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Prologue
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LAUREL stands downstage on the apron and addresses the audience.

LAUREL

(Singing to the tune of “the Brady Bunch” theme)


HERE’S A STORY OF A LOVELY LADY. WHO WAS BRINGING UP TWO VERY LOVELY BIRDS. BOTH OF THEM WITH SNOWY CRESTS, LIKE THEIR MOTHERS. THE YOUNGEST ONE WITH PEARLS.


(Switching to normal voice)


If you are like most people, you have never heard lyrics quite like that applied to that song!  In fact, if you are like most people, you have no clue what the _____ I just said. How do birds have pearls? 

Now of course if you are a cockatiel person, you are thinking, ‘yeah, of course one has pearls – but most pearl cockatiels don’t have white crests. Is this cockatiel a whiteface pearl?’  

If you are really a cockatiel person you immediately want to know the exact genetic history of my bird – Arwen in this case.  To which I am happy to tell you that Arwen is a dominate silver whiteface pearl pied hen and granddaughter of a National Cockatiel Society champion named Caspian. Her mother, Caspian’s daughter, was Cloud, a whiteface pearl pied hen. Arwen’s father was named Sterling and he was a dominate silver whiteface pearl pied.

Are the rest of you completely lost yet? Yeah, I thought so!  That’s because you are used to dog and cat breeds where people value uniform traits. When I say ‘Cavalier King Charles Spaniel’ you know exactly what that dog looks like. Mix another breed with that beautiful cav and you end up with a cute, lovable mutt who will never win the Westminster Kennel Club Dog Show.

But parrots are literally of a different class – Aves – and order – Psittaciformes – from we mammals. All captive raised parrots are wild animals socialized around humans, but still retaining their wild instincts. Selective breeding has created what we call ‘colour mutations’ that only change the plumage of our captive raised birds, usually by suppressing a specific hue like yellow – for pied cockatiels – or grey – for lutino cockatiels.  

With cockatiels, the more of these mutations a bird has, the better – in most cases.  Therefore, a whiteface lutino cockatiel – which is what my older bird Mithril is – is more prized than a regular lutino cockatiel. Combining whiteface and lutino gives you a very different looking bird.  In this case, a whiteface lutino which has all white feathers, pink eyes, pink beak, pink skin, and pink nails.

Are you ready for the science lecture to be over yet?  Okay! Good! I swear the point of getting together today is not actually to trick you into a zoology class!  Rather we are gathered today to celebrate the wonders that come with living with cockatiels – and the crazy things I encounter in my regular life when I’m around people who aren’t as in love with these amazing and incredibly bright balls of feathered mischief. 

On a technical note I want to mention that what you are about to watch is not always presented in chronological order.  All of my cockatiels across the years have something to say – or do – that conveys the magic that is life with cockatiels. 

Part tornado, part fluffy ball of feathers, and mixed with insane capacities for mischief, life is never dull around cockatiels.  By the end of this show, you will know exactly what I mean.
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(END OF SCENE)
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Act I: Me and My Bird
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Act I, Scene I
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2010. Ocean Ave. apartment, Brooklyn New York. MITHRIL sits under a small dining table surrounded by chairs. LAUREL ENTERS and starts frantically looking for her.

LAUREL


Mithril?  Mithril. Mithril!!!


(the search becomes more frantic as she fails to find Mithril)


Mithril! Where are you?  Oh please, birdy! Where are you!  Don’t die on me! Please! Please! Please be okay!



At length, Laurel looks under the dining table and locates Mithril.  Crawling down on the floor, she picks up Mithril and holds her close.

LAUREL


Oh thank God I found you!  Why did you do that?  Why didn’t you tell me where you were?



Mithril stays silent.  After giving Mithril some kisses, Laurel puts her back on the top of her cage.
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(END OF SCENE)
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Act I, Scene II
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LAUREL stands on the stage apron, the rest of the stage curtained off.  She speaks directly to the audience, walking about casually, telling a story.

LAUREL


Many years ago, back when Mithril was just a baby, I was involved in a number of online bird clubs – in addition to the one in New York City that I became spokesperson for. I met a lot of great people there and it was at these meetings, often held at Starbucks or its competitors, that I first learned that I know more about cockatiels than the typical person.

Popular at the time was a story I usually called “A Parrot Thanksgiving,” but its real name was “How to Stuff Your Turkey on Thanksgiving.” Here’s how it goes: “Get up early in the morning & have a cup of coffee. It’s going to be a long day, so place your Parrot on a perch nearby to keep you company while you prepare the meal.

Remove Parrot from kitchen counter and return him to perch. Prepare stuffing, and remove Parrot from edge of stuffing bowl and return him to perch. Stuff turkey & place it in the roasting pan, and remove Parrot from edge of pan and return him to perch.

Have another cup of coffee to steady your nerves.

Remove Parrot’s head from turkey cavity and return him to perch, and re-stuff the turkey. Prepare relish tray, and remember to make twice as much so that you’ll have a regular size serving after the Parrot has eaten his fill.

Remove Parrot from kitchen counter and return him to perch.

Prepare cranberry sauce; discard berries accidentally flung to the floor by Parrot.

Peel potatoes, remove Parrot from edge of potato bowl and return him to perch.

Arrange sweet potatoes in a pan & cover with brown sugar & mini marshmallows.

Remove Parrot from edge of pan and return him to perch. Replace missing marshmallows.

Brew another pot of coffee. While it is brewing, clean up the torn filter. Pry coffee bean from Parrot beak. Have another cup of coffee & remove Parrot from kitchen counter and return him to perch.

When time to serve the meal: Place roasted turkey on a large platter, and cover beak marks with strategically placed sprigs of parsley.

Put mashed potatoes into serving bowl; rewhip at last minute to conceal beak marks and claw prints. Place pan of sweet potatoes on sideboard; forget presentation as there’s no way to hide the areas of missing marshmallows.

Put rolls in decorative basket, remove Parrot from side of basket and return him to perch. Also remove beaked rolls, serve what’s left.

Set a stick of butter out on the counter to soften – think better and return it to the refrigerator.

Wipe down counter to remove mashed potato claw tracks.

Remove Parrot from kitchen counter and return him to perch.

Cut the pie into serving slices. Wipe whipped cream off Parrot’s beak and place large dollops of remaining whipped cream on pie slices.

Whole slices are then served to guests, beaked-out portions should be reserved for host & hostess.

Place Parrot inside cage & lock the door. Sit down to a nice relaxing dinner with your family accompanied by plaintive cries of “want dinner!” from the other room.”



Now what makes this story so funny is:  it’s absolutely true!  Even if the details are different for your Thanksgiving holiday and you have a different flock configuration from the generic parrot in the popular story, I swear to God! Something like this happens every year when you have a parrot – and usually when you have any kind of bird with the freedom to join you out of cage and into your home too.  So beware:  finches and doves love to do all of this too!

Remember:  there is never a dull moment around parrots!
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(END OF SCENE)
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Act I, Scene III
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2010. Ocean Ave. apartment, Brooklyn New York. LAUREL sits at her laptop computer located on the dining table. MITHRIL relaxes in her cage. We hear the sound of wings in flight. ARAGORN sits on top of the refrigerator for a bit before falling down to the floor in the small space between the wall and the refrigerator. 

LAUREL

(noticing the sound of wings)

Mithril? Aragorn?

(finds Mithril in cage)


Oh, there you are, Mithril!  Where’s Aragorn?



Mithril chirps pleasantly before switching to screams and contact calls.

LAUREL


Aragorn?  Aragorn.  Aragorn!



Aragorn chirps.  Laurel locates him. 

LAUREL


Aragorn?  How did you get there? Birdy!  I don’t know how to get you out! I can’t move the refrigerator!  Oh Aragorn! What do I do?


(pacing)


Aragorn, I really don’t know how to get you out from there! Oh my God! What do I do?



Laurel puts hand along top of fridge until able to bring hand down to where he is. Aragorn hops onto her hand which she slowly brings up and out.

LAUREL


Why did you do that, Aragorn?  You scared me!


(Aragorn chirps)


Goofy ball of feathers!  Little Sméagol!  Yes!  You are! You’re such a Sméagol!




Laurel carries Aragorn back to the cage.  Both birds chirp happily.
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(END OF SCENE)
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