.

			MOM	

			“Dear Phin,

				

			I never thought about animals having feelings until I saw your pictures. My favourite was the rabbit one.

				Susan, seven years old.”

			PHIN 1

			This girl wants me to join her kindness club.

			MOM	

			What’s a kindness club?

			PHIN shrugs.

				This one’s from the Wildlife Rescue Fund—they’re going to do a nationwide call for statements for animals written by kids. That’s really cool, eh?

			PHIN 1

			(to audience) After we read all of them a couple of times, my mom made me some warm honey milk and then she read to me. I wasn’t listening very well, though, because about sixty-four percent of my mind was still thinking about what had happened during the day. I thought about how along with famous people like David Suzuki, there are lots of ordinary people concerned about animals and the environment too. Maybe some of those ordinary people are even in my own neighbourhood, and maybe I walk by them every day on my way to school and don’t even know it.

				Then I started imagining that these people are living in little pockets here and there and everywhere. And just like those who wrote letters to me, they’re out there signalling to others too. “I am here,” they’re signalling. This helps them find one another so that they can join together and grow their numbers minute by minute, day by day—hundreds, then thousands, then tens of thousands, then millions.

				Thinking of this reminded me of locusts. When there aren’t many of them, they’re solitary insects and live in little pockets all over the land. But when their population grows to a certain point, all of a sudden the pockets join together and form a gigantic moving swarm. It makes them an unstoppable force. I imagined all the pockets of people moving together like a cloud of locusts, chewing and swallowing up all the pain and suffering and death all over the earth. So now in my mind I’m imagining the edge of the pain mark of the planet is getting a little less red. It’s still red, but it’s a small step.

				As I imagined all of this, I leaned against my mom and listened to her voice through her chest. My thoughts made me feel like how I imagine a deer feels when he’s standing in the middle of his herd—calm and alert all at the same time, surrounded by family.

			PHIN leans into his MOM.

			Cuddles breathes in and out.

			Darkness.

			The End
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