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Lights up on five creatures on stage: Honest Jon, the Priest, Mack Finch, the unseen board-game girl, and the still body of Gwen Malkin. The priest is pulling his clothes off.
honest: 
I’ve brought Malkin back for you to burn her.

priest: 
No.

mack: 
Is that a dead body?

board-game girl:
...body?

honest: 
She asked to be burned.

mack: 
What are you doing?

priest: 
How about instead I start up some hard funky music and start dancing? What are those? Those are HUMAN beats! Honest now you dance with me! Mack now you dance with me!

Pouncing strangling music.

honest: 
Why are you making me groove so hard? I’m begging you, light the fire. We have to burn her.

mack: 
Where’s the door? Where’s the door we came through?

board-game girl: 
Where’s the edge? Where’s the-

priest: 
You can’t go back through there. Dance!

board-game girl:
- edge of the board?

mack: 
Mum! Help! Someone help! How are you making me do this?

priest: 
Now see what happens when I turn down the music. 

Silence.

priest: 
Honest Jon and Mack Finch dance to a strange silent rhythm. Sometimes they fall into each other. They collapse. They lose their way. they flail, they whisper – but they do not say a word out loud. It is a spastic ritual of silence.

honest: 
Don’t touch her! 

priest: 
GET OFF THE GROUND!

honest: 
Just let her die in peace! 

board-game girl:
- edge of – edge of the - 

malkin: 
It’s too late. Leave me alone.

priest: 
No I won’t. Move! Get up!

malkin: 
You can’t move me. I’m dying and I can’t feel my body.

priest: 
Then you’re going to fall. Dance. If you fall I kick you. If you drop I push my fingers in your face. Dance. Get the mud between your toes!

honest: 
Why are you hurting her? Malkin, you’re broken! Lie down! 

mack: 
Please, please let me go! Let me out of this circle!

board-game girl: 
Let me- let me out of this – out of – this – out of – this -
priest: 
Three shapes stumbling in the mud, they are tired, wounded, frightened. They want to be still and silent, and instead they are shaking and flailing. How quiet they are! How strange it is that they dance like this, hurting themselves and pushing past exhaustion! Why don’t they rest, or eat?

Honest, Malkin and Mack dance desperately, clumsily.

priest: 
Stop dancing! Stand still – twitching – wired – all muscles tense – all eyeballs wide and staring! We start from here. The time is zero – it is zero hours since we were here last. Begin!

honest: 
I realise I’m fine. Utterly fucking fine. I feel like someone’s spreading butter on my spine. 

malkin: 
Is he still chattering? Give us a job, let’s go. 

mack: 
I can’t slow my breath down. I want an asthma puffer. I want more than that, I want two asthma puffers. 

board-game girl:
I can’t draw my – my breath -

priest: 
See here on the floor, the marks and shapes in the mud? It is a message from the city of Shanghai. 

board-game girl:
- my breath – down -

mack: 
I think I’m hyperventilating.

honest: 
These are our footprints from dancing. 

board-game girl:
 Hyper-

priest: 
Because you cannot read the code. It is news about the war. 

board-game girl:
Hyperven – ypervent -

honest: 
What’s happening? Are we winning?

board-game girl: 
Hyper – hyperventil-

priest: 
See these patterns here, these streaks in the mud? The tide is turning, at long last. All over the planet, human beings are taking back the surface. In Edinburgh, in Brasilia, in Ulan Baator, the humans have taken back the streets and forced the clouds into the sky.

honest: 
That’s fantastic!

board-game girl: 
Hyperventil-ventilating

priest: 
Here in Canberra we will not lag behind. You have been given a vital mission. Here, these stumbling smears? The human race in Shanghai wants you to capture a live creature.

honest: 
Alive?

board-game girl: 
I can’t draw my breath down. I want an – I want – asthma puffer, I want an – I want more than that -
priest: 
A live creature. I have a new vehicle for you, salvaged out of the mud. This is a starwagon. This will take you into the heart of Canberra, up the side of the Black Mountain to the Black Mountain Tower. 

mack: 
Can you please show me how to get back into the Motor Registry? 

priest: 
Honest Jon will be the lantern-bearer. Malkin will record the documentary of your mission. Let me present you your driver: Mack Finch.

mack: 
I’m sorry, I thought you were my driving instructor and I’ve followed you through the wrong door or something. 
board-game girl: 
Wrong – something.
mack:

I’m supposed to be in the Motor Registry carpark. 

priest: 
This is your test.

mack: 
No, this is all fucked up. There was a door, there, we went through it like two minutes ago. 

board-game girl: 
I’m supposed – no, this is all – this is all - 
priest: 
Now this is the importance of your mission: Shanghai has sent you gifts! 
board-game girl: 
This is all fucked up.

priest:

Here, help me dig them out from the mud. Shanghai has pushed these presents all the way through the centre of the earth and almost out the other side. 

mack: 
Where the hell is the door? This is the bottom of a cave!

board-game girl: 
- hell is the edge? This is still on the – where’s the – lake, the - 
honest: 
What’s this stuff down here?

board-game girl: 
- the bottom of a – the lake – back on the - 
priest: 
You realise I wouldn’t send you unprotected into the Canberra! Why ever worry? Let nothing trouble you! Can’t freak out when you’ve got cassette tapes to soundtrack your mission into the wastes!

board-game girl: 
- on the board, on another board, another game – come on, focus...

honest: 
Good crunching crackling human music?

priest: 
Along these thin strips is coded the signals to create the most music music music that there is! Tapes that when placed in a tapedeck summon entire rock and roll bands, or drifting blues songs, or rabid electronics! Tapes for battle, tapes for travel, tapes to soundtrack a hot young commando outfit striking out into the ruins of Canberra!

board-game girl: 
This is a place. 

honest: 
That’s all I need, Mr Priest-man! Good music to keep my ears sweet, a good motor vehicle wrapped around me and good company to roll through the hours with!

priest: 
Put Malkin in the car.

board-game girl: 
I know what a place is. This is a place.

honest: 
Malkin’s dead. Her insides have crumbled. She feels like a bag of sand. 

priest: 
Let me feel. Her brain is breaking down.

board-game girl: 
This is a – this place is – this is a place, this -

honest: 
We ran out of music to play when we were driving through the remains of Civic centre and the creatures found us. We couldn’t get the music started before the noises hit and Malkin was covering my ears and she heard almost all of it.

board-game girl: 
- is a board, this is a board, this is - 

priest: 
Malkin, your heart isn’t pumping properly. Your heart is stuttering and shuddering and it’s not pushing blood through your streams. 

malkin: 
Makes sense. How long have I got?

priest: 
Minutes! Piling up into hours! You could drop dead right here, but if you don’t you won’t. 
board-game girl: 
- another board, this is another board – this is another game - 
priest:

I’m putting in your fist pills and tablets from the medicine men of China – close your fist! and they have travelled through the molten metal and the rock and the mud for you! Honest, put her in the car.

Honest carries Malkin into the van.

board-game girl: 
- this place is another board – is another – place, is another game – where are the pieces moving – in this place, where are the pieces? Where are the - 
priest: 
Get in the car.

mack: 
No, that’s not going to, no, that’s not going to happen. I’m going back through to the Motor Registry and I’m going to tell my mum that I’m not going for the test today. 
board-game girl: 
Grip it. Tightly. Tune in, tune - 

mack:

What are you doing? Please don’t – don’t do that with your hand. What are you doing? What the fuck are you?

board-game girl: 
- this is a place, there are pieces moving in this place, and that means that there are still places.
Mack climbs into the driver’s seat. The board-game girl enters the van. 

board-game girl: 
There are still places. This is a place. What does that mean?
mack: 
Listen, man. I don’t want to say anything that’s going to upset you, but I’m really having trouble grasping what you’re trying to say and I’m actually really scared.

board-game girl: 
I’m - trouble grasping – I’m actually really -
priest: 
You’re going to drive these two soldiers to the top of the Black Mountain at the heart of Canberra where Malkin and Honest are going to infiltrate the Black Mountain Tower and capture a living creature and that is your driving test.

mack: 
My mum is waiting for me in the Motor Registry.

board-game girl: 
My – is – for me. My – for me -

priest: 
Listen, Mack. I’ve done everything I was supposed to. We needed a new driver to move these two.

board-game girl: 
- is – for me – for -
priest: 
Start the car. That’s right, make the engine loud! Breathe the air inside this vehicle. This is your air. The humans in the temple at Shanghai harvested the oxygen from the sacred moss. NOW INHALE! Sweet and damp and hot and sticky! Pure air!

honest: 
That’s right! Stamping through Canberra! Tumbling through the city streets! It’s the heart of our nation and it’s aching – no, it’s ACHING – for the touch of Honest Jon. Hold on, Canberra, I’m coming!

board-game girl: 
- for me – is -

mack: 
I can’t get the handbrake off. 

honest: 
Drive forward, driver!

mack: 
I can’t – I’ve never driven one of these before!

board-game girl: 
- me.

honest: 
What’s the matter with the vehicle? We’re trapped in the priest’s cave before we’ve even begun!

mack: 
I can’t get the handbrake off!

board-game girl: 
It’s me.

The handbrake comes off. The van starts moving.

mack: 
That was the handbrake. We’re moving. Oh christ, we’re moving. I’ve got to stop. I can’t see where I’m going.

honest: 
You can see the fog.

mack: 
I can’t see anything but fog. The headlights are just lighting up the fog. When did it get dark?

honest: 
Welcome to Canberra. 

board-game girl: 
It’s me. Here. I am in this place on the board with the moving pieces.
mack: 
Listen, man, this isn’t safe. I can’t see anything out there and the windscreen wipers don’t work. I’m going to stop.

honest: 
Don’t you dare stop in the open! 

board-game girl: 
I’m moving with the – am I moving with the pieces? I can’t – focus myself -
mack: 
I don’t even know where we are! I thought I was in Dickson and it was like four o’clock in the afternoon and now it’s the middle of the night and this fog’s come out of nowhere and I don’t know where we are or where we’re going and I can’t even find third gear. Where is third gear? 

board-game girl: 
Find the signal. Tune in. Tune - 

honest: 
Chill out, man. No more of this freaking over third gear. You ever hear the tale of the mongoose and the two cobras?
mack: 
No, I don’t know that story.

board-game girl: 
I’m here. Focus, I’m here. Fix the signal. Here. I am – here -

honest:
I know that story. I’ll tell you what, there was once upon a time a field by a river, and the mongoose came out of the snakehole and said “The cobra was pregnant but I killed it anyway!” and the birds sang a song in the mongoose’s honour and there was peace and safety. Peace, and safety.

mack: 
That story didn’t have a beginning or a middle.

board-game girl: 
Where the fuck am I? 

honest: 
We all want peace and safety. Peace, safety and peace. What’s your name?

mack: 
Mack. Mack Finch. I was supposed to be going for my driving test-

honest: 
Mack, the point of the story is don’t worry about third gear. Just keep driving forward until we hit the Tuggeranong Parkway, then on the Parkway up the Black Mountain. That’s how we attain peace and safety. 

board-game girl: 
There weren’t supposed to be places, weren’t supposed to be boards, games, places. There were supposed to be places, there were supposed to be boards, games, but I wasn’t supposed to be -
mack: 
I’m not a good hostage. My mum and dad don’t have much money. 

board-game girl: 
...on the board. Wasn’t.  

Outside the van there is a faint and unsettling sound. It grows gradually louder.

board-game girl: 
What is the place? What is the – focus – fix your attention – focus on – what is the place? This place – the board – what is the board?
honest: 
Shut up. Can you hear that? We’re fucked now.

board-game girl: 
What are the limits of the board? Find the signal, tune in, see through static – what are the -  
honest: 
We need music. They’ve found us. Malkin! Gwen Malkin!

malkin: 
I don’t know where I am. I can’t focus.

board-game girl: 
Rectangle. 3 metres by 1.2. Perimeter walls on all four sides.

honest: 
You’re in the back seat of a car and I’m holding you by the arms. It’s Honest Jon. 

mack: 
I don’t understand any of this, I’m still on my learners’ license. I can’t even find third gear. Please can I pull over?

honest: 
You don’t dare pull over! Malkin, there’s creatures nearby. We’re starting to hear noises.

malkin: 
I can’t see anything. Give me the camera.

board-game girl: 
Four perimeter walls. 1.2 vertical metres then a horizontal surface boundary above, mirrors the rectangle board below, 3 by 1.2. Six surfaces create a contained space with an interior and exterior -

honest: 
If you don’t get the tapedeck open quickly that noise is going to chew right through our brains. 

board-game girl: 
Interior. Terrain. Concentrate attentions. This is - interior. What is - terrain? 
malkin: 
I want my camera. leave me alone.

mack: 
What are you doing to her? What are those noises?

malkin: 
Let go of me!

board-game girl: 
Bulky objects. Some number. Irregular shapes. These objects are car – seats -  

honest: 
I’m plugging you in.

malkin: 
What are you doing, what are you doing? That’s my head, that’s my fucking...

mack: 
Where is third gear?

The van stalls. The van stops suddenly.

malkin: 
Gwen Malkin opening link – downloading vehicle statistics. 

board-game girl: 
There is heat – electricity – there is – some kind of engine producing heat and electric – elec – elec – using gasoline -

mack: 
What is that noise? What are those fucking noises?

honest: 
What are you doing? You fucking imbecile, what are you doing?

mack: 
I’m sorry, I stalled.

honest: 
Do you not see what Malkin is doing? You nearly tore her brains out the back of her skull!

mack: 
Listen, I don’t feel all right. These sounds are not right-

honest: 
Drive forward, you monkey!

Mack starts the van. It moves slowly forward.

board-game girl: 
It’s inside some old van. This place is the inside of some – some old -
malkin: 
Mitsubishi Starwagon, 1983. Ferro-fibrous armour, rusted. Leaded petrol, eight litres remaining. Weaponry: Panasonic cassette tapedeck. Insert cassette.

honest: 
Shit, we need a tape! Where are those cassettes?

board-game girl: 
The board is everything in this van around this van – the game is everything in this van around this van – the pieces are – moving, are – there are -

mack: 
Jesus, what is making those noises?

honest: 
Mack, lift up your legs, they’re all around your feet! What do these labels say?

board-game girl: 
There are one piece – two pieces – moving -

malkin: 
Non-physical presence detected.

board-game girl: 
- two pieces and then this is a – is a might be part of the game board – might be part of the board - 
mack: 
“Planning and Concentration music.” My teeth ache…

honest:  
No.

board-game girl: 
...and then me. On the board, but I’m not – on the board, I’m not -

malkin: 
Removing non-physical presence.

Board-game girl is destroyed.

mack: 
“Adrenaline and Physical Excitement.” Please, my head hurts… “Improved Sensory Perception.” “Perimeter Defence.”

honest: 
That’s the one! Let’s go let’s go!

malkin: 
Bringing tapedeck on-line. 

as it – dips – climbs.



as it – dips – climbs.



as it – dips – climbs. one hour.

on this planet that tumbles



in this city that crumbles

as it – dips – climbs. one hour.

Perimeter defence music chases the bad noises away.

honest: 
One hour since we left the cave. Yes! Dig on that! Wrap my ears in all that sweet sound!

mack: 
My ears hurt. Are there any ear drops? 

malkin: 
I can’t see anything. I can’t see anything. Who am I?

honest: 
Malkin your name is Malkin.

malkin: 
It is. Who’s that? What’s moving?

honest: 
We’re in a motor-vehicle. 

malkin: 
Is that Honest Jon? I can’t see a thing. When did I go blind?

honest: 
You’re fine. We’re all back into health. We’re on a mission-

malkin: 
Are we on a mission? Give me my camera, I should be filming! Here we go! Where’s record? Honest, press record!

honest: 
I don’t know-

malkin: 
Course you don’t. Who’s the kid up the front?

honest: 
This is Mack Finch, he’s on his driving test.

mack: 
I thought this guy was my driving instructor, but he took me through this door into some kind of cave and made us do this dance-

malkin: 
And the girl?

honest: 
There’s no girl. It’s just us three.

malkin: 
Driver, can you press record?

mack: 
Sorry, I’m trying to see where we’re going. There’s too much smoke everywhere-

malkin: 
Press record. Press it! All right, I need you guys to be quiet for a few seconds. Pregnant pause. Two, three…


The pale face of Gwen Malkin. Soldier. Scientist. Film-maker. Reporting to you from the city of Canberra. Once capital city of Australia, now: volcanic wasteland where humans fear to tread. Good evening – and welcome to Canberra. 

mack: 
Has there been a bushfire?

honest: 
Hello to the men and women of the planet!

malkin: 
This film is for the human beings of the human race. Crouched in caves, in tunnels, in bunkers, in basements. Forced off the face of the planet by a foul incomprehensible enemy.

board-game girl: 
- mpre -
mack: 
That’s where this smoke is coming from. It’s a bushfire. 

board-game girl: 
- compre – incompre -
honest: 
Tell them what it’s all about!

board-game girl: 
- incompre – hensi – incompre – incomprehense - 

malkin: 
I’m going to tell them what it’s all about, Honest, and I’m going to show them what it’s all about! 
malkin: 
Lean in close – press your head against your television screen. We’re about to show you what it means to be a soldier in Canberra. We’re gonna have a credit sequence. 
board-game girl: 
Focus. All these bits of myself drifting past in snatches. Focus them. Gather them in. 

malkin:
Here we go! Honest crank the music up!

honest: 
Out here the only thing keeps me sane is the re-bop-bop-bop!

board-game girl: 
Not dispersed in little grabs and snatches. Grip. Tighten. I - am – here. I’m here. 

malkin: 
His name: Honest Jonathon. His profession: freedom fighter! His weapon-

honest: 
Shit! Can I do this bit again with the lantern?

board-game girl: 
This is the inside the van game. Same board, same – pieces – pieces – three pieces -

malkin: 
His name: Honest. His profession: freedom fighter. His weapon: this old lantern.

board-game girl:
First piece is a man, he’s got - what is – light? Light?

honest: 
Out here the only thing keeps me sane is the re-bop-bop-bop the be-bop-bop


the skiddley-doo-wop-wop and


the do-run-run-run


the do-run-run


the do-run-run-run


the do-run-run

board-game girl: 
- light light light light pieces pieces pieces pieces pieces kisses kisses kisses... Don’t. Focus. All of me is here. Point in space. Here. 
malkin: 
Fast-footed but slow-witted, Honest is the muscle for this expedition. Now let’s point the camera at our illustrious driver. His name... What’s his name?

honest: 
Mack Finch.
board-game girl:
Second piece. Is a boy. Is -

malkin: 
Mack, do you consent to being filmed for the purposes of a documentary advertising the war?

mack: 
What are you doing?

malkin: 
We film ourselves in order to remind ourselves we’re acting. It keeps us wound up and anxious. You ready? Here we -

All right, Mack Finch!

board-game girl:
Is Mack Finch.

malkin:
Eight years old, he’s going for his drivers’ license today. This is Mack’s first time in the wilds of Canberra-

mack: 
This isn’t Canberra. I come from Canberra.

board-game girl: 
Why are you here? Why is Mack Finch a piece on this board? 

malkin: 
Mack Finch, what skills do you possess that have brought you to the front line of the battle for the earth? 

mack: 
I don’t have any. I’m in year 11.

board-game girl:
Yes you are, because you were too dumb to skip a grade. 

malkin: 
What arts have you studied? What disciplines have you trained in?

mack: 
English. Maths. Cooking. Textiles. I don’t have any skills! I don’t know what I’m doing, I want to go back.

board-game girl: 
You’re not doing anything, Mack, same as you’re used to. 
malkin: 
Mack modestly underplays his driving ability. Look at his steady hands on that steering wheel! He guides us over the broken remains of Tuggeranong, leading us upwards towards the centre of Canberra: The Black Mountain.

board-game girl:
Third piece. Woman. Video camera. She’s not moving right – something wrong with her – with her body – it’s broken -
mack: 
How is this Canberra? There is no Canberra here!

honest: 
What’s that right there? That’s the Tuggeranong Parkway.

board-game girl:
Dancing lantern man – broken body camera woman – and Mack Finch – and those are the pieces – except – then there’s me.
mack: 
Listen Canberra isn’t burned to the ground. Wherever this place is, there is smoke everywhere. There are no buildings. This is like driving through a bushfire.

The music stops. There is silence in the van.

board-game girl:
Where’d the static go?
honest: 
Shh! The music’s finished.

malkin: 
The tape’s run out. How long are these tapes supposed to last?

board-game girl:
The interference just disappeared. 
malkin: 
Sixty minute cassettes? That was supposed to be sixty...? Fucking human music. All right, plug me in.

board-game girl:
That feels so much better. I can actually think without layers of fuzz in my head. 
honest: 
Wait, Malkin – this is an opportunity for the documentary.

malkin: 
No, forget that. Just plug me in.

board-game girl: 
I can actually focus myself even tighter than I – I wonder if - 
honest: 
It’s our duty to capture it. This human-machine interface is what people want to see! 

board-game girl: 
Mack, can you hear me?

mack: 
No.

malkin: 
We don’t have the time to teach you how to work it. 

honest: 
I know how to work it! Which bit sucks in the image?

board-game girl: 
Mack, do you realise I’m here? 

mack: 
No you’re not.

malkin: 
This is the front end. Don’t let anything but empty air in between this lens and me. It’s recording.

board-game girl: 
You can hear me. Do you know who it is? You know who I am, right? Mack? 

mack: 
I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid

honest: 
Okay, Charismatic Jon. Through the thin ferro-fibrous armour of the Starwagon, we can hear the sounds of Canberra leaking in. Once upon a time, our ears were a blessing. The courtyards and boulevards of Canberra were filled with the murmur of fountains, the purr of turtledoves and the shrill piping of the snakecharmer. Now, the only sounds in the streets is the poisonous drumming of the cloud-creatures.

board-game girl: 
Mack, I’m not supposed to be here. I shouldn’t be on the board, I moved off the edge – at the lake, after Gavin Ermer’s party – at the lake – why am I – Mack – Mack, for christ’s -
mack: 
I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid I am afraid
malkin: 
Gwen Malkin, opening link. 


Command – control


opt – toolbar -

board-game girl: 
What was that? Where’d the woman go?
honest: 
Gwen Malkin communes with the motor-vehicle. Her face and body are completely altered. Malkin is channeling the spirit of the van.

board-game girl: 
It can smell me – the van can – it can - 
malkin: 
Non-physical presence detected.

board-game girl: 
Don’t. Don’t.

malkin: 
Removing non-physical presence.

board-game girl: 
Shit.

Board-game girl is destroyed.

mack: 
Where did she go?

honest: 
These bastards and bitches poison the air with wicked sound and Honest crumbles into paste on the floor. The only protection – the only protection – the only protection- Mack, lift your feet, let’s get a tape.

mack: 
She’s gone. She’s gone.

malkin: 
Insert cassette.


shift – shift


shiftiftiftiftiftiftiftift
honest: 
I don’t know if you can read the label through the camera, but this one sounds like tension and scary!

malkin: 
opening tapedeck.

as it – dips – climbs.



as it – dips – climbs.



as it – dips – climbs. one hour.

and the words that I’m thinking



and this skin on my fingers.



and it – dips – climbs. one hour.

Frightening music.

honest: 
A new cassette tape plays and Malkin unhooks herself from the van. So long as our ears are filled with human music, we are protected from the deadly poison sounds of our enemy.

mack: 
What is this fog? Look there’s something in the headlights – gathering -
honest: 
This is the useless remains of the cassette we just listened to. Each of these tapes lasts for one hour. We’ve listened to two of these tapes, and we’ve been on the road for... one hour?

malkin: 
Give me the camera! Try not to look like a complete twat in front of the entire human race, Honest. This is propaganda, we do not ask those questions. 

honest: 
Sorry. Can we edit that out?

mack: 
This is not right. There’s some kind of shape in the vapour – it’s flickering –

Mack stops the van.

malkin: 
What happened to the movement?

honest: 
Come on, Mack, do you see those green stumps up ahead at the edge of the headlights? That’s the Parkway, that’s the road that’s going to take us up Black Mountain! Come on!

mack: 
There’s things moving in the smoke. You can see in the headlights. There’s stuff moving inside it. Shit, I can’t slow my breath down.

malkin: 
It’s a tense moment in the van. Mack’s hesitation could spell the difference between attaining a provisional driver’s license and a costly failure for us all. With nothing left to lose, Honest Jon attempts to galvanise Mack into action.

honest: 
You can just see the green just up ahead. Come on 

mack: 
Just give me a minute, I’m fucking hyperventilating! I just need to close my eyes and take some deep breaths...

honest: 
You want to close your eyes? Do you know what happened to our last driver? 
malkin:
Closed her eyes. 
honest:
She let the darkness and the silence grow inside her until they filled her, and do you know what grows inside the darkness and the silence?

malkin: 
Noises.

honest: 
Little noises. 
malkin:
Head-scraping noises

honest:
Burning off the skin around her ears 

malkin: 
slow sick sound

honest:
freezing her eyeballs open

malkin:
shrill bursts in long silences

honest:
scattering the thoughts around her head in sparks

malkin:
kind of a low density hum that gathers weight inside your brain

honest:
catching in your nose, almost

malkin:
stuttering.

honest:
raw in your lungs. Rest is the enemy, Mack Finch. 

mack: 
I hurt so much...

honest: 
You don’t hurt enough. You’ve gone numb. Now you’re going to drive us  Turn this car and drive us there, or I’m going to execute you. I’m going to break your head open with this lantern. Now move!

board-game girl: 
...light light light light light light light light -

Mack drives the van forwards.

mack: 
What the fuck are these things?

malkin: 
Like a map of pinpricks stabbed out of the air – Honest, cram me into the corner, I want to get a wide shot.

board-game girl: 
- light light light light light... What else than light? Light. What else than – patterns – yes patterns – lantern light and patterns -
mack: 
I’ve never seen smoke do that.

board-game girl: 
- shapes sounds patterns light – lantern light – dancing lantern man... And what else than shapes sounds patterns light lantern light dancing lantern man?

malkin: 
It’s not smoke. It’s steam.

Our driver starts to understand that this Canberra is not the idyllic bush-capital he is familiar with. Why? What happened here? Honest?

honest: 
The oceans boiled.

board-game girl: 
Me. I am. Here. I am. Stretched. Very thin. Draw in the strands. Gather. Me. 
malkin: 
The oceans boiled. All of the water that covered seventy percent of the earth’s surface boiled into steam. That steam now floats over every centimetre of the earth’s surface. 

board-game girl: 
- the board which - is the van. In that game - there was supposed to not be games – or games, but not with a me piece – I should be looking in from outside – moving pieces without being -
malkin: 
Let’s speak with the van’s documentator – world-weary soldier Gwen Malkin. Gwen, how are you doing?


Fucking mostly blind, and I can’t make my arms or legs work properly.

board-game girl: 
Malkin? Gwen Malkin? Destroyed me just then. You did, with the van, you – tore me up -
malkin:
That’s great. Gwen, you just mentioned that the clouds covering Canberra tonight are actually steam from the earth’s boiled oceans. Can you explain what might cause the oceans to boil?

board-game girl: 
 - tore a strip off and then a strip off and then a strip off and then... Something’s left, something is there – not thinking, but – aware - 
malkin: 
Well the oceans didn’t always rest on the surface of the earth. If we go back – way back – 3.5 billion years ago.


Wow. That’s a long time ago!

board-game girl: 
Aware, but – aware of – not any – not any - not seeing not hearing not feeling not thinking. Aware of time. Observing nothing but time and thinking nothing at all and no control...

malkin:
That’s right. The earth is forming around a heavy iron core. There’s a sea of molten rock wrapped around, but all the h2o is super-hot steam, blown over the earth by gale force winds. 
board-game girl: 
...until then something swims into focus and it’s a part of my mind, and I grab it and hold on. Then some other part –
malkin:
Eventually, this sea of lava cools down enough that a crust forms over it like the scum on a bowl of soup.

board-game girl:
All the bits I stitch back together – just long enough to - look around me – where the fuck am I?
mack: 
What the fuck is this?

honest: 
Tuggeranong Parkway! Now keep driving upwards, this road will take us up the Black Mountain!

board-game girl: 
Tuggeranong Parkway. I know – where I am – where I’m – 

board-game girl: 
- and all the bits that you ripped up I stitch back together just long enough to remember – where was I? where was – with Teddy. Fuck the party, let’s drive down to the lake. Okay. 
mack: 
This is a forest!

honest: 
Once, the Parkway was the avenue of royal chariots.
board-game girl: 
Fuck the party, let’s go for a drive. Do you want to drive down to the lake? Okay.

malkin: 
When the crust on the outside of the earth cools down to about 350 degrees celcius, the steam starts to condense into rain. 

board-game girl: 
The lake, then this now. What I’ve got to work with – 
malkin:
All over the earth, huge rainstorms crash down. But the instant that rain hits those burning hot rocks, it boils right back up into the sky! Steam-planet, motherfuckers!
board-game girl: 
- what I’ve got to work with – this van – is the game board – is the – terrain - this - Mitsubishi Starwagon knows - don’t you -
honest: 
Now it is a haunt for crabs and spiders.
board-game girl: 
- you can hear me, can’t you? 
malkin: 
And do you have any idea why Canberra might have reverted to the way it was 3.5 billion years in the past?

There I can’t help you.
board-game girl: 
Uneven playing field. The playing field can hear the pieces moving on it and it can rip them in to pieces and it – you doesn’t like me – 
mack: 
How am I supposed to drive through this?

board-game girl: 
So, strategy. Priority: neutralise hostile terrain, ie. Starwagon. 
honest: 
Don’t worry, it’s all ferns and little baby pine trees. Nothing here grows more than a metre off the ground. Just drive right over it.

board-game girl: 
Priority: did Mack Finch bring me here? Why did Mack Finch bring me here?

mack: 
Holy fucking christ what’s that?

honest: 
That’s a centipede.

mack: 
That’s like fucking two metres long!

board-game girl: 
Find a way to talk to Mack Finch. Find a way to talk to Mack Finch without him trying to perv on my tits the whole time. So there’s Mack, and then there’s...
malkin: 
The van struggles along the remains of the Tuggeranong Parkway. Once the largest and best-kept thoroughfare in the city of Canberra – now if you can see through the fog, it is an overgrown forest of ferns and conifers.
honest: 
Mack, man, this is the best part of the trip! What’s the point in being alive if you don’t fight to enjoy it?

board-game girl: 
Honest Jon. It’s kind of like... you have no style, but you just don’t give a shit. You’re so cool that you just are cool in whatever. You don’t need to... uh... 
honest: 
If you’re going to stress about every centipede that’s two metres long, you’re not going to have a very good time on this trip, are you? If you want to be alive in this world, if you want to be ALIVE rather than DIE, you fight to enjoy it!

board-game girl: 
...I just really like that chest, you know? It’s not like bodybuilder muscles, but it’s not like a Mack Finch chest either. It’s like – perfect medium for being hot. 
malkin: 
What life creeps through these ancient ragged ferns? 
board-game girl:
And then Gwen Malkin.

malkin:
What life crackles out of the Canberran haze?

board-game girl:
You’ve really got the worst TV voice. It’s like you’ve just been in a car accident and you’re still in the car and they put a mike in the car crash with you and get you to narrate this docco.
honest:
See that fern - it’s swamped in black and white fuzz!

malkin:
Before dinosaurs, before the first amphibians broke the water’s surface with their snouts – what life?
board-game girl:
What life? You mean like what’s coming towards us right now?
malkin: 
What life? What-
mack: 
These fucking dragonflies are going to smash the windscreen!

malkin: 
Where dragonflies? Which direction?

honest:
It’s a dragonfly! It’s thirty shifting dragonflies square and hot on all sides!

board-game girl: 
Malkin, Honest, I can’t get a grip on – you’re all distortion when I focus in -
honest: 
Have you ever cut your hand on rusted metal? Have you ever smashed your shin on a sharp rock? Those were THE BEST moments of your life! 

mack: 
Where did these things come from?

board-game girl: 
Mack, I can tune right in to. I can make you -
malkin: 
In the dim headlights, we can just pick out huge shapes flapping their transparent wings, hovering over the ferns. Dragonflies, over a metre long. Gwen Malkin, can you tell us what we’re seeing?


I can tell you what, but not why. These plants and animals

board-game girl: 
are Carboniferous.

malkin: 
Are strongly reminiscent

mack: 
Carboniferous?

malkin: 
of life during the Carboniferous. What did you just say?

mack: 
Who said that?

malkin: 
Did you just say Carboniferous?

mack: 
What’s Carboniferous?

board-game girl:
You want to know about the Carboniferous? 

malkin: 
Perhaps Gwen Malkin can tell us about the Carboniferous period. 

honest:
And all melting into straight lines – burned white...

malkin:
Three hundred and fifty million years ago, the first creatures crawled out of the ocean to live on the land. Insects. Before there were any amphibians, any lizards or rats. Insects and arthropods were the only animals on the land. Giant scorpions

board-game girl: 
spiders

malkin: 
crabs

board-game girl: 
dragonflies

malkin: 
dragonflies ruled the earth.

The music finishes. 

honest: 
Malkin’s last words echo around through the sudden silence in the van. Our cassette tape has run out! 

board-game girl:
So I know you can hear me. Mack, you can hear me. 

mack: 
I can see you.

honest: 
Let’s kick it up, before the creatures start singing in our ears. What would my compadres say say to a bit of Tuggeranong Parkway funkiness?

malkin: 
Something we can dance to?

honest: 
Everything we can dance to! Music to jive us all the way up the Parkway, funk our way into the heart of Canberra!

board-game girl: 
You know who it is, right?

mack: 
No it isn’t I don’t know.

board-game girl:
We’ve gone to the same school since, like, Year 1. My mum used to babysit you when your parents were, like – do you seriously not know who it is?
mack:

No, because how could you be here?
board-game girl:
That’s what I’m asking. I’ve got to get back to the lake but I’m stuck to you – 
honest: 
Mack, let me under your legs! We need a tape!

malkin: 
Gwen Malkin, opening link.


select assist unplug – command –


do it do it do it do it -

board-game girl:
Whatever you’re doing to hold me here – can you stop? Please?
mack:

I’m not! It’s not my fault! Why would I try to hold you anywhere? I haven’t spoken to you for like twenty months, why would I even care where you go?

board-game girl: 
 I don’t know, but you must be doing something, or else how come I’m talking on your wavelength and no-one elses? 
malkin: 
Non-physical presence detected.

board-game girl: 
Oh, fuck, the Starwagon.
honest: 
What is non-physical, anyway?

mack:

You’re so stuck up. I can’t believe you just assume it’s my fault, like I think about you so much even though you haven’t said anything to me since like the Year 10 Formal or – what?
malkin: 
Removing non-physical presence.

board-game girl: 
No!

The board-game girl is destroyed.

honest: 
Parkway funkiness? I think so.

malkin: 
Opening tapedeck. Two. Dit. Dat.

she-

she – dit. dat.

but she-

mack: 
What did you do to her?

malkin: 
By this time that we’re taking



and the hours that we’re counting



she – sh sh sh sh sh sh sh sh sh sh
dit. two hours.

utterly fly funkiness.
Fly funky music.

mack: 
What did you do to her? 

honest: 
Who?

mack: 
The girl from my school. Something just pulled her apart and dissolved her.

malkin: 
Oh, I can dance to this!

honest: 
Explain more. When was there a girl from your school?

mack: 
She’s in Year 12 - she used to be in my year, but she skipped Year 8 because she’s like a board game genius and she goes in all these tournaments and stuff.

honest:
Does what you’re saying make sense to you?
mack:

I’m being haunted by a ghost! Except she’s gone now, something just cut her up into little pieces.

malkin:
Is this the non-physical presence?
mack:

No, she’s like, five days younger than me. She was really cool in Primary School, I used to hang out at her house and stuff, but she’s too cool to even talk to me now.
honest: 
Mack, you don’t need to hallucinate. There’s plenty of shit to be afraid of right here. You see this big black shape rising above us? This is the Black Mountain. This is the centre of Canberra and it’s the heart of the steam-creature’s territory.

mack: 
Those things that make the noises?

honest: 
When the oceans boiled and the clouds steam rose into the sky, the steam-creatures drove the human race down underground with their killing songs. They took our Canberra from us. Do you remember back two hours in the past? We have a mission.

mack: 
I don’t think you know what you’re talking about.

honest: 
You are going to drive us up the side of this mountain. When we get to the top you will see a giant stone spike stabbed right into the sky. Inside that spike, the steam-creatures gather. They plan. They party. They fuck. That’s where we’re going.

mack: 
Why? 

honest: 
To attain victory in the war! Mack, I want to bond with you! Malkin unpin the camera and put my image inside it! 

malkin: 
What are you trying to project to our audience, Honest? 

board-game girl:
Teddy-teddy-eddy-tedd-ted-ted-t-tedd-te-eddy are you – are – t-teddy-ddy-edd-d-d-d-

honest: 
I want to push the fact that Mack and I are fun-loving hipsters and we enjoy boogying down. I don’t know if there are any nice boys or women watching this but we’re going to show them what we can do and how we can relax and unwind even in the heat of the moment. I’m going to teach Mack the battle dance!

board-game girl:
-d-t-dd-t-d-t-t-ddy are – ddy-are-you – are you – are you -

malkin: 
Even as the Black Mountain looms above us and the horrors of our mission draw nearer, Honest Jon and driver Mack Finch are getting into the groove.

board-game girl:
Teddy are you sure you’re right to drive? 

honest: 
Let’s get the music up! You ready, mack?

mack: 
I’m driving.

board-game girl:
I know it’s five minutes away, are you okay to drive?

honest: 
You can drive on instinct! Focus on this!

1. the heron undercuts the swan!

2. the goat stumbling

It’s both a dance and a style of fighting. We used to practice it in the marketplace in Jericho.

board-game girl:
I’m not saying you’re fucked, Ted, I was just asking. Sorry, I’m – static – I’m – swimming in -   

mack: 
Isn’t Jericho just ruins?

malkin: 
He’s right, I don’t think anyone’s lived there for a few thousand years.

board-game girl:
- static – t-d-ted-dd-t-ddy-
honest: 
You see? I don't know! I don't know where I'm from! I don't know where I'm from! I don't know who I was before I became a soldier! 

mack: 
Who were you, then?
malkin: 
Memories get eaten away quicker. Yours will, too. 

board-game girl:
- static – pull – pieces – together – put – myself – together -
honest: 
Now you with me, Mack? 

3. the dragonfly wheels about its prey

4. the spider collapsing

mack: 
Fuck off I’m driving.

board-game girl:
Am I here? Am I – here I’m - 

honest: 
This simply isn’t right! I’m being honest-the-civilised-jon and Mack Finch is giving me the fuck off I’m driving? Fuck? He say fuck?

malkin: 
He said fuck off.

honest: 
Did you say fuck or fuck off?

mack: 
I said fuck off.

honest: 
No, fuck that! Get up and dance!

board-game girl:
- I’m -

mack: 
Let go, I’m trying to steer!

board-game girl:
- here.

The van crashes.

Silence.

board-game girl:
Here I am.
malkin: 
What’s the damage? People?

honest: 
We’re in a cobweb.

mack: 
This is a cobweb.

board-game girl: 
This a big cobweb. 

malkin: 
Let me think. Mack, start the engine. We’ll get the music on. 

honest: 
There’s a spider just there.

mack: 
That’s a fucking massive spider.

board-game girl: 
That certainly is a large spider.

malkin: 
Mack! Get the power on quick!

mack: 
Power’s not coming. The ignition’s stuffed... I’ve got to get out of here-

malkin: 
Mack, where are you? Feel my hand? Focus on my hand. We’re going to get the music alive, okay?

honest: 
It’s coming to see what’s stuck in its web.

malkin: 
The spider is not going to get inside the van. The noises will!

board-game girl: 
It’s in the engine. I think it’s going for the heat.

mack: 
I want to be under the pine tree. Asleep under the pine tree in vest and undies.

malkin: 
Mack, focus on my hand! You’re in the van!

mack: 
I’m in the car.

malkin: 
That’s right.

mack: 
Dad’s driving us to the coast and I’m watching the trees go past in the dark.

malkin: 
No! In the Starwagon, now!

mack: 
And Dad stopped the car and undid my seatbelt and I was asleep and he carried me out of the car in his arms.

board-game girl:
It’s found a crack in your panelling, Starwagon. It wants to get in your engine, it really does.

honest: 
We were going to sneak on to the Black Mountain and capture a living creature! There was going to be peace and safety.

malkin: 
Mack? Mack? You little prick. What the fuck do we do now? Honest, can you hear anything? All right, nothing yet. I reckon we’ve got about thirty seconds. Wrap up my ears.

board-game girl: 
So you’re all tough when it comes to drowning ghosts – you can destroy as many ghosts as many times as you want – but then one Carboniferous spider... 
honest: 
We held the hope of the race and like sand we let it spill from our hands.
malkin: 
Honest, where are those rags? I’m going outside.

honest: 
Honest just doesn’t have it in him. He gets a vital mission and then before two hours are up he lets a spider ruin it.
board-game girl: 
Is it trying to get into the fuel tank, do you reckon?
malkin: 
Honest. Help me stuff my ears, I’m going to deal with it.

honest: 
Malkin don’t behave as if there’s still hope after the spider has stolen our hope.

board-game girl:
Are you fucked, Starwagon? Yes, you are. You are fucked.

malkin: 
Are you going to do it? Are you just going to wait for the creatures to start blowing noises in our ears? What do you want us to do?

honest: 
I want us to die with dignity and attractiveness, in proper hero poses.

board-game girl: 
Starwagon beats ghosts. Spider beats Starwagon. 
malkin: 
Open the door.

board-game girl: 
Do you know what beats spider? 

honest: 
I’m in the centre of the pose, you all have to stand around me like this - 

malkin: 
I can’t hear anything you’re saying. Open the door!

Honest opens the door. Malkin crawls out of the van.

board-game girl: 
Opening link. No, you can hear me. You can hear me. Opening link.

honest: 
Honest Jon was pretty, they’re going to say that, even after a spider kills him all up.
malkin: 
Spider? Where are you? Oh, shit, you guys. Can you be quiet for ten seconds? 

honest: 
- pretty pretty and you would want to touch him pretty -
board-game girl: 
as it dips – stabs




crashes – cracks




dissolves – snaps




spider keeps – coming up slowly




engine heat – moving up slowly

honest: 
All the lovely boys and women are sorry that they did not realize how pretty was Honest Jon...

board-game girl:
spider comes




heat comes




and it crashes – cracks




dissolves – snaps.

The spider is destroyed. 

board-game girl: 
dit.




dit. 
malkin: 
Where is it? Spider, where are you? No, I’m trying to keep my head – on, my head – shut up for a second, I’m trying to… Shut up for a second, I’m trying to… Help. Shit, help. Honest, can you hear me? Honest? 

board-game girl: 
See what happened there? You let the ghost do her thing without murdering her every few minutes, and in return the ghost keeps your engines free of giant spiders.
Honest climbs out of the van.

honest: 
Hold my hand.

malkin: 
Thank you.

Honest helps Malkin inside the van.

board-game girl:
Neutralise hostile terrain, ie. Starwagon – done. Now, priority: Mack Oswald Finch. 
honest: 
The spider’s dead. Something just ripped it out from under the bonnet and smashed it on the rocks.

malkin: 
There’s noises out there. Coming closer. We need to get the music on.

honest: 
Yeah.

Silence. 

malkin: 
There’s a bear in there…

honest and malkin: There’s a chair as well

there are people with games

and stories to tell

open wide

come inside

it’s Playschool.

it’s Playschool.

Silence.

Then the sound of rain.

malkin: 
The steady drumming of the rain. Is this working? Hello? Is there anyone can hear me in the machine? Hey, I see the winsome face of our dear protagonist Gwen Malkin. What’s she doing? It looks like she’s doing some sitting still waiting to die. Let’s try interacting with her. Hallo dear gwen? We’re filming a documentary about the war effort, we were wondering if you could inject some SHAKE AND STOMP! Some SHAKE AND STOMP, Gwen! Gwen it doesn’t seem right: you’re our last hope in a war between the human race and the savage steam-clouds that are terrorising them, and you’re sitting here like shredded newspaper. Can you explain to the audience why the star of our movie isn’t shining?

Get that thing out of my face.

Gwen, you’re just sitting there. Is that your plan of action? Just sit still and wait to die?


I’m recuperating.


You’re not. You’re paralysed. Come on, we’ve got kids watching this at home.  This is propaganda. Take a couple of seconds, get yourself in that heroic stance. Now Gwen – you’ve got to get up to the top of the Black Mountain and capture a living creature. You’ve got to assemble a crazy team of misfits and outcasts into Canberra’s most deadly fighting force. You’ve got to protect yourself against the sounds that will decay you and rot you all the way down. Tell me, Gwen – tell all of us – how the dilly-o are you going to achieve all this?


I don’t know. It’s not going to happen. I’m a piece of dead body, you’re doing an interview with a talking corpse.


Here we see Gwen Malkin pick herself up, drag herself upwards and, fighting through the haze of pain, plug herself in.


Fuck off. It’s not happening.


Bullshit. I’m watching you – all of us, every boy and girl leaned in close to their television screen can see you lift yourself up, plug yourself in and turn on the fucking music.


I can’t even fucking see anything. I can’t even close my fingers. How am I supposed to plug in?


Gwen Malkin – opening link.


and it – wakens


up.


and it – wakens


up.

honest: 
The rain falls heavily this night. I hope it does not deter travellers from visiting the night-markets. 

mack: 
I wasn’t expecting it to rain, I haven’t brought a jacket or anything. Do you want to borrow my jumper?

honest: 
Honest Jonathon, at your service. Do you need a lantern, sir? 

malkin: 
Mitsubishi starwagon. Assessing damage.



and it stops – dead.



and it stops – dead.



and it sits – still. three hours.



and it still – sits. three hours.



bringing tapedeck online.

mack: 
Mr Amon? He’s heaps tight. We were in english one time and I was like “Can I go to the toilet?” and he’s like “You should have gone before class.” I’m like oh yeah, that’s fair, cause I guess I was gonna go out of class and smoke pot or something. 

honest: 
I rent lanterns, sir, four sestercii an hour.

malkin: 
Leaded petrol: two litres remaining.



ferro-fibrous armour shell: breached. 



in a bad – state.

 

in a damaged - state. three hours.

mack: 
How gay is this party? Franklin like invites the whole of year 11 and 12 over to his place and like twenty people show up. 

honest: 
Hire a lantern, sir, and enjoy the nightmarkets. Wander in among the dusty tents - desert smells - animal smells – 

malkin:
 Tapedeck online. Insert cassette.



insert cassette.



insert cassette.

Shit. Hello? Can anyone hear me? I need a cassette tape. Honest, where did you put the tapes? Are they down the front? Is that Mack? 

mack: 
Yeah, there’s like, five people I know.

honest: 
Feast on bare meat and raw fish - or the peppers of the desert – 

malkin: 
Mack, can you help me just crawl down – they were at your feet – Mack, can you hold me? Why am I the only one that keeps track of reality?
mack: 
So it’s pretty cool you get to do all these tournaments, I guess. Like what was that thing you got an award for recently? They said it in assembly the other week, that Russian camp thing for, like, chess prodigies?
malkin: 
Tapes. That’s a tape. Come on, cassette, climb into my hands. 

honest: 
The spices from the jungles to our south.

malkin: 
Mack, lift your fucking feet up. Someone help me up. I can’t feel my fingers, I’m going to drop you, tape, hold on! 

honest: 
Desert smells - animal smells –

malkin:
Stop wriggling, musics, I have it under control.
mack: 
No, I haven’t played chess for so long. I’m shithouse. I remember when your dad taught us, we were both kind of crappy, but then you got better way quicker than me and beat me like, fifty times in a row. 

malkin:
All of the men are under Gwen Malkin’s thumb. Honest, help me. Tune in to the world. Can you feel this?
honest:
They say the moon grows further away each year – as fast as the nails grow from your fingers –
malkin:
You miserable coward, Honest. You know I’m here, come on – where’s the link?

mack:

I was all right! When we first learned, I was better than you! I remember you couldn’t remember how the Queen moved and you wouldn’t believe me when I said it could do everything. That was like Year 2, I reckon.
honest:
It is the shrill wind that blows down the ziggurat’s steps.

malkin:
It’s Gwen Malkin, you lying shit! Tell me you don’t know what you’re touching! What is this?
mack: 
Yeah, I can drive. I did my test really recently.

honest:
I do not wish to pet your leper, sir. Four sestercii, it is my price -

malkin: 
All right, fuck you, Honest Jonathon.
Gwen Malkin – opening link.
bringing tapedeck online.

honest: 
I mind not that the rain pounds so heavily tonight. It is good for the barley. 

mack: 
I got my mum and dad’s car for the night if you want to go for a drive?

honest: 
I only hope the temple does not tax too much of it.

malkin: 
And it sings - screams. three hours.

Mellow dreamy music.

honest: 
Ah! Do you hear? The snakecharmer has begun his slow, hypnotic piping. Four sestercii to hire a lantern and you can see the cobra dance under your own light.

mack: 
This song is so gay! This gets played at every party I have ever been to. 

malkin: 
Mitsubishi Starwagon, downloading statistics. Ferro-fibrous armour, compromised. Leaded petrol, two litres remaining. Spatial anomoly detected: Starwagon is five eighths of a centimetre wider on the inside than on the outside. Analysing spatial anomoly.

mack: 
Yeah, I can take you somewhere. Do you want to go to McDonalds, or where are you thinking? 

honest: 
There is something strange about this rainfall. It is clamouring and clattering as it hits the earth, as if an entire ocean was being thrown down on the markets all at once.

malkin: 
Anomoly traced: non-physical presence detected.

board-game girl: 
I kinda want to go down to the lake, if you...

mack: 
Yeah, I can drive to the lake. Do you want to invite anyone else or just us?

malkin: 
Locate non-physical presence. Identify sector.


it is – pre – sent



as its – pre - sence 

board-game girl: 
Just you and me. Do you want to go now?

mack: 
Yeah, for sure. Let’s go.

Mack starts the car and begins driving.

honest: 
What’s moving under my feet? What wizard deforms the earth beneath into motion? 

malkin: 
Non-physical presence located.


Presence concentrated above driver’s seat



Concentrated within driver’s skull
board-game girl: 
It’s found me. 
mack: 
I beg your pardon?

board-game girl:
The van can sense where I am. It’s cool, though, I cut a deal with it. Just drive.

mack:

Okay.

malkin:
Removing non-physical presence.

board-game girl:
Why don’t you try it and see what happens? 

malkin: 
internal pressure sensors.



strip the air of what breathes it



dry the molecules millimetre at a time



empty the air of the force that warps it



tear this ghost apart in strings.

board-game girl: 
Removing non-physical non-removement!



only it dips – climbs



dips – climbs



recalculates...

honest: 
The night-markets are gone. Only the snakecharmer’s song still sounds in my ears.

malkin: 
Non-physical presence linked with starwagon battery.

in this van as it crawls



through this rainstorm that falls 



it dips – climbs-



climbs - dips – and disconnects.

honest: 
Malkin? Is that you?

mack: 
So how come you want to go to Lake Burley-Griffin?

board-game girl: 
I don’t. The lake’s just the edge of the board. I want to get off completely.

malkin: 
Honest? What’s going on? Who’s in the van with us? 

honest: 
I don’t understand what I’m doing here.  

mack: 
So you want to go swimming?

board-game girl:
Just get us to the shore. I’ll explain when we get there.

mack:

I don’t have my swimmers with me, but if you want to anyway, I could... I can do that. If you want to.

malkin: 
Mack, where are you driving? Who are you talking to? 

board-game girl: 
It’s so cool that your parents let you take their van to house-parties. 
mack:

Yeah, I just have to fill the tank up before they need it again. It’s pretty wicked. How about you, do you have your license?

board-game girl:
No, I don’t even have my Learner’s. My parents were just like ‘When are you going to have time to drive?’ I’m going to Singapore in four weeks, then there’s a comp in Vienna, then this two-month tournament in China at the end of the year, so I kind of can’t do anything this year but practice.
mack: 
That’s so shit. I mean it’s cool you get to go to China, I guess.

board-game girl:
No, it sucks. I have to do an hour of chess and 90 minutes of Go every night. This is like the first party I’ve been to this semester.

mack:

Yeah, I wanted to go to... some parties, but this is the first one that someone actually said ‘Mack, you’re invited.’ So your parents really won’t let you get your L’s?
malkin: 
Mack, who gets to go to China? Where’s the camera?

board-game girl: 
It’s all right. If I need to go somewhere I can usually get a lift.

mack:

Well seriously, if you ever need to go anywhere, you just text me and I’ll come get you. 

malkin:
All right, let’s see what the TV sees.
mack:

Seriously, any time. I’ll stop what I’m doing and I will pick you up from wherever. I’m happy to.

board-game girl:
All right then. Thank you.
mack:

It’s cool. It’s like, the other reason is it’s cool to hang out with you, you know? We haven’t talked since, like, Year 7, properly. 

board-game girl:
Yeah.

mack:

We used to be best friends, pretty much, didn’t we?

board-game girl:
Yeah. Do you know where the turn-off for the lake is?

mack:

There’s no turn-off, it’s all rubble. 

malkin: 
Three hours into the mission, the van is on the lowest slopes of the Black Mountain. Music is playing, the starwagon in motion, but where exactly are we going? Let’s turn the camera on driver Mack Finch to find out what the hell has happened to his brain. 

board-game girl: 
What are you doing with that camera, Malkin? 

mack: 
You remember when we used to chuck pine-cones at each other on the way home from school, and then one time – like, you were bending down to pick one up or something and I accidentally hit you in the eye?
board-game girl: 
Are you pointing that at me?

malkin: 
Mack Finch, perhaps you could spare a moment for the human race. You’ve certainly taken control of the navigation in the last couple of minutes. Can you tell us what your destination is?

mack: 
We’re ditching the party. We’re gonna go to the lake.

malkin: 
You and who?

mack: 
You know that board-game chick from the year above?

malkin: 
Non-physical presence, yes. Where is she? 

mack: 
She’s right here.

malkin: 
She wants you to drive to the lake?

mack: 
Chill out, man, we’ll be back soon.

malkin: 
Fuck this, what’s this girl doing? Mack, where do you think you are? 

honest: 
Malkin, what’s happening? Are we being haunted?

malkin: 
She’s gotten inside Mack’s head. She’s making him drive us to the lake.

honest: 
We can’t go downwards. We’ve got to get to the top of Black Mountain. How do you get to the top of a mountain going downhill? We should destroy her.

malkin: 
She’s linked herself in to the Starwagon batteries. 

honest: 
The van has betrayed us! The van has turned again the human race in favour of the ghost-beasts! Malkin we’re fucked!

malkin: 
No, listen. She’s got Mack thinking he’s at some party. We need to put something different in his head.

honest: 
We need to put our fists into his head!

malkin:
 I need you to be his driving instructor. We’re going to put him into his driving test. You ready? 

Gwen Malkin opening link.

assessing driver.



reconfiguring perceptual awareness.



driver mental configuration selected: driving test.

mack: 
Shit! What are you doing in my head?

malkin: 
Redefining driver perceptual awareness.

mack: 
So am I supposed to do, like, merging and overtaking?

board-game girl: 
Mack?

honest: 
Uh... Drive up this hill.

mack: 
You want me to do a hillstart?

honest: 
Upwards. I want you to project this machine up into the height.

mack: 
The whole way up Black Mountain? It’s just it’s raining pretty hard...

board-game girl: 
Mack, weren’t you taking me to the lake?

honest: 
No-one passes their driving test who is afraid to climb Black Mountain in the rain!

mack: 
Okay, I can do that. All right, out of gear, check the handbrake – handbrake’s still on. First gear, foot on the accelerator, letting off the clutch, finding biting point... and then, handbrake off and accelerator all the way down.

Mack turns the van and begins driving up the hill.

honest:
So, we close in upon our enemy’s fortress. The human race is pleased with you, Mack Finch, the human race is excited by you!

mack:

Look at the rain on the windscreen – those weird tracks and scrawls...

honest:
Don’t focus on them.

mack:

It’s like the inside of a machine pressed up against the glass...
honest:
Use the windscreen sabres. That’s right, cut it into shreds!

board-game girl: 
Mack, come back. Come back.

mack:

It doesn’t make a difference. The wipers scrape it off and then they pull all the water back going the other direction – it’s the exact same pattern of raindrops every time.

board-game girl:
Stop talking to Honest. Ignore him. Look at me. 

honest:
It is not the same pattern. It is the opposite of the same.

mack:

No it is the same pattern. It’s like a map, but looking at it from a different perspective... 

board-game girl:
What do you want? Kisses? Do you want kisses? 

malkin: 
Driver awareness reconfiguring.

Mack turns the van back downhill.

mack: 
Sorry, what was that? 

honest: 
Mack, where are you turning? You’re turning the wrong way. I’m going to have to remove success points from your, your successing.

board-game girl: 
Have you like, have you ever kissed anyone?

mack: 
Yeah, kinda. I kissed Rosemary Barnes in Year 10.

board-game girl: 
Are you serious? She’s such a bitch.

mack: 
Yeah, she is a bitch. I think she was showing off. She did it all in front of her friends and they were all laughing.

malkin: 
Reconfiguring driver awareness: driving test. 

board-game girl: 
Was it nice?

mack: 
It was all right. I don’t think she knows – ah, shit! What the fuck are you doing to me? Get out! Get out!

Mack turns the van back uphill.

honest: 
So, Mack, you want to, uh, apply the gear pressure into the, the, into the acceleration shift.

board-game girl: 
Mack? I’ll tell you who I’ve kissed, if you – Mack?
mack: 
Which gear?

honest: 
All of them. There we go, climbing up the hill. See the rain starting to boil off the rocks?

mack: 
What’s making it do that? Why is it hissing when it hits the rocks? 
honest:
It is boiling. It is the spawning ground of our foes.

mack:

What’s a spawning ground?

honest:
Spawning is what our enemies do in order to be born. The mating between searing hot rock and sheets of rain, it is... diabolically erotic. 
mack:

Holy shit, what’s that thing?

honest:
It is a tooth, biting into the sky. See it cut at the brown clouds like a fang through soft bread. It is our destination.

board-game girl: 
I can’t send a clear signal with all this noise distortion.

mack: 
What is it?

honest:
It is the Black Mountain Tower.

board-game girl: 
It’s this fucking music, makes it impossible to concentrate. Have to – have to -



the driver’s mine.




the driver’s mine.




the driver’s mine.

malkin: 
I can feel your fingers in the car battery. I can’t shake you without losing power. I can feel your hands inside the wires. 

board-game girl: 
and the sound – drowns




and the noises – fall

malkin: 
and the sound – drowns

board-game girl: 
and the whispers – slow

malkin: 
and the noises – fall

board-game girl: 
and the silence – grows.




Bringing tapedeck offline.

The music falls silent.

board-game girl: 
Now. Mack. Stop thinking that. Start thinking this. 

mack: 
Shit! Shit! What are you doing to my brain?

Mack turns the van back downhill.

malkin: 
She’s killed our music.  

board-game girl: 
So what was kissing Rosemary like? 

mack: 
It was all right. I don’t think she knows how to kiss right. How about you? You ever been kissed?

honest: 
Man the steam creatures are boiling off the rocks, they’re literally boiling off the rocks all around us and she’s killed the music. 

malkin: 
Honest, give me some thick, gruesome beats. 

mack: 
That’s right, aren’t you going out with someone?
honest: 
They’re going to scream right into our brains! I can already start to hear them! We’re in the middle of their spawning ground!

mack:

The guy in your year who’s really into the Army Reserves and stuff? Teddy?
malkin: 
Get me a cassette. I want music that will shake this car to its roots.

board-game girl: 
I was. 

mack: 
I thought you guys were together.

malkin: 
Gwen Malkin – opening link.


headlights


capslock  _ HELP _


sssh – busy -

board-game girl: 
Not any more. So do you want to practise doing any like, kissing?

mack: 
Yeah, definitely.

board-game girl: 
There’s a spot right on the lake shore.

mack: 
Yeah, for sure. If the lake’s good then we’ll go there, that’s cool.

malkin: 
Insert cassette.



as it slips – dies



close it down – fires



this unearthly - presence



I utterly – kill. 

Gruesome, heavy music. Mack turns the van back uphill.

mack: 
What this? Is this one of my mum’s tapes? 
board-game girl: 
This is – disrupting it - Mack, you’re turning the wrong way. We’re going downhill? Yes?
mack: 
Are you sure Teddy’s all right with this?

board-game girl: 
I’m not with Teddy any more. You’re going the wrong way! 
honest: 
And we’re climbing again! Come on, Starwagon, clamber up the rocks! Mack Finch, you’re blasting through this test!

board-game girl: 
I can’t see straight this is so fucking loud - 

malkin: 
and the sounds – build



and the beats – kill. five hours. 



disconnecting.

mack: 
What happened with him? I didn’t know you’d split up. 
board-game girl: 
We didn’t split up. 

malkin: 
Five hours. It’s going to be sunrise any minute now. 

mack:

If you didn’t split up how come you’re not together any more? Shit, you’re shivering. Are you all right? Can I do anything? 
board-game girl: 
Can you drive to the fucking lake, please? Oh, my face, it’s peeling my fucking face off - 
malkin: 
Wait, what happened to four hours? I missed an hour somewhere.

honest: 
There’s the Tower! Mack Finch you are so successful that you have exploded the marking sheet and you are succeeding into a new dimension! 

mack: 
What’s the matter with – your arms are like pulling out of your sockets –

malkin: 
Here we go, Honest, turn it up!

board-game girl:
It’s – black and white sparks – poured in and – boiling in electricity - 
mack:

Do you want me to give you a hug? Fuck, you’re shaking way too fast – is this a spasm?
malkin: 
Up! Shred her! 

honest:
Shredded ghost, yes, you must!

board-game girl: 
He was drunk – dickhead said he was okay - 
mack: 
You’re blurring, I can’t even see you straight - 
board-game girl: 
- he fucking couldn’t see straight and he drove straight into – 

malkin:
Now scatter her.

board-game girl: 
-  off the road - into –
mack: 
Oh shit, you’re dead.
honest:
Yes! Fragments of ghost-girl, blow so far into the wind that you will never again settle to earth!

mack:

That’s right, you were in a car crash. You’re dead, you’ve been dead for weeks. 
board-game girl: 
I’m sorry – please - 
Board-game girl  is destroyed. Mack stops the car.

honest: 
What we’re doing is important for the war effort, sure, and it’s important for the human race, but it’s important for me too. it’s fun! I like to push past my limits and burn down what was previously Honest and construct a new honest out of the scarred remains of my brutalised self!

mack: 
You fucking – you were in my head! 

Mack attacks Honest.

honest: 
You attack me? What are you doing, Mack? 

mack: 
You bitches! You sons of bitches! You can’t just climb into people’s heads and play in their minds! 

honest: 
You want to fight us? You’re going to fight us?

malkin: 
Mack I respect your position, but-

mack: 
Fuck off!

Mack hurts Malkin.

honest: 
Leave her alone! Don’t touch her!

malkin: 
Where am I? Where have you thrown me?

Honest hurts Mack.

honest: 
3. the dragonfly wheels around its prey.



2. the goat stumbling!



I tell you what, though, I respect your enthusiasm. You’re all right. Hey Malkin, this kid’s all right!

malkin: 
Plug him in.

malkin: 
The preparations before the hunt are always a tense time. Here, on the exposed summit slope of the Black Mountain, driver Mack Finch has gone mad with fear. I’m sure everyone watching this documentary from Shanghai to Knoxville can appreciate the strain this plucky eight year old is under. Unfortunately, we don’t have time to indulge it. 
honest: 
Plug him in?

malkin: 
As we zoom in, we can see Mack Finch’s personality dissolve and evolve into the exquisite character of the Mitsubishi Starwagon.
mack: 
Mack Finch – opening link.



we’ve been – wrong before



we’ve been – wrong before

The music stops.

honest: 
Okay, we’re in the heart of creature territory. We need the most music music music we’ve got. What about this “Music for skin rashes”?
malkin: 
Play the same tape again.

honest: 
A dead cassette cartridge? There’s no music left on it. 

malkin: 
I know.

honest: 
Well how’s that going to protect us? 

malkin: 
Honest, we’re going to open the roof hatch and drive through the thick of the steam-ground. I don’t want to be playing fucking “Music for skin rashes” for all of them to hear. We’re going to play some silence. 

mack: 
As it sifts – shrouds. Eight hours.


The music you have inserted


is not music.


we are listening.



we are lisssstening.



we are lissssssss…



we are lissssssss… eight hours. 
Crackling hissing music.

honest: 
O my!



Another battle has begun!



Go on!



Candy and a current bun!



I like



to see them start to move!



I like



to snap that dusty groove!



-please don’t TALK to me-



-please just RUN from me-



-I got NEWS for thee-



-honest COMES for thee!-

Honest pulls open the sliding roof panel of the Starwagon. Malkin grabs a blanket. Honest grabs hold of Malkin, lifts her up out of the hole in the roof. Malkin holds the blanket out in front of her. Honest sticks his head out of the hole and holds up his lantern, gazing outwards.

honest: 
There’s one!

malkin: 
Where?

honest: 
Hold the blanket up! It’s drifting towards us... Now grab! Clutch it to yourself!

Malkin wraps the blanket around a creature and pulls it through the hole in the roof into the van.

malkin:
In the back seat! Get it in the seat so I can belt it!

honest:
I can feel it rolling over and over in the blanket, mumbling to itself. 

malkin:
Was it whole? Did we capture one whole? 

honest:
Listen to it murmuring. Whispering away to itself. Feel that cold?
malkin: 
The blanket is leaking.
honest: 
It can’t be leaking. You wrapped it up.

malkin: 
How do you catch steam in a blanket? Either it’s not really steam or it’s not properly caught.

honest:
 This is frozen cold. This is the frost in the bones of the deep cave-shark.

malkin: 
Where’s the buckle? You stay still! Oh, shit it’s cold – my face has gone numb. I’ve got to… there’s something I have to… what have I got to...?

honest:
This is the chill that sinks into the goatherd’s skull when he is caught in the high mountain pass by a sudden snowstorm.

malkin:
Music. Quickly, unplug the Mack Finch.
mack:

We are lissss....



Eight hours.



And it disconnects.
honest:
Let’s get a soundtrack going! Hit the camera against the wall in a beat! In a proper beat!
malkin: 
Absolutely cassettes. ‘Music for fat, salt, sugar and protein’, that’s what’s going to keep us safe.
mack:

Oh shit it’s cold. My hands have gone numb. 

honest: 
You wake up in the morning at a quarter to two

You can’t go back to sleep and you don’t know what to do…

malkin: 
Gwen Malkin opening – opening link. Mitsubishi Starwagon, temperature one degrees celcius.

mack:

My hands are turning blue. Is there any of that chemical heat gel you get for Bronchitis? 

honest: 
You wake up in the morning at a quarter to two

You can’t go back to sleep and you don’t know what to do…

malkin:
Opening tapedeck.



Inserting cassette.



Temperature one degrees celcius.

mack:

Do we have any heat at all? Honest? 

honest: 
YOU BRUSH YOUR TEETH

CH CH CH CH CH CH CH CH CH

Rich, thick, syrupy music.
honest: 
CH CH CH CH CH CH CH CH CH

malkin:
Temperature. Two. Temperature rising. Three. Temperature three degrees celcius.
mack:

What’s that in the back seat? Is it one of those steam clouds?
honest:
It is a live creature captured alive, for the purposes of obtaining victory in the war!
malkin:
Five degrees. Temperature celcius. Eight degrees celcius. Temperature. Disconnecting.

mack:

So the cloud creatures that make those killing noises – you’ve put one of them in the van with us – alive?
malkin:
It’s hard to tell if it’s a whole one, lots of little ones or part of a bigger one. Honest?
honest:
It was a glorious episode in a noble epic!

malkin:
We definitely threw a blanket over some steam.  

honest:
And now this music, suffusing us with warmth and temperature degrees! The Human Race will celebrate our accomplishments today by naming great monuments and works of art after us! They shall erase the word ‘Canoe’ from human memory, and instead all shall know such water-craft as: Honest Jonathons!
mack:

Well what now, then? You’ve got your creature, you’ve tormented me for eight hours, you killed one of my best friends...’s ghost, you’ve rented my body out to the engine of a car... Can I go now? What else do you want?
malkin:
I want to interrogate this little bastard. 
mack:

...?

malkin:
I have questions I’d like to put to it.

honest:
Gwen Malkin will be the name given to that paralysing terror that assaults us in small dark places.
board-game girl:
M – s – b – sh – str – wg – n – temperature eight celciuses –
and it – di – cl

and it –

it -

mack:

Are you – you want to question it right now? We’re on the top of a mountain of fuckedness in the middle of a fucking cloud of monsters – 
malkin:
You’ve got no curiosity, Mack. You need to be more excited about every single thing and less excited about being a whiny little toss. And cameras rolling –


A moment’s hush. The sound of heavy breathing. In one corner of the van, trapped under a soundproof blanket: a steam-creature. For the first time in the history of this war, I am about to bring you real footage of our enemy. 

mack:

I’m not whiny, this is just fucked.

honest:
The Driver’s License – the Provisional License and the Full – shall be known as the Mack and the Finch respectively. Mack, you have almost earned your Mack – you need but to drive our prisoner to the priest to obtain your Finch!
mack:

I’m pushing the clutch in and out, I’m moving the gearstick through all the gears, I’m turning the ignition on and off, I’m adjusting the air conditioning setting, and none of this is making any difference to the fact that the ground is melting. I can see molten lava actually pouring out of cracks in the rocks here. Listen, this is a crappy town car from the 80s. This is meant for picking up kids from soccer practice, this is not built to handle... any sort of terrain.

board-game girl:
1983, ferro-ferro-fibrous debasement – 

and it – thirteen – di -




thirteen – di -




celcius thirteen celcius it – di –

mack:

The van is broken, and we are fucked. All right?

honest:
You are very close to throwing away your Mack, Mack.

malkin: 
All around the world, the human beings watching this documentary feel a shiver up their spine as we move in for a close up…
board-game girl: 
How do you catch steam in a blanket? 

malkin:
All right, blanket of steam: Two questions.

board-game girl: 
Either it’s not really steam

malkin:
Question one: What happened to the planet?

board-game girl:
It’s not properly caught.

mack:

I’m never going home, am I? This is just going to keep on going, one horrible thing after another, or heaps of horrible things all together.

board-game girl:
It’s going to keep on going.

mack:

Yes it fucking is!

board-game girl:
Or you could finish it. 

honest:
The last of the winter chill has passed. It is springtime in my blood!

malkin:
How is it that the ferns and insects from 350 million years ago live under a boiling hot atmosphere as if it were 3.5 billion years ago and the earth’s crust was just hardening?

mack:

What do you mean ‘finish it’?

malkin:
And all this, by the way, in the ruins of a small city in the 20th – 22nd century. Is it the past or the distant past or the future?

board-game girl:
Mack Finch, you’re bleeding. You don’t have a wound, you are a wound. You are a hole stabbed in the ribs of this earth and through you all good things leak out. 

malkin:
What’s it doing?

honest:
Is it answering question one?

board-game girl:
You don’t know how much nothing I want to return to. I’m still here because you need me. I’ll be here as long as you need me to be.

mack:

Look I’m sorry. I know you’re supposed to pass over to the other side, and I’m sorry I’m keeping you here. 

board-game girl:
You’re not keeping me here.
mack:

I’m sorry, I don’t know how to stop thinking about you, if that’s what’s trapping you. I can’t help - giving a shit, you know? Feeling jealous or whatever cause you never talk to me since you skipped a grade, or you go out with some Year 12 army dickhead who crashes his car and kills you – I’m sorry, I can’t stop feeling things.

malkin:
What does that mean?

honest:
Distant future past?

board-game girl:
You’re not keeping me here. I’m going to the lake and you’re coming with me.

honest: 
I think it’s messing with the blood in my streams.

malkin: 
Of course it’s messing with the blood in your streams.

board-game girl:
Can you feel it, Mack? It’s knocking your molecules over one by one.

mack: 
I don’t want to die.

board-game girl: 
Why not?
mack: 
Just because I don’t win awards or I don’t have a million friends doesn’t mean I need to commit suicide. I have heaps of reasons to be alive!
board-game girl:
Downloading connec – connec – twenty one temperature degrees. Thirteen hours, Twenty one degrees – twenty one -
honest: 
What are you doing to my blood? My fingernails are about to burn off the ends of my fingers!

malkin: 
There is no protection.

Music finishes.
honest:
Music. We need music, we need human – music - 

malkin:
There is no protection. In this van that tumbles through this city that crumbles there is no protection. 

honest:
Where are the cassettes?

board-game girl:
- temperature – thirty four



- degrees – cel –



thirteen hour -




discon -

honest:
My fingers are growing tongues!

malkin:
It doesn’t matter. Last question: Why do you and your friends try to kill us?
board-game girl: 
Mack you’re a sickness in yourself, and you won’t get better until you let some medicine through your skin. 

malkin:
The whole planet is yours - we’re not a threat, are we? Why can’t we come up for air without getting a headful of sounds?
honest: 
“Saucy rock and roll”? “Music for skin rashes”? 

mack:

Who says everything’s going to be so much better for me when I’m dead?
board-game girl:
No-one said better. 

malkin:
Well, that answers that.

honest: 
“Analgesic calmative blues?” 

board-game girl:
Different.
honest:
Malkin, I’ve got a tape. Open the deck, come on!

malkin:
Fair enough, I suppose.

board-game girl:
If you keep going it will keep going but if you die, something will change. 

malkin: 
Non-physical physical and extra-physical contained within fifty five degree debased ferro-ferro-fibrous blues, the fibrous blues,



the fifty five fibrous degrees –



centigrade. 

bringing tapedeck 

hope-deck escape-deck online.

mack: 
There’s all sorts of good things in my life and I have every reason to live, and you’re trying to tell me that – 
board-game girl: 
Your blood’s boiling.

mack: 
My blood is on fucking fire! 

malkin:
physical clips it climbs it dips



Twenty one hours. Twenty one hours. Disconnecting.
honest:
With her subtle wiles, Malkin has unlocked the mind of our ancient foe! Like a sultry courtesan, she has inveigled her way into the inner sanctum of the creature’s brain to reveal the truth – the reason for their brutal persecution of our race:

malkin: 
They don’t know we’re here. They can’t perceive us. They’ve never been aware of us. 

mack: 
Well then why do they make killing noises?

malkin: 
Maybe to communicate with each other, or to navigate... Maybe they shed sound like snakes’ skin. The killing is a side effect.

mack: 
Then what the hell is the point? What is the point of a war if one side doesn’t even know the other side’s there? 

malkin: 
Point is I just wanted to know. 

honest:
I’ll tell you the point, Mack the Mack Finch! Malkin, put the camera on me, I’m about to have charisma!
board-game girl:
She’s gone.
honest: 
I draw your attention to this tuft of steam crouched in our midst. Human beings of the human race, this is what a citizen of Canberra looks like! No longer shall I prosecute a war against this creature or any of its species.
malkin:
Honest – please burn me. I need you to incinerate every scrap of me. 
honest: 
No more climbs! No more tricks! This Canberra city, this planet that Canberra city grows out of, belongs to the creatures that are living and thriving in it. Humans of the Humans Beings – we renounce your war! We’re going to walk the streets of this city with no fear! 

malkin:
Honest Jonathon. Are you going to set me on fire?

honest: 
Why am I going to set you on fire? We’re going to walk the city free of chains and fly on the back of dragonflies and eat pine cones and dance to the music of the steam creatures! 

The Creature kills Malkin.
board-game girl:
I want to erase myself. I want to take an armful of nothing and then another armful of nothing and stuff it all into me until I become nothing. I am seriously looking forward to it. I’m not pretending to be excited about ceasing to exist, I actually cannot wait to cease existing and if the only way I can cease existing is if you cease existing...
mack:

So – if I go with you to the lake, and then keep going... wherever.. You’re going to stay with me?
board-game girl:
That’s the problem I’m facing, yeah.

mack:

Right. I’m going to play some music, if I can – if I can work my – 


Eighty nine degrees there are celcius contained

in this van that thirty four hour tumbles



through this city that thirty four hour crumbles

the only protection - the only protection - the only protection –

Handbrake unbraked!

Handbrake deactivived!
Cassette goes down


Down the world’s throat



Down like disco



Plays a fresh note!



Thirty four hot sweet hours sucked into the van!

Chirpy upbeat music.

honest: 
Malkin, Mack, dance with me! Ghost-girl, stream creature, dance with me! This is the song that ushers in a new era! Starwagon, up the volume!
mack: 
Thirty four hours. Thirty four hours. Thirty-four-hours-thirty-four-hours-thirtyfourhoursthirtyfourhoursthirtyfourhoursthirtyfourhoursthrthirthitrhtht rhththhthththththhfffffffffffffffssssssssss….

The Creature kills Mack.
The jaunty music plays on.

honest: 
Hello? Hello? It’s Honest Jon. Are there any humans there?

board-game girl: 
No.

honest:
Ghosts?

board-game girl: 
That’s right.

honest: 
Okay.
Jaunty music plays on.

honest: 
Is Malkin dead?

board-game girl: 
Yes.

honest: 
Is Mack dead?

board-game girl: 
Yes.

honest: 
Are we rolling down the side of the mountain?

board-game girl: 
We are.

honest: 
Okay. 

The van comes to a stop by a dry lake shore. The music stops.
board-game girl: 
Have we reached the lake? Why have we stopped? 
honest: 
There’s nothing. The lake boiled away, this is just a big hole. You shouldn’t have brought us here.

Board-game girl gets out of the van.

honest: 
How will you cross? 

board-game girl: 
Walk.

honest: 
They’re both dead. 
board-game girl:
Just about, yes.

honest:
How long have they got?

board-game girl: 
Minutes. 

mack: 
Honest. 

honest: 
Shit! Mack?

mack: 
Honest. You wanna play a tune?

honest: 
You don’t look too well, Mack.

mack: 
I wanna hear some good music, that’s my trouble. Why don’t you fix me up something twitchy?

honest: 
I’ll see what I can do. 

mack: 
feelin’ funny in my head, lord,



I believe I’m fixin’ to die, fixin’ to die-



feelin’ funny in my head, lord,



I believe I’m fixin’ to die-



well I don’t mind dying



but I hate to see my children cry…

board-game girl:
How are you feeling, Mack?

mack: 
I feel all right. I feel right. I feel like I’ve always been wrong. I’ve wanted the wrong things. I was wrong to try to pass my driving test. I was wrong to try to make my dad proud of me. I know what’s right – I’m a failure and that’s all right. It’s a very special kind of RIGHT RIGHT RIGHT!

honest: 
Hey Mack, man, hey Mack the Mack Finch – are you going to die?

mack: 
For sure! That’s where it’s at, man, that’s the only positive way forward!

honest: 
That’s just not the truth. You haven’t failed so completely that you have to die. Check out all the fancy opportunities exposed in this cool slithering world! We’ve got a war, and good music, and we’ve got an important mission given to us by the Human Race in Shanghai!

mack: 
I am confident that being dead will provide interesting stimuli for my heart and gut. You know, death must be as good as those holidays they advertise on Channel Seven! You know when I’m masturbating and I’m trying to speed things up, I’m not thinking of the board-game girl, I’m fantasising about my own cold dead body!

board-game girl: 
All right, calm down.

honest: 
Hey, Malkin. We’re going to light you on fire now, okay? Come on.

Honest carries Malkin out of the van.

honest: 
Gwen Malkin, you kept going for a long – for a long – hours. You lasted until – hours. Piling up into – hours. Now you get to stop and we burn you. 
malkin: 
The lens is unfocused… the batteries are low, but dimly we see… We’re recording footage from the very edge of the human realm. 

honest: 
Malkin?

malkin: 
Across the other side of Lake Burley Griffin, we can faintly make out the towers of the cities of the dead.

honest: 
Malkin, you’re dead. Lie down, you’re dead. What can I burn?
malkin: 
Ladies and gentlemen, I can’t believe it! I’ve never been this far away from home! My hands are shaking and it’s an honour to bring you this footage – crowds of ghosts lined up on the other shore – a deathly brown sky – burned trees – it’s the Land of the Dead! 



Honest are you making a fire to burn me in?

honest:
Yes, I’m burning you! You are burning up in the fire that I am burning you in! I am making that fire. That fire is what I am assembling out of the pieces I am assembling. 
mack:

Hey, Malkin, can you record me and the board-game girl walking away hand in hand?

honest:
Then I come – burning - 

malkin: 
You realise there’s no film in this camera. 

mack: 
There’s no…

malkin: 
Film. In this camera. This is a prop.

honest:
burning burning burning burning

mack: 
How strange it is that they push themselves past exhaustion like this. Why don’t they rest, or eat?

malkin: 
Mack Finch and the board-game girl step forward, ready to cross to a new world. Mack Finch, are you looking forward to being dead?

mack: 
I am confident that the Land of the Dead will be loaded with positive experiences and friendly faces! I wish I hadn’t had to live in the first place! I wish I’d been a stillborn! I wish a different sperm had hit the egg! I was wasting time with body and breath and I’m sorry for that. Who am I directing this apology to? Mack Finch was an old scab – o thankyou board-game girl for picking that scab! Thank-you for picking ME!

board-game girl: 
Mack if you don’t calm down, I’m going to pull out your teeth. 

The board-game girl and Mack start walking across the empty lake.

malkin:
Where is the fire?

honest:
There are no pieces that go together to make a fire! 

malkin:
Is that lantern on fire? Bring it to me. Under my shirt, press it against me – my –
honest:
Skin? 

malkin:
Stomach. Yes.

honest:
Burning?
malkin: 
Is burning. Keep going. Everything that’s lovely comes in through my body. The thick cloth rubbing between my fingers, the water in my cheeks – the blood when I bite the inside of my cheeks…

honest: 
How you twitch when you get excited.

malkin: 
And there are so many things to get excited about.
Honest and Malkin get back in the van.

malkin: 
Honest, grab a tape. Where’s the van? I can’t see a thing.

 
Gwen Malkin – opening link.



Insert cassette. 

honest: 
Okay. Here we go. “Music for skin rashes.”

malkin: 
Fifty five hours. Fifty five hours and it dips – climbs –

Music to herald in a new era of prosperity!

malkin: 
The time is fifty five hours. It is fifty five hours since we were last here. Begin! 

honest: 
Oh man, Honest the Honest Jon and his dangerous compadre Gwen Malkin are closing the distance back to the heart of Canberra. We’re gonna trace our footsteps back to headquarters for a new driver, and thus it will be guaranteed that we climb the Black Mountain and grab ourselves a living specimen! Hunt, capture, subdue, leading to victory in the war!

malkin: 
That’s Honest Jon, ladies and gentlemen! Rakish soldier, debonaire motherfucker. Hey Honest, you realise that a beautiful woman, a tender boy, the love of your dreams might be watching you through this camera lens?

honest: 
Is that a possibility?

malkin: 
Somewhere in the camera. Talk to them. Sell yourself. Make them an offer they can’t refuse!

The play concludes in high spirits!
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