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“Culture can’t catch its breath, and in the end a dead humanity lies next to its works, 
whose invention cost us so much of our intellect that we had none left to put them to 
use. We were complicated enough to build machines and too primitive to make them 

serve us. We operate a worldwide system of traffic along a narrow route in the brain.” - 
Karl Kraus, Apocalypse (1908) 
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VOICE 1 
This is day 1,282 since settlement.  
This is my 183rd weekly address. 
Thank you all for your attention. 

My time here has been 
very close to unendurable. 

Nonetheless, I am still here. 
There are more of you than 

I am used to. 
I wake up in the morning 

raise my seat from the reclining position 
and marvel that you’ve found us. 
I remember when it was only six. 

You seem to be unbothered 
by the existential horror of our condition, 

much to my displeasure. 
You are as off-putting and bothersome as 

when we first met, flung from a self-immolating 
train to tramp off in search of shelter together. 

You have become increasingly 
insufferable as your power has accrued. 

Why must you be so unpleasant? 
Dour, cynical, and personally insulting? 

What would you have me do? 
Speak with the same false optimism? 

Or smug scientific assurances, 
treating each of our miseries as a problem 

to be solved? 
No, thank you. 
No, thank you. 

 
VOICE 2 

Each day is humbling. 
To learn from them 

To try to teach without the resources 
We once had. 

And where to start? 
They know a lot about our world. 
They know how to talk a runway 
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bot out of an iterative loop. 
They can conduct a pH test with 

Eyes closed. 
But where does my work start? 

The world as it was. 
Reading, writing, times tables. 

Stories and history. 
What do I have to teach? 

With what do I have to teach? 
Books salvaged: 

Guides to self-improvement, 
Ghost-written political memoirs, 

Paeans of easy investment. 
Are these the books to teach? 

I try to remember phonetics 
How it might work today. 
Same as it worked then. 
I trace a finger under text 

Instruct: read along. 
Eyes follow, and then glow 

And then move to the next line. 
And what else? 

We start with grids. 
We learn multiplication tables 

There is an alchemy in memorized facts 
I say two numbers, and a third pops 

Into existence in another’s mind. 
Human input, human output. 

Mental exertion, physical traces 
A paper process becomes function 

recalled unconsciously. 
From 4 to 6 every day, 

In the first emergency row 
We discuss history. 

No materials, just my memory 
Of other’s memory 
Of what happened. 

Our limited bandwidth. 
 

 
 

An in-development work by Dylan Neely and Alex Nathanson 
 



3 

VOICE 3 
My first memory is: 

 We were on the outskirts of a city 
Hiding in an old house  

Whose self-regulating systems 
Had fried, mercifully. 

Staying out of sight of the drones 
Still in war mode, 

as if they had another mode, 
There was a phone  

Still plugged into the wall. 
It once had an owner, perhaps 
Killed by one system or another 

Shot or exploded or run over 
Zapped or ground down. 

In accordance with algorithm. 
Someone smashed it with their boot 

Said how dangerous it was. 
Systems, devices, distributed intelligence 

“That’s how we got into this mess,” 
That’s my first memory. 

But we’re still in the mess. 
But I’m speaking anyway. 

I’ll keep speaking. 
Even if there’s nothing to say. 

No world to reach. 
Just each other to talk to. 

And we all know each other’s thoughts 
Before they are thought. 

I want to know what’s out there. 
I know you’re worried about the radiation. 

The oxygen masks are difficult. 
I know we don’t have enough, 

But we can share. 
We did before we got here.  

I want to know what’s out there. 
I know you won’t listen to me. 

But I think we should go. 
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VOICE 4 
Any other comments? 

Then I’ll move to outstanding items. 
We have no metal siding and no plastic trays 

to replace those that were lost.  
The second food tray is missing two wheels 
and must be operated like a wheelbarrow. 

It can continue to be used for storage purposes. 
All lights have burned out. 

We will continue our search for fluorescents 
Or any other sort of light bulb, which we may 

be able to rig to our generator source. 
For now, we will continue to spend our nights 

in darkness.  
A new arrival volunteers to attempt an 

interface with system D9 in the hopes of turning it off 
or, at the very least, seeing if it can be muted. 

Is that arrival still here? 
All of our gas masks have been tested 

and declared functional. 
The Geiger Counter continues to operate,  

but has not been tested 
and we are still unsure of its calibration.  

You have promised 
to attempt to address this soon. 

 
VOICE 1 

This is day 1,836 since settlement. 
Tensions are high, emotions drained 

A rising sentiment that we should abandon. 
Maybe some have forgotten those years. 

Before the systems came to this equilibrium 
The years when war systems were at their worst. 

We all lost people. Whole cities. 
I had friends who lived. Just gone now. 

But then the years after 
The systems were slowed enough 

To prevent the worst outputs. 
People thought we could still make this work. 
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The rate of automatic atrocities creeped 
You said, perhaps the solar fields can power 

Server farms selectively. 
Of course they could not. 

The sorts of quandaries for suits. 
Then mass starvation. 

A world without the auto-sowers 
Without the auto-pickers and 

The auto-distillers and the  
Growing and slaughter systems. 

Do you think some local towns are still there? 
With radiation suits and oxygen tanks 

Living in houses, farming? 
Debating laws, imprisoning criminals? 

Defending their highway borders? 
I don’t think so. 
Not like it was. 

We’ve been lucky. 
We’ve been protected. 

Steady food. 
Some Radiation protection. 

I don’t like you all. 
But I like some of you. 

And I think we’ve learned to function. 
To get along, as it were. 

 
VOICE 2 

They were together when I found them. 
They were under a crushed car. 

The bot had already left. 
Their faces were covered in schmutz, 

But neither of them were hurt. 
A miracle, or perhaps the 

Infrared avoidance firewall was still functioning. 
We’re not leaving today. 

Now is not the time for this conversation. 
If we could make everything work, 
Our lives would be much easier. 

You would do our food expeditions for us. 
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And what of the hard drive? 
There may be terabytes of data 

Waiting to be unlocked. 
Millions of books. 

Photographs of the old world. 
Movies, television, music. 
A real catalog, a library. 

Selection, choices. 
Not like what we have now. 

The sort of information 
That restores meaning. 

If you think you can restore this, 
Human becomes computer,  

A computer becomes human. 
 

VOICE 3 
I remember trees being everywhere. 

I was outside the first time I saw a Pruner. 
I was probably eight or nine. 

It buzzed up and extended its little scissor device. 
And started snipping away. 

Branches falling to the ground. 
First the little outer twigs, and then main branches. 

Leaves falling into growing piles. 
And then it buzzed away 

In the figure eights they used to fly. 
I remember that moment, 

Because it was then that I realized 
That things were soon to be over. 
They were going to be over soon. 

We had signed up for that Pruner to come. 
A landscape designer collaborating with a team 

Of programmers had written that system. 
For that device to fly figure eights and prune foliage. 

To pre-designed patterns. 
That’s what it did. 

So why wouldn’t it do it in empty yards. 
Throughout forests. 

Why wouldn’t it prune whole forests of their trees. 
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That’s what it was supposed to do.  
That’s what we wanted in our yard. 

Why would we design something to do that? 
You don’t know what you like. 

How could we know what we like? 
I want to go. 

There could still be nice places. 
Places with open skies. 

With fruit on trees. 
You’re going to come with me. 

You have to. 
I love you. 

 
VOICE 4 

I gave up. I abandoned the project. 
There were problems conceptual and practical. 

Technically, the melted plastic casing  
proved too much to overcome. 

As I sliced away at the circuit board,  
trying to uncover 

Capacitors and restore resistors 
 from their plastic prison, 

I grew apathetic and disengaged.  
The problem is obvious. 

To whom are we trying to speak?  
What should we listen to? 

The algorithm that endlessly cycles  
the merciless forty pop hits  

into unpredictable, never-ending playlists? 
Would it not just make us sadder? 

And why speak through the system?  
It poses dangers and no benefits. 

Are we trying to spread false hope? 
So, I stopped with the project. 
It was a foolish idea, anyway. 
The Geiger Counter, though 

Has been fixed.  
And it rings. 

It will keep beeping. 
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I can turn it off again. 
If we want. 

The ever-present reminder  
Of radiation levels that will cut 

Each life of ours short.  
We should speak about certain things. 

Speak pragmatically. 
We should leave. 

There could still be forests down there. 
There might be fruit still. 

There could still be villages. 
Real villages that feed themselves. 

This might not all be over. 
 

ALL VOICES 
You should go.  

You should all go. 
I’m not going. 

We can live better. 
We can live better. 

We’re going. 
 

END OF ACT 1 
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