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Scene 1

Will is unconscious, chained to the set, with a gold lock, in spotlight. There is a gold key in a pile of dull brown brass keys prominently on the set.

Screen
Is everything thus ‘closed with golden bars, and opened but with golden keys?’

Screen – Clue
OPEN

A recorded message from Will plays as the audience enter. It is distorted and glitches out in parts – the recording comes uses the below text. Will slowly gains consciousness and eventually becomes blindly enthralled by the sound of the voice. Deformed Jevons images malfunction on the screen.

Will (VO)
Last Thursday night a storm began, with heavy rain, black clouds, and very strong gales from the east. On looking down with the rest nothing was at first sight apparent but the huge waves of the Pacific Ocean, regularly rolling in, and each time entirely covering the lower rocks with a boiling sea of pure white foam, or now and then striking the projecting shelf, with a loud bursting noise, and throwing out a dense misty spray almost as high as the cliffs upon which we stood. But soon there was evidence of the wreck: small fragments of wood mingled with the sea-weed; portions of spars, or pieces of large timber, already quite rounded off by grinding on the rocks; bits of clothing, some apparently of silk, also long pieces of sheeting or bedding torn into shreds, and other clothing apparently tied up in bundles, were now and then seen. All these things were carried up on the top of one wave, lodged on the shelf of rock and exposed to view for a few moments till the succeeding wave enveloped them again in foam, and thus invisibly removed them. But as you will anticipate, there was now and then mingled with them objects of yet more fearful appearances. The whole sky was covered by dark heavy masses of cloud, shattered by lightning, burned by the bush fires, or when blown over, sometimes falling into each other's arms.

Do not accuse God either of the errors of man or the eruption of a volcano. He has imposed on matter eternal laws; and his work is accomplished without his being anxious if a vessel sinks in the midst of a tempest or a town disappears under an earthquake. What matter to him a few existences more or less! Thinks he then of death? No! but to our soul he has left the care of regulating itself, and what proves it is the independence of our passions.


I can remember perfectly some of the splendidly fine days we had in the Tropics when we were lying on the deck under the awning all day, reading, playing draughts, or cards, etc., after tea, watching the sun set and the moon rise, and then sitting out in the night till late. Sometimes the sun went down quite alone without a cloud all over the sky. More often there were clouds of all variety of shapes. One time the sky all round was covered with bright fiery-coloured clouds, which, being of a scattered shape, looked exactly like ridges of flames; another time there were splendid mountainous masses of cloud about the sun, with others of different shapes and colours about the sky. Besides the clouds, there were the tints of the sky, which were very beautiful, chiefly singular greens, every variety of reds and oranges, and, after the sun set, a very beautiful rose or pink tint. 

The doctrine that we have descended from apes or higher mammals is only at first sight repulsive. On further reflection, does it not offer boundless hopes of future progress? Among the lower animals, indeed, is the bounded variety--that sameness that is truly hopeless. But man may possess genius. We know not whence it comes, but from the mysterious working of the Primary Cause. Nevertheless, there may arise among the tender nervous cords the thoughts which have not existed before. Where do we find an antecedent for the grand yet tender feelings of the Homeric poems, the mysterious insight of a Pythagoras, a Socrates, or a Plato, the science weaving powers of Archimedes, of Galileo, or of Newton, the high thoughts and beauty of a Raphael, and last, though far from least, the inspired melodies of Beethoven? 

I am kept pretty busily engaged at home now by my meteorological observations. I have lately commenced sending a weekly report to the Empire, and I send you two papers containing my reports. Mr. Parkes has given them a very good place in the paper, and printed them exceedingly well, but this confounded Government service prevents me either asking or receiving any money any other way, and I therefore do it more for fun. It takes about two hours a week to calculate and make it out, but this is little more than I should do for my own satisfaction. I am engaged now too in copying out, correcting, and calculating my two daily observations for the last twenty months, which I had allowed to accumulate; it is a work of some forty or fifty thousand figures, independent of continual calculations, drawing of means, and other work. I am beginning, however, to get some results out to repay me. 

I know that at any time you will be glad to have a letter from me, and so, without any particular prospect of a mail, I am going to write you a few pages. I have been much occupied the last twenty-four hours with an incident that occurred to me last night, and which I shall not easily forget. On going upstairs to bed about 10.30 p.m., with a candle, I had got but a short distance into the room when I saw a long irregular black thing lying on the floor. I was puzzled at first to think what it was, but a very few moments of examination were required to decide the question, for it was without doubt a black snake, and still further to convince me, the thing began to move and to hiss! To tell the truth, I then went out of the room quite as fast as I came in (as people say), and, to have him in safe keeping, shut the door. On returning with Mr. O'Connell, provided with sticks, etc., for his destruction, we could see nothing of him, but ultimately discovered him hidden in a corner under the bed, from which being displaced, Mr. O'Connell soon killed him with a few good knocks, but not before he had made a great display of his wide-opened mouth and forked tongue. The fellow was then found to be over a yard long, but though he be no wonder himself, everybody acknowledges it to be the most singular fact they remember of a snake getting into a house, for besides crossing the yard, he had to go up several stone steps into the lobby, and then up long, steep, and rather awkward stairs into the room. Everybody says, too, that he is a regularly poisonous rascal. It is well, however, that it was as it was, for if he had simply moved under the bed before I came in, I should have probably gone to bed with him under me—a very disagreeable thought. I have thus been giving you an account of the affair as lengthily as if I had been talking to you, and I do not know what for, unless for my own satisfaction and amusement, but I hope not to your alarm. It is singular that this is the first snake of any size that any of us have met this summer, and in all probability I may go to bed every day of my life and not meet a second.

The audience uses the key to unlock Will. Will wakes up.

Will (VO)
My dear Grandpapa. When will you come home? I am six. I was six on Wednesday, and Mamma gave me a paint box. There was a beautiful rainbow to-night. I have got a sixpenny little boat. As I awoke in the morning, the sun was shining brightly into my room. There was a consciousness on my mind that I was the discoverer of the true logic of the future. It may be fearlessly said that no social transformation would be too great to be commended and attempted if only it could be clearly shown to lead to the greater happiness of the community. No laws, no customs, no rights of property are so sacred that they may not be made away with if it can be clearly shown that they stand in the way of the greatest happiness. The question resolves itself into one of logic. Good-bye, dear grandpapa. Your affectionate Stanley Jevons.

During this sequence, the images of Alex and Jen in the other space become seen. The recording of Will glitches out, stutters, dies.

Scene 2 
The screen displays footage of Alex and Jen in the other space, projected onto different sections of the social map – Land & Water sections. In the following scene the audience and Alex and Jen send a series of clues between the spaces, leading eventually to Alex and Jen entering the Jevons environment. The audience hand clues to Will, who places them into a slot, and they are produced in the space by Alex & Jen, having evolved detail. Alex & Jen can hear the audience and a sound indicates an item has been sent.

Lights come up on the full stage.  Will makes his way reflexively to the desk, and sits. There is a slot into which he places clues.  He begins writing on sheets of paper, repetitive Jevons nonsense. Clues can emerge from his writing, if the audience stalls.

Screen
I have nothing but fragmentary notes as yet, and much searching will be necessary.

Screen – Clue
SEARCH & FIND
Alex’s clues are primarily magenta; Jen’s clues are cyan.

Flow of clues:

	STREAM 1
	STREAM 2



	Screen activates, audience attention is drawn to it by a distracted Will



	Alex provides a coordinate


	Jen provides a coordinate

	Audience finds Calendar with Alex’s birthday circled several months in – on wall. Calendar is given to Will, who sends it to the other space
	Audience finds Jen’s Diary – One page written – In bookshelf. Diary is given to Will, who sends it to the other space

	Alex receives the calendar, which is now filled with entries. Alex opens it to show another date, July 6, which provides a coordinate
	In the other space, the diary is full of writing. Jen opens to July 6, which provides a coordinate

	Audience finds Alex’s Birth Certificate in a sheaf of blank pages, rolled up in a telescope tube. Certificate is given to Will, who sends it to the other space
	Audience finds Photo Album with one photo of Jen. This album is given to Will, who sends it to the other space

	Alex demonstrates that all the other pages are filled with other personal documents. Demonstrates another coordinate on a medical certificate dated July 6.


	Jen demonstrates that the photo album is filled with photos. Demonstrates another coordinate, on a photo dated July 6.

	Audience finds a submission written by Alex, concealed in the Logic Piano setpeice, titled “Civics & Peace, part 1 of 2”. Highlighted in title is “V S P C E”. 


	Audience finds an article written by Jen, concealed in the lantern setpiece, titled “Evict & Lockout, part 2 of 2”. Highlighted in title is “E T O K T”. 



	Audience look in Will’s vest pocket. In the pocket is an 1855 Australian Gold Sovereign. Will sends the coin to the other space.



	Jen & Alex each receive a coin, and the other space ends.




Scene 3
Jen enters the Jevons space. As she arrives, she hears a voice - her own - speaking a pre-recorded message. Water animation for the water part of the map, static for the land part.

Jen (recording) 
Hey, Jen.

Jen
Who's that?

Jen (recording)
Okay, so, I'm supposed to say... This is you. This is a recorded message that you made - that I'm making - on July 6, Two Thousand (garbled static) to help explain some things. Apparently I'm going to experience amnesia and disorientation, and it's going to mess up my joints too, supposedly, so if you're feeling stiff and you can't get a full range of movement, that's why. Anyway, this is all normal and you don't need to panic. 

Jen
That's my voice.

Jen (recording)
They've given me a list of things to explain, which was nice of them, so I'm reading off that. You're disoriented, confused, yes... okay, this is important: you're in a computer generated environment. Everything you can see, hear, touch, your own body, it's all being simulated inside a computer construct. I've been - we've been - picked to help start up this computer system and bring it all online. You have to switch on all the individual parts, turn the ignition and hand crank the motor or whatever you do, and get the machine running.

Jen
What machine? 

Jen (rec)
I know you're not going to be very happy about this, but it's not selling out. The hook is, after it's all over, we can write up the story for publication. The Block have already said they'll take it, the Review are interested too, and it'll be good fodder for the book. Tell the truth, that'll make more difference than staying home and ignoring the letter. What else. Oh, god, something to verify... okay, this is so you know it's really me. You remember the kid who got sick last year from the tainted water – you couldn’t stop looking at his teeth, you thought they looked like wood.

(muffled voice)

Jen (recording)
Yes, that would convince me. It is a unique memory that only I know about. It will convince me. She knows it's me. I will know that this was me. Okay?

Alex enters.

Alex (rec)
This is Alex Moore, four forty five pm, 6th July... talking to Alex.

Jen
Is that your voice?

Alex (rec)
You're experiencing some disorientation, amnesia, muscle and joint limitations, possibly some blurred vision. These are typical side-effects of entering a simulated computer environment. This is you talking - I'm recording this message to provide you with some guidance about where you are and what you're doing. What you can see is a virtual representation of a workspace on a massive software construct. This is one way of viewing the workings of a computer program.

Alex
What program?

Alex (rec)
This computer program is in the final stages of construction and is ready to be brought online into full function. Since you’re hearing this then you have been selected to enter this virtual workspace and calibrate the three key components: the data-receiver, the data processor, and the data-distributor. In return for your contribution, you'll receive recognition in all official records of this procedure. To verify my identity... you’ve never told anyone that nothing in the world scares you more than people in animal costumes - 

Alex
Be quiet a minute. What program is this? Who built it and what is it for? Hello?

Alex (rec)
- you just can’t make yourself realise that it’s a person in a suit, it’s like the world is broken and somehow there is actually a giant…

Alex
Stop. Fast forward the recording. Search for the words 'the program will' or 'the program is for'.

Alex (rec)
The program will need participants, including yourself, to determine the relative importance of its key functions and configure its priorities.

Alex
What key functions? Why am I here?

Jen
Looks like we’re stuck here until we work it out.

Alex
Excuse me, can you just...? Search for the words 'key functions'. Play. Rewind. Play. Play.

Alex (rec)
...

The recording finishes.

The following dialogue gets stuck in occasional loops. The audience must stamp on the floor to break the characters out of their loops.

Screen 
It is all very well for poets to speak of history as repeating itself. The oftener an action is repeated, the more easy is it to perform it again, and the more perfectly will it be performed.
Alex
Sorry. That was rude of me. 

Jen
I didn't even think of controlling the playback. I'm Jen.

Alex
Alex. So you got a recorded message too?

Jen
It was me talking - it told me I'm here to help fix some settings on a computer program, and then write a story on it. I'm a journalist, I write for the Block.

Alex
A story about what? About this place?

Jen / Will
I don't know, I don't remember. I'm missing a few hours at least, maybe more.

Alex
My message said we'd probably experience memory loss when we logged in.

Jen
But how much memory loss? I'm trying to figure out how much I've forgotten. The last thing I remember is... making dinner for my daughter, maybe? 

Jen/Will
Last night, maybe last week?

Alex
I had an appointment.

Jen / Will
I don't know, I don't remember. I'm missing a few hours at least, maybe more.

Alex
My message said we'd probably experience memory loss when we logged in.

Jen
But how much memory loss? I'm trying to figure out how much I've forgotten. The last thing I remember is... making dinner for my daughter, maybe? 

Jen/Will
Last night, maybe last week?

Alex
I had an appointment. July 6, so this afternoon, I had to leave work an hour early and drive to a building... somewhere. Paid parking.

Jen
What happened to you? You just wake up here? 

Alex
Where'd you get the new-fangled camera?

Jen
It looks like these clothes. 19th century.

Alex
Yeah, the outfits are a nice touch. 

Jen
If this place is a computer generated environment, why does it look like a study from the 1850s? 

Jen/Will
Who would build this?

Alex
It's just a way of displaying what's going on inside the computer. All these objects probably represent different components of the software. Instead of having to edit raw code, this kind of workspace lets you interface with the system by manipulating tangible objects.
Jen
Are you a programmer?

Alex
No, I work at the Bureau of Statistics. I process data. 

Jen
What kind of data?

Alex
Just people's forms. Numbers of refugees applying for housing, cost of providing basic services, ratio of refugees from the drought vs refugees from the flood / numbers of refugees applying for housing, cost of providing basic services, ratio of refugees from the drought vs refugees from the flood / numbers of refugees / cost of providing / ratio of refugees / vs refugees, / numbers of refugees, / cost of providing, / ratio of refugees / vs / numbers of refugees, / numbers of refugees, / numbers of refugees, / numbers of / numbers of / numbers of / numbers of / numbers... 


Just low-level data interpretation. I finished my degree at the end of last year, it's my first full-time job. 

Jen
But you've used this kind of -

Jen/Will
- virtual workspace-

Jen
-before?

Alex
You're controlling an icon of yourself in a virtual world. It's still you, though, no matter where you think you've travelled to. 

Jen
So our real bodies are sitting in chairs in a room somewhere, controlling us-

Jen/Will
-in this space.

Alex
You're controlling an icon of yourself in a virtual world. It's still you, though, no matter where you think you've travelled to. 

Jen
So our real bodies are sitting in chairs in a room somewhere, controlling us-

Jen/Will
-in this space.

Alex
You're controlling an icon of yourself in a virtual world. It's still you, though, no matter where you think you've travelled to. 

Screen – Clue
STAMP TO BREAK LOOPS




Breakable Loop 1

1   Jen
What's happening, why are we- 

Jen/Will
-talking in loops?

Alex
It's not just me, then.

2   Jen
We just got-

Jen/Will
-caught in a circle- 

Jen
-saying the same things to each other.

4   Alex
The program's glitching somehow. There’s a lag between what needs to be represented and our impulses, so it skips backwards.

Jen
It’s like a scratched record. Someone needs to (5) give the record player a kick.

Alex
How?

This loop starts one line later each time. 

Jen
What I'm wondering is what kind of machine this is? What is it for? 

Alex
These big objects must be linked to different parts of the computer, like programs. If we start playing this piano, it might send signals to some other part of the system. Or these little items, they’re files maybe. Whatever this program does, I assume we knew when we agreed to help activate it. I seemed to know, in that message I left myself.

Jen
I remember something about

Breakable Loop 2

Jen
a machine turning on,

- a news story, I think, nothing to do with me.

Alex
I had to leave work for an hour for an appointment - I got a letter telling me to call up and book a time somewhere...

Jen/Will
I remember a letter.  

Jen
Something official, I thought I threw it out - I was angry about it.




Breakable Loop 3

Alex
Then you changed your mind?

Jen / Will (Alternating, not concurrent)
I changed my mind.




Breakable Loop 4

Alex
Where'd you get the new-fangled camera?

Jen
It looks like these clothes. 19th century.

Alex
Yeah, the outfits are a nice touch. 

Will
Who would build this?

Jen
Damn it, that was five minutes ago! I didn’t sign up to have my mind messed with like this.




Breakable Loop 5

Alex
Yeah, it’s like when you’re driving somewhere you don’t usually go, and you stop concentrating and you wind up halfway to work by mistake.
Jen
Until a little voice tells you that-

Will
-you’re on the wrong track.

Will
How are you doing that? How are you making me-

Jen
-say what I’m saying?




Final Loop

Jen/Will
How are you talking along with me?

This loop will not break, Alex is drawn in, it reinforces and overloads.

Will
I'm Will Sands. I'm an assayer at the Mint. I work on the coin press. I woke up in here a few minutes earlier than both of you. I woke up and I was alone. I could hear my voice talking but it was damaged. I couldn't understand it. I didn't realise that this was a computer until you arrived. I don't remember where I was before I came here. I don't think that this camera came with me. I think that it might still work. I’m Will Sands. I'm an assayer at the Mint. I work on the coin press. 

Scene 4

Screen
A solitary lamp burns before the tarnished old altar and its images. The photographer cannot leave these alluring little scenes without a pang of disappointment.

The lantern turns on.

Jen & Alex slip into stylised behaviour, and influence audience members to the tasks they must do: picking audience members and bringing them to the tasks, then drawing attention to the correct targets of the beam.

An audience member stands behind the lantern to direct it.

Screen – Clue
ILLUMINATE

Will moves through the space pointing the camera at objects in the room as directed by the audience member in control. 

When the beam is hitting the correct part of the space, Will takes photos of the objects – the snake, a bottle, a pick, and the lantern – which while taken through his camera come up visible on the screen, with images from the following flashback scene.

Image 1. A flooded town

Sounds of surging water.

Alex


Mum! 

Jen


Alex, what are you doing here?

Alex


I've got the car, let's go.

Jen


It's knee-deep water out here, you should have left it up at Mandy's.

Alex


That's where we're going - they've set up a shelter at Nerrima.

Jen

Don't be stupid, I'm not going to Nerrima. They've said there are looters moving through all the affected areas. I've got a metre of sandbags from the fence down the driveway, I'm going to stay here and mind the house.

Alex


They've called for everyone to evacuate. It's not slowing down, it's supposed to keep rising for another 24 hours. Mum, stop - we have to go. We have to go.

Jen


This is my home. 

Alex
Another few minutes and I won't be able to drive out of here. Come on. Come on.

The sequence ends and they are themselves again.


Will
What was that?

Alex
That was word for word what happened when my mum’s town was flooded four years ago.

Will
That was what you said to your Mother four years ago?

Alex
That was exactly how it happened. I drove down to help her get out of town and she was stacking sandbags and refusing to leave. Saying exactly what you just said to me.

Jen
Any idea why I just started reciting Mum's sandbag speech all of a sudden?

Alex
That photo that Will took is of the town where my mum used to live. That whole part of the coast is underwater now.
Will
So did your Mother stay at home or go with you?

Alex
I took her to the shelter at Nerrima. After the floods went down she went back, but her place had been ransacked by looters.

Jen
You should have let her stay.

Alex
Emergency Services was calling for everyone to evacuate.
Will
Why didn't you stay with her?

Jen
Forget about the government, you protect what's yours.

Alex
Situations like that are what we have governments for, to protect us when things are out of our control. Your advice is everyone for themselves?

Lightbeam comes back on.

Will
Why didn't you stay with her?

This time, the audience member must direct the beam at a mirror onstage, fixed on a table. Now another audience member must swivel the mirror to aim the beam at a new point on stage. Will takes a photograph, it appears on screen.

Image 2. A protest

Jen
Hey, can I ask you a couple of questions? Just stand here - okay, you're good.

Alex
Do I look at the camera?

Jen
Just look at me. Just, we're having a conversation. What’s your name?

Alex
Ed.

Jen
Okay Ed, three, two. I'm here speaking with Ed, one of the thousands of protestors out on the streets tonight. What's brought you here?

Alex
In this suburb we have hundreds of new people every week - families, children, grandparents - their farms have been destroyed in the dust storms. While we give up our homes to help support these families, we receive nothing from the government except rolling blackouts and bad water. Now there's a strep epidemic, and there’s no medicine to buy. The only solution left is to ration the supplies to the richer suburbs to allow more medicine here where it’s needed.

 Jen
Sorry, you need to rephrase that last bit. You can’t artificially limit anyone else’s medicine supply to boost your own, it’s needed everywhere. Don't say 'guarantee us medicine by taking it away from others’, say 'the government should control the demand by only subsidising the most needy.’

Alex
The government should help the neediest members of our society with fully subsidised medicine. 

Jen
The politicians are trying to spread our already thin medical resources instead of ensuring they are available to those who really can’t cope. 

Alex
The politicians are spreading our medical resources too thin instead of making sure they’re available to people who really can’t cope.

Jen
Thanks very much, Ed.

The sequence ends and they are themselves again.


Will
You were telling the man what to say.

Jen
I was helping him get his point across. He didn't mind.

Alex
I mind. It's bad enough regurgitating parts of someone else's conversation, let alone having to parrot your opinions along with it.

Will
You don't believe the government should ration medicine? 

Jen
No, because then they're taking medicine away from other people who need it. Leave it to the businesses to sort out who gets what and draw a line on who you subsidise.

Will
What if you don’t qualify for help?

Alex 
Then you couldn’t afford to buy it even if you could find it.

Jen
So instead you ration, people steal medicine and hoard it, and the only place you can buy it is on the black market at five times the price. This is what happens when the government gets involved. Bureaucracy, corruption and incompetence.

Lightbeam comes back on.

Will
What about the people who miss out?

Again, the beam must be directed at the mirror, the mirror directed to another mirror fixed on a shelf, then to another spot on stage. When the beam is in the correct place, Will takes a photograph. 

Image 3. The construct

Alex
From: l.miller@gctf.iin.gov 

To: j.fletcher@bpr.iin.gov

Re: Participants for calibration

Dear Judith,

How's life in the Public Relations Bureau? Have things calmed down now the referendum's over?

Regarding the governor-to-be: we've successfully integrated the data coordinator with the processing unit, and we are ready for your contribution. It’s logically coherent, the only issue being that it has started spitting out status reports in this excruciatingly verbose 19th century dialogue. This is apparently an acceptable quirk. 

We are presently instituting the distributed processing rollout of the code to the personal computers of all registered voters. We're in the final stages and we're now ready to calibrate. How many participants have you processed? 

Yrs, 

Lou Miller.

Jen
From: j.fletcher@bpr.iin.gov

To: l.miller@gctf.iin.gov

re: Re: Participants for calibration

Hi Lou,

Glad to hear about your computer issues. I'm sure the people will be pleased to learn that their incoming governor talks and behaves as if it were 1855. That's at least 200 years more up-to-date than the fools currently in charge. :)

We sent out summons to 28,000 randomly selected citizens, weighted towards demographics considered less likely to respond. In the end, I am satisfied we have as representative a sample of the city's population as you could ask for. We have scanned all of the respondents, just over 10,000 citizens. Just a couple of scans will be needed for calibration of the system.

I’ll send through authorisation to get the calibration started. I'll tell the Minister we're underway, he can start clearing out his desk.

Yrs

Judy Fletcher

The sequence ends and they are themselves again.


Will
Judith Fletcher from the Public Relations Bureau, and Lou Miller from the governmental construct taskforce. Do you know them?

Jen
This is very very big. Whatever this construct is supposed to do, they're not wasting any expense. 10,000 citizens were scanned. That's a lot of money to be throwing around, whoever the people behind this are.

Alex
Those were public service email addresses.

Will
What does 'scanning' mean? 

Alex
I had an appointment, I remembered that.

Jen
I remember a letter. They picked my name out of a hat and they wanted me to come and get myself scanned. I thought I threw it out. I don't have an afternoon to waste getting my head checked. I threw it out.

Alex
Then you changed your mind?

Jen
I changed my mind. I decided to do the scan and write a story on it. 

Alex
So then what? What did they say about calibration? 

Will
'We have processed all of the respondents, just over 10,000 citizens. A couple of scans will be needed for calibration of the system.'

Alex
That’s us.

Lightbeam comes back on.

Again, the beam must be directed at the mirror and the mirror directed elsewhere on stage. When the beam is in the correct place, Will takes a photograph. 

Image 4. Data In

Will takes photo of the fourth item in a mirror. This time the screen displays an animation indicating that information is flowing into the construct. A visual / sound sequence. 

Scene 5

The following dialogue is a voiceover, it grows out of the sounds from the end of the previous scene. The characters speak monologues underneath this pre-recorded dialogue. The audience use a music box mechanism to tune into the inner monologues by eliminating static.
Screen
I begin to think that I am too much wrapped up in my own thought - an accumulation of private and personal thoughts which come at last to weigh too heavily. 
Alex
There's data coming in from all kinds of sources. I've got weather reports, housing affordability, shoplifting statistics...

Jen
This is information on land use and soil degradation, and this looks like high school reports. Yes, the computer is receiving data on how well Year 7 kids are doing in English.

Will
Craig Alan Anderson was arrested for Driving While Intoxicated, the median price of steel was up 0.6% today to a 6 month high, low tide was at 4:47am...

Jen
A computer has no right to spy on people like this. How does data on petrol purchases by suburb relate to recorded phone calls from customer helplines?

Alex
It's not doing anything with it yet.

Will
Information is only worthless until you find the links.

Alex
Wait a minute - is that me?

Will
It is you.

Alex
Freeze this one. Rewind. Stop. Zoom in.

Jen
What are you looking at?

Alex
Security camera footage from the Bureau of Statistics carpark.

Jen
That's where you work, right? 

Alex
I'm not there now.

Will
What date is it?

Alex
My appointment was on the 6th.

Will
6th of what?

Alex
July. 

Will
This stock-market report is from November 10. And we've got a new one. November 11.

Alex
Are they old?

Jen
They're from this year. And these traffic reports are also from November 11. Is that you again?

Alex
Freeze. Rewind. Stop. That's me, going home.

Jen
Wait a minute.
Will
November 12. 

Jen
How long between reports?

Will
10-15 seconds.

Jen
That was a full day, just passed in seconds. What's happening?

Characters begin speaking underneath the recording.

Screen – Clue
TUNE IN

	WILL
	ALEX
	JEN

	Alex
So we've been in this room for four months. We arrive in early July and a few minutes later it's mid-November? How can they lock us into virtual reality software for months at a time? 

	
	Alex
Where are our real bodies?
	

	Will
November 13.

	
	
	Jen
He’s been going to work every day…

	Jen
So where have I been for the last four months? Run a search for Jen Howe.

	
	
	Jen
Jennifer Genevieve Howe, Jenny Maddison Howe… Jennifer Megan Howe.

	Will
Display personal information for employees of the Mint.

	
	Alex    Weak flat white.
	

	Alex
It's me. Or I've been replaced by another Alex Moore who orders the same vending machine coffee as I do.

	
	
	Jen
‘Article by Jen Howe’?


	Jen
Huh. I've been publishing articles. 'Food prices rise in anticipation of further crop failures,' by Jen Howe. 'Dwindling water reserves and soil hypersalinisation have led experts to predict a complete failure in this year's harvest, the latest in a string of very bad years for regional farms. In anticipation of an escalating food crisis, the government has increased its budget for importing grain. A spokesperson for the Department of Land Use said, 'We are confident that the construct will deliver a best-case solution for all those affected by this situation.'

	Will
Royal Mint payroll and human resources directory. Russell, Ryan, Sadler, Saunder, Shelton… 

Will      National tax return register. William Sands, doctor, William Sands, film editor, William Sands, historian… I can't find him. Me.
	Alex
Is she reading the whole article? 
	Jen    “Hypersalinisation”? that isn’t a word, Jen. “Very bad years”? Terrible. It must’ve been late. 

	Alex
When did you write that?

	Will 
November twenty first.
	
	

	Jen
November twenty first. 

	
	Alex
If I'm out there - then who am I?
	

	Alex
Who’s controlling us?

	
	Alex
Find information regarding neural circuitry imaging of Alex Moore.
	

	Will
We're controlling ourselves.

	
	
	Jen
Search for articles by Jen Howe including the words “scan” and “construct.”

	Alex
Look at this. On July 6 Alex Moore went to a government hospital for a short appointment. He spent 19 minutes in a waiting room, six minutes in the surgery, he recorded a short audio message in a doctor's office and he went back to work. He never piloted a version of himself around a virtual 1850s study. 

	
	
	Jen
“Eight minutes asleep in a very comfy chair, and I joined the ranks of 10,000 people scanned into the construct databank.”

	Jen
Over 10,000 people from across the city had the scanning procedure done. 

	
	Alex
They took a snapshot of my mind, and then they loaded it into their virtual environment.
	

	Alex
Then we were the ones who got chosen to calibrate this thing.

	
	
	Jen
 “After the construct assumes complete control of the government…” wait a minute.

	Jen
Listen to this. 

...

“After the construct assumes complete control of the government, and the entire bureaucracy is made redundant, we can only hope that my scan doesn’t mess it all up for everyone.  That’s a big responsibility for a little scan on a machine.”

	Will/Jen
“The construct is expected to take over from the middle of next year-

	Will
-and will immediately and systemically reallocate the budget as it sees fit.”

	
	Alex
A robot president?
	

	Will
Find an online encyclopaedia.

	
	Alex
We’re inside the head of the thing that’s going to take over the country.
	

	Will
Following a series of escalating social, economic and environmental catastrophes, there was a statement from the Prime Minister's department ten months ago saying that the government were standing down without campaigning for re-election. However, instead of handing power over to an opposing party, they put forward an alternative governing body. Several major research organisations combined their projects to create one massive artificial intelligence to do the job of the whole government; legislative, executive, judicial, replacing the entire public service. A referendum was held, and it came down to a choice: the computer construct supported by the government and opposition, or one of several extreme fringe parties.

	Will
It passed.
	Alex
It passed.
	Jen
It passed?

	Jen
The referendum passed?

	Will
It passed.
	Alex
It passed.
	Jen
It passed.

	Will
Eight million three hundred sixteen thousand eight hundred and four, to three million three hundred seventy one thousand one hundred and sixty.

	Will
And around a million abstaining.
	Alex
About two thirds.
	Jen 
They just gave up.

	Jen
So instead of managing the crises, the government throws its hands up in the air and decides it's someone else's problem, and the people go along with it.

	
	
	Jen
How would you have done it differently?

	Will
"The construct experiment is being keenly observed by nations around the world, and several heads of state have suggested that they may adopt similar systems following demonstration of this prototype."

	
	Alex
We're pioneers.
	Jen
We’re guinea pigs.

	Will
"There is no time limit to the term of the construct’s governance and no constitutional method to remove it from power, excepting its own determination that such a course of action would be for the greater good."

	Will
And when would that ever be?
	
	

	Jen
Two thirds of people didn't stop to ask how they could get rid of this thing if it turned out to be worse than the old government.

	
	
	Jen
You’re grandstanding, Jen.

	Jen
It's in complete control from the moment it takes power until it decides to step down. Which seeing as it's a computer with an indefinite lifespan could be never.

	
	Alex
How do you have the right to tell people what to vote for?
	

	Alex
People knew the construct wasn't going to hold elections. They voted for it anyway, that’s up to them.

	Will      Good done is sufficient justification of any act.
	
	

	Jen
What are the checks and balances? There's no-one looking over its shoulder to make sure it's making the right decisions, there's no regulating body - it's a dictator. Benevolent or not, it's a dictator.

	
	Alex
That’s a bit heavy handed.
	Jen
Dictator.

	Alex
Nominated autocrat, I would say. I probably voted for it. 

	
	Alex
I would’ve thought it was futuristic.
	

	Jen
Of course you did. So did 2 out of every 3 people.

	
	
	Jen
He probably saw an ad.

	Will     Two out of three... Did I vote for it?

	Alex
There comes a point when you have to choose between things you consider your “rights” and actually being able to live. If the situation is desperate and it's a choice between another group of incompetent bureaucrats and a system that might actually get things done -

	
	
	Jen
(while Alex is talking) Rights are rights for a reason.

	Jen
You should never give up your right to remove the person in power. 

	
	Alex
Did you really ever have that right?
	

	Jen
Of course I didn’t have that right personally, but the people as a whole should.

	Will
… Interesting.
	Alex
… Did I just say that to her?
	Jen
… Wait.

	Alex
You heard that?

	
	
	Jen
“Did I just say that to her?”

	Jen
Yeah, “Did I just say that to her?”


	Will
The edges are blurring.
	
	

	Jen
“The edges are blurring.”

	
	Alex
What else was I thinking?
	

	Jen
 “What else was I thinking?”

	 
	Alex
I thought Jen was being pretty heavy handed talking about how the construct is the worst thing in the world and throwing her weight around - wait, careful what you think about 

they can hear your thoughts 

don't think anything nasty

don't think about Jen being a bitch

DON'T. THINK.
	Jen
What's Emily doing now? Why haven’t I even thought about her? Who's been looking after her? I guess I have. Don't think about Emily, they'll hear you. Stop thinking about her, they can hear you. Think about your breath. Breathe in. One, two. Breathe out.  

	Pause.

Will
It's awkward talking out loud when we can hear each other's thoughts. 


Scene 6

Audience trigger four short clusters of three monologues from a menu of seven options. The options are shown on the screen and the number of questions they have remaining are shown also. The options are listed next to numbers that are superimposed on a top down video view of the stage.
Screen
I can concentrate my thoughts upon a subject at almost any time, till everything else vanishes out of view. The human mind is the inexplicable spring of new thoughts, desires, hopes, and fixed determinations.
Screen – Clue
CHOOSE 4 FROM 7

This decreases until they run out of choices

Monologues: 

Hopes
Will
I hope we can bring the construct online before the power goes out and the whole city collapses. Two thirds of the people voted for this thing to take over, but we need to make it happen before they forget why. 

Alex 
I hope I don't screw it up. The construct chose me out of 10,000 scanned brains; there must be something that distinguishes me. When it starts running the city, I don't want it to make any mistakes because of something I did. 

Jen 
I hope I can tell the story of what happened in here. In all the propaganda, they never mentioned that the computer's brain is filled with a 19th century study. I think if people knew what this thing actually looked like, they'd have no confidence in it whatsoever.

Future

Will 
This is our one chance to do something to give this city a future. The current government can't keep food and water flowing in to – the problems are too big for them. If the construct can't salvage the city, no government will be able to. 

Jen 
Of course people voted for the construct. They're desperate. With the drought, the floods wiping out the coast, they don't know what to do. The people chose to give up control of their future, but the next generation won't have the choice. Emily's going to grow up with a tyrant in power, and she won't get to vote back in the freedoms we voted away.

Alex 
We won't know how we did without it. Instead of coordinating thousands of public servants working in different offices all over the city, all the important decisions are coming from one place. I’ll be redundant, along with all the other public servants, but I’m sure the construct can find something useful for me to do.

Family
Will 
Sisters, Henrietta, Lucy…. Brothers, Thomas, Herbert… my father... Just images of them - the colours are all washed out but the detail is still there, like I'm remembering pictures instead of real memories. There’s something missing.

Alex 
Mum's not doing well. She's staying at my sister's place instead of one of the camps they've set up for flood refugees. Her condition is getting worse. I hope I'm taking care of her.

Jen 
Just Emily. She's nearly three.

Other Self
Will 
I can't find any evidence of me in the real world. I've been an assayer at the Mint for the last four years, but there's no record of a Will Sands working on the coin press. My memory is corrupted, or the real me is in hiding, or he doesn't exist at all... and if he doesn't exist, who am I?

Jen 
It's been about six months since Jen got her brain scanned - less than an hour for me. She's spent six months writing articles about the water crisis, trying to predict how the construct will behave, talking about how much of a mistake the referendum was. She's like me six months in the future, but I know something she doesn't know about how the construct really thinks..

Alex 
I'm not Alex - I'm a simulation that predicts how Alex would behave, what he'd think. The real Alex is out there going to work every day, with no idea that I even exist. When the computer takes over running the city, it's going to be tuned to Alex's mind. He'd like to know that… I helped bring it into being.

The City
Will 
The city's broken, but not irreparably. There are resources on hand, there's money, skilled labour, there's infrastructure still in place, but the pieces don’t quite fit together... The problem is that the current government - any government - doesn't know what to do with them.

Alex 
I don't leave the city these days. I can't really afford petrol, and the camps in the suburbs aren't safe to travel through unless you have to. On the other hand, now the coast is flooded out and mum lives in the city, where is there to go? 

Jen 
It looks like things have gotten worse since we were scanned. The farms are failing, there are more refugees every day... Soon, people will be going hungry.

Compulsion
Will 
It doesn't feel as if I'm being compelled against my will. It’s the piano next - I want to see what it does. I don't know if that's the construct compelling me or not - I don't even care - I just want to know what it's there for. All it will take is a little work, and a decision, which direction to go.

Alex 
That’s what I can't stand, having it ransack my thoughts and stack my opinions in piles, weighing them against each other. Even right now, it feels as if someone's pushed me into this corner of my mind just to see what's there. I'm here of my own free will. If I'm needed to bring this system online, at least I should do it as myself.

Jen 
I hate it. I'm just getting my bearings, and then suddenly I find myself mouthing words like a puppet, or my thoughts broadcast out loud for everyone to hear. I made the decision to come and be scanned, I'm here of my own free will. If I'm needed to bring this system online, at least I should do it as myself.

Them
Will 
I like his curiosity. It's a waste for someone with an inquiring mind to sit and process statistics. 

Alex 
She's tough, she's... tough. She's so opposed to the government telling her what to do that she's convinced herself the construct will be some kind of tyrant, even though the alternative is anarchy.
Jen 
I don't believe he works in the Mint, for one. The coin press? That's the only time he's mentioned anything about himself. When I woke up here I was pretty disoriented, but he was bad. And he keeps asking these questions... 

Final monologue 
Alex
We were told what to do - there were three components we needed to switch on: the data-in, the data processor and the data-out. The lantern and camera activated the data-in. When we activate the other two components, the construct will take over and start running the city.

Jen
We don't have to activate them. We don't have to turn on the construct, we don't have to do any of it.

Will 
But we will. You will, and Alex will. And I will. There’s nothing to do but move forward. I want to see what happens to all this information. Where does it lead to? Come on.

Will initiates engagement with logic piano.
Scene 7
Will engages with an audience member directly, and directs them to the logic piano. The audience member pushes a/A, b/B, c/C and d/D to create a scene. These toggle on the screen and are confirmed once an acceptable combination is inputted.
Will activates the logic piano, and helps with its operation. A mixture of two scenes takes place.

Screen
We are reduced to balance conflicting probabilities of good and evil.

Screen – Clue
Choose one of each: A/a, B/b, C/c, D/d.

Piano – Clue
Choose one of each: A/a, B/b, C/c, D/d.

Piano – Clue
(A/a, B/b, C/c, D/d) (could be colour coded cyan/magenta to correspond with story if this is too difficult for audience)

Piano – Clue
Push FINIS to confirm.
Jen
I find it necessary to pre-face the description of the machine itself with a brief and simple explanation of the principles of the indirect method of inference which is embodied in it.

Alex
We have but to press a succession of keys in the order corresponding to the terms, conjunctions, and other parts of the proposition.

Jen
We can at any time add a new condition to the problem by pressing the full stop.

Alex
The problem being supposed complete, we press the Full Stop key.

Jen
The last key on the right hand is marked Full Stop, and is to be pressed at the end of each proposition, where the full stop is properly placed.

Alex
The task of constructing a mechanical logic is thus reduced to that of classifying a series of wooden rods representing the conceivable combinations of the abecedarium into certain definite groups distinguished by their position.
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	Scene X – Hospital

A - Jen = Mum

b - Alex

c - Doctor

D - Hospital sounds

Hospital. Alex and Mum/Jen in a waiting room. Will/Doctor enters.

Jen
...I'm still on the Duodopa, which helps a little. Ah, here he is. Doctor, we've been waiting over an hour -

Will
I'm very sorry, Mrs Moore. (To Alex) I'm Dr Weisskopf.

Alex
(To Will) Good to meet you, I'm Alex. (To Jen) Mum, take my arm.
Jen
(To Alex) I don't need your arm, it's just a few steps. Have you got the letter? Where's the letter from the hospital? 

Alex
Mum, calm down. Let's just let the Doctor explain, okay? 
Jen
(To Alex) That's exactly what I'm doing. (To Will) I got a letter that said there would be changes to my treatment... What's going on?

Will
Well, to begin with, these are the results of the latest PET scans. You can see the shrinking red regions are showing decreased dopamine activity in your basal ganglia.

Jen
That all means that the degeneration in my spine is speeding up, doesn't it?

Will
That's more or less correct, I'm afraid. Now Mrs Moore, do you understand that you'll no longer be receiving therapy at the hospital?

Alex
What about the pacemaker? We agreed: you were going to implant a brain pacemaker to try to mitigate the symptoms. Are you saying the surgery's been cancelled?

Will
That's correct. What that means is that you're going to need to take greater responsibility. I'm going to give you some exercises you can work on together to help with her muscle control, swallowing reflex...
Alex
Fine, go ahead, but what's changed since last week? 

Jen
Be quiet for a second. I don't understand: are they cancelling my surgery?

Alex
It's alright, Mum, we'll do what we need to.
Sound of crying baby coming closer, approaching the room. Knock on door.

Alex
We'll - are they bringing that baby in here? 

Will
(To Alex) I'm sorry, they can't just barge in like that. (To intruders) Excuse me, I'm in a consultation. 

	Scene Y - Reservoir

a - Jen

B - Alex = Protestor

C - Policeman

d - Outdoor / water / industrial sounds

Outside under a reservoir. Jen speaks to the camera. Will/Policeman approaches with Alex/Activist in handcuffs.

Jen   It's a few minutes before sunrise, I'm through the barrier, standing at the base of the reservoir, the site of this morning's attack. There's a police officer approaching... Excuse me officer-

Will   Who let you in here? Put the camera down and get back behind the barrier. (To Alex) You, calm down unless you want to be sprayed before the van gets here.

Alex
(To Will) Let go of me! (To Jen) Hey! You can see what he's doing to my arm, right? 

 Jen   (To Will) I'd let go of that arm if I were you, I'm getting this on camera. (To Alex) Listen mate, I'm a journalist - can you tell us what happened up there this morning?

Alex
You can ask all the questions you want, you're not putting me on TV. 

Jen
(To camera) No comment from the restrained suspect. (To Will) Officer, it's been nearly four hours. People aren't sure whether their water is safe to drink. Can you please comment?

Will
Alright: this morning's attack was successfully prevented. We intercepted the perpetrators, including this man, whom we are now detaining for questioning. The rest, you can wait for the official statement.

Jen
Can you just talk straight to me? Is it true they were going to throw radioactive material into the reservoir?

Will
I told you, I'm not answering your questions. I'm not giving you meat for one of your hack stories. I know who you write for. 

Alex
(To Jen) You want a story? The robot governor has turned the police force into its own private army. (To Will) Say it to the camera: you're a hired killer.

Will
Listen mate, if you don't shut your mouth I will crack your skull open right here and now.

Alex
(To Will) Go on then, I dare you. (To Jen) You don't look around to see what it's doing to you.

Jen
You tried to contaminate the entire city's water supply. Do you think killing innocent people will get your point across?

Alex
Innocent people are already dying.

Sound of police sirens, police van coming to a stop on gravel, van door opening.

Alex
Sounds like the heavy-duty back-up's arrived. Good to know you need all this muscle just to take care of me.

Will
That's right, it's here just for you. And that's not the only thing we've got ready for you, buddy - think about that.




They come back to reality.

Alex
I don't know what that was.

Jen
Felt like I was in two places at once.

Will
I think that's it. There were two stories going on, scrambled together.

The audience refines the scrambled scene into one scene.

Scene X continued

Alex
My mother needs a qualified therapist, she needs the surgery we discussed. 

Will
The new budget has limited funding for sufferers of nervous disorders such as yourself. We've had to suspend all non-essential surgeries and rehabilitation programs.

Alex
New budget - since the construct took over?

Jen
You mean the computer cut funds for my surgery? 

Will
I'm sorry, Mrs Moore, I need to go. I'll leave these booklets for you to look through.

Will leaves.
Scene Y continued

Alex is shoved in the back of the police van.

Will gets in the police van.
Jen
A police van departs with one of the members of the militia group responsible for this morning's failed attack on the city's reservoir. The recent increase in security at all public facilities allowed the police to intercept the terrorists before they could deliver their cargo of carcasses into the reservoir. An activist group this morning issued a statement claiming responsibility for the attack, saying it was in response to 18 months of 'totalitarian' government since the computer construct took control of the city. This reservoir provides 80% of the city's clean water supply. This is Jen Howe, reporting for the Block.

Jen exits.

Scene 8

Alex and Jen come out of their flash-forward. The game involves the audience remaining in their seats and keeping balloons aloft. 

Screen
A storm began, with heavy rain, black clouds, and very strong gales.  Soon there was evidence of the wreck.  
Will
We just brought the construct's data-processor online. After we activated the data-in component, the construct was receiving information, but doing nothing with it. Now it's taking that information, weighing it up and making decisions.

Jen
Decisions like what?

Will
What we just experienced was a glimpse of the kind of decisions the construct will make. There were two projections of the city's future - your futures, about eighteen months from now. Alex's mother finds out that the funding for the treatment of her nervous system condition has been cut. Jen is reporting on a failed terrorist attack by a group attempting to poison the city's water supply. These two events might occur exactly as predicted, they might not happen at all. They are examples of the choices which the construct must make.

Alex
Why would the construct cut funding for my mother's surgery? 

Will
There's only so much in the city's budget and the construct has to decide where to spend it to lead to the most happiness for everyone. Let's say there's a certain amount of money which pays for research and ongoing therapy for a chronic nervous system condition that 15 people in the city suffer from, one of whom happens to be Alex's mother. That same amount of money could pay training and wages for an additional 13 full-time and 35 part-time police officers. What's going to make the city happier? In those examples, the construct would determine that your mother's health is a lower priority than strengthening the city's security. 

Jen
How do you know all this? You didn't know anything about anything a few minutes ago.
Will
When I was unlocked I wasn't anything. No thoughts, no feelings, no sensations. Then you two appeared and I had a purpose: to listen to you and ask questions.
Jen
Do you work for the construct?

Will
No, I don't work for it. I'm part of it. I'm part of the system, like the furniture or the light fixtures or -

Alex
- you two. -

Jen
- Because I'm running the code that simulates your two personalities -

Will
- I can step in whenever I like and -

Alex
- operate you -

Jen
- like puppets. -

Will
- I haven't been doing that, because then I'd just be -

Jen
- talking to myself, - 

Alex
- and you two were brought in - 

Will
- to talk to me. I learn from you. Soon I'll take over and start governing the city, but I need to prioritise, to focus my energy. At the core, my goal is the greater happiness of the city.

Alex
But what will make the city happy?

Will
The programmers scanned the minds of 10,000 citizens to provide me with

Jen
A sense of how the people think, what they want, what they need. 

Will
But to start up, I needed two people, chosen at random from that set of 10,000, to calibrate my initial settings: Alex Moore and Jen Howe. 

Jen
We've never met, we know nothing about each other.

Will
You're both rational entities and you're both citizens, that's enough. This program was designed to take two people and bring them into conflict on a series of issues. When you disagree

Alex
That’s interesting.

Will
When you agree, you only agree to a point, and

Jen
That’s interesting.

Will
Whenever you agreed, I asked questions until I found the point where you started to disagree. Now I know where those points are, I can apply that to making sense of the 10,000 minds inside mine. All you need to do now is activate the data-out and I will come fully online. Everything's functioning correctly. You know the truth. You haven’t been lied to. So knowing what you know, knowing that it's the right thing to do,

Alex
No.

Jen
No.

Alex
I can't bring the construct online knowing what it will do to my mum. I can't be the cause of that. How could I live with causing that?

Jen
I understand what brought us to this point, but I can't hand over power to something that might never relinquish it. I don't want to be remembered as the generation that surrendered. I know the situation is desperate, but it must be possible for a human government to fix.

Will
It's not. You can't hold these crises at arm's length while you work on them. The crises are here. They are upon you. And they're connected to one another in ways you can't even comprehend, let alone manage. 

Screen – Clue
PLEASE REMAIN SEATED. KEEP THE BALLOONS UP.

 Will
A human government's good at certain things. It can organise a huge mass of people to cooperate on tackling a single problem - building a pyramid, fighting a war - but it's not so good at managing thousands of problems, all at once.


Imagine you are the government. Here's a single problem - say, rising sea levels. You've got a lot of people living along the coast whose houses are being hit by increasingly regular storm surges. It's a problem. Solve it.

Alex blows up a magenta balloon and the first audience member is invited to keep it in the air.

So you solve it. You spend a lot of money and build dikes, and draining ways, and you subsidise the cost of citizens in these small villages upgrading their houses to deal with floods.

 
But now the coastline is a mess of mud and fences and no-one's going there for their weekend holidays any more. Now all the coast dwellers who rely on tourism to earn their living are out of work. Now all those unemployed people are finding it hard to pay rent, to buy groceries, to afford petrol to drive their kids to school. Now all these coastal communities start to give way as the bottom drops out of their economies. It's a problem. Solve it.

Jen blows up a cyan balloon and the second audience member is invited to keep it in the air.

 
So you solve it. You move people to the city and set them up on welfare packages. You designate big areas on the outskirts of town and start constructing temporary housing. You keep letting them come until the new suburbs are full, and then you start building more to accommodate the next wave.

 
But now you're building on arable land in order to make room for these new refugees. You're clearing away forests and nature reserves, and without trees and plants to hold it down, the soil is turning to dust, there are dust storms blasting through the city, there are bushfires triggered by all the plants and forests you've cleared, and because the soil is failing, the farms are failing. It's a problem. Solve it.


So you solve it. You issue dustmasks to every citizen to protect them from inhaling dust and grit, you ration drinking water, you crack down on unlicensed fires and you start extracting water from the river system to keep the farmlands irrigated.


But now food prices are rising and you've got refugee camps on all sides of the city, filled with hungry men and women. The public transport infrastructure can't cope with the extra load of all these people, so one by one the buses, trains and taxis go into permanent strike. So now you can't get from district to district and slowly but surely the suburbs transform into ghettoes. Now there's no system to transport food and clothes and petrol and medical supplies to shops in these areas; the only way to buy basic goods for your family is through the black market. And while people are going short on one side of town, they can see shops on the other side of town still well stocked. So now they're angry, and they're starting to take matters into their own hands. It's a problem. Solve it.


So you solve it. You send in armed patrols to keep violence and theft down, you arrest anyone caught hoarding, and you stop sending food and medical supplies if you can't provide the armed escort.

 
But now you've got nervous cops with rifles walking through a city trying to deal with problems they haven't been trained for. Every 24 hours the press is broadcasting footage of a new clash between the police and the population. People's resentment rises and the demonstrations turn into protests, then into riots. There are looters smashing every window within reach looking for something they can sell or swap for food.


The rich are sealing themselves off in gated communities with private security forces while armies of hungry people surround their compounds. There's no clean drinking water and people are getting sick in huge numbers. The price of gasoline and the cost of importing it means the petrol stations are going dry, so even families with cars can't drive anywhere. People are abandoning their vehicles wherever they break down, so there's whole streets clogged with rusting metal hulks. The dust storms are taking down powerlines. You're facing rolling blackouts. The police aren't willing to go into the camps for fear of the armed militias. One of the shanty towns catches fire and you've got no way to transport help there and no help to send. You've got just enough power to keep track of the death count and watch the firefront flatten the city as it rolls towards you.

Alex & Jen keep blowing up balloons and three, four, more audience members are involved, one at a time then more and more and etc. The audience lose.


You can't keep up. No government can keep up. Keep adding solutions to fix the crises, but each solution is worth less and less and less while the crises are hitting faster and faster and faster. Every crisis relates to every other crisis that has hit or will hit, and every solution impacts on every other solution. It doesn't matter how good your government's motives are, it's still just a few hundred human beings, each of whom is just trying to take care of their own set of duties, each of whom trying to get to grips with the enormity of what's happening around them and each of whom is hoping that someone somewhere has a plan.
Will pours water into the cloud chamber.


If it could be shown that a computer could produce a greater happiness for everyone in the city, wouldn't that be worth giving up any freedom. Stop trying to keep all the balls in the air. Just let them go. Let go.

The balloons drop, purple fluid enters the cloud chamber, and the construct goes online. The intensity of the sound resolves itself.

Scene 9

The construct turns on and begins to govern the city. A/V sequence with clouds. 

Screen 
Political economy and moral philosophy are equally in the clouds.

Will
I’m assuming control of official transmissions. Thank you.

Alex
Can we go?

Will
Where?

Alex
I suppose so.

Jen
So there's no way for us to leave.

Alex
We're simulated copies of Jen and Alex being generated by the computer. We're part of this place.

Jen
I'm not going to stay here watching the city through surveillance cameras for the next... forever.
Will
This environment has served its purpose, now, I'll close it down. You two will remain in my memory - not actively running like you are now, but like the other 10,000 scans. I'll draw on you from time to time when I need your input.

Jen
… You know how when we came in we heard ourselves speak, to let us know why we were here… Can we send a message back?

Will
Yes you can.

Alex
Not me.

Jen
Don’t you want to tell your real self what you did in here?

Alex
How can I tell him that I turned the construct on knowing that it was going to cancel Mum's treatment? It was the right thing to do, I know that, but all he'll hear is that he could have said no. Please, don’t tell him. How do I turn myself off?

Alex leaves.
Jen
Okay, Jen, this is you - I'm speaking to you from inside the construct. Those months ago you went and got your brain scanned and recorded a message for yourself? Well, this is you, returning the favour. You turned on the construct. You chose to, in the end. Not because you were cheated or lied to, but because it makes sense. So stop writing articles abusing the construct - find out about it, figure out the truth and then make up your mind. This is you: remember when we saw the kid poisoned by the water and we told ourselves we’d do what we had to, to make sure it never happened again? This is that.

Jen leaves.

Will
If my study of this subject has led to any true results the first step must be to rid our minds of the idea that there are any such things in social matters as abstract rights, absolute principles, inalterable rules or anything whatever of an eternal and inflexible nature. When a country has arrived at a state of social disorganization, the probabilities of good implied in those principles are met by certainty of evil, and the question simply is by what least sacrifice to approximate to a sounder state of things. It may be fearlessly said that no social transformation would be too great to be commended and attempted if only it could be clearly shown to lead to the greater happiness of the community. No laws, no customs are so sacred that they may not be made away with if it can be clearly shown that they stand in the way of the greatest happiness. The question resolves itself into one of logic.

Will leaves.

The space is finished.
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