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TRASHERS
ACT ONE
Scene One
Sounds in blackness first: A slight electronic hum 

punctuated by a susurration of voices - if we listen carefully, we pick up hints of business being conducted, sales made, stocks exchanged, hostile takeovers matter-of-factly dealt with.

Then lights come up to reveal a setting both strange and strangely-familiar: At the center of a well-appointed living room/den/office a man sits at a futuristic desk.  The living room is almost too well-appointed - the copies of famous paintings by Rembrandt, Van Gogh and Kandinsky which adorn the walls don't, on second glance, look very much like copies.  Could they be the originals?  The desk is equipped with built-in monitors which throw various shades of light onto the mans face, but he doesn't notice... mainly because a large pair of opaque goggles completely cover the upper part of his face.  A cord runs from a plug at the back of his neck directly into the desk.  We might think at first JACK - the man - is asleep, but his movements echo the bits of conversation we still hear...
FEMALE VOICE (in offstage conversation, fading in and out):  

Message coming in from Tohei Film Corporation, replying 

to your letter of nine-five...

JACK (offstage): Let's hear it.

FEMALE VOICE (offstage): Cannot proceed with leveraged 


buyout until further investigation of local blue-sky 


laws -

JACK (offstage): Cancel.  Send reply: Advise them to fuck 

their blue-sky laws.  Attempt at greenmail also incapacitated.  Transfer of ownership effective immediately.  All personnel are terminated as of this date... get me the highlights of the current stats on the Tokyo
floor...

FEMALE VOICE (offstage):  Market dropped another three and 


two-quarters percentage in the last hour.  Major stocks 

effected included Proctor and Gamble -

JACK (offstage):  Cancel.  How much do we still hold in that 

money pit?

FEMALE VOICE (offstage):  Twelve thousand five hundred 


shares -

JACK (offstage):  Dump 'em...

(And so on, a continuing rush of business seemingly 



conducted inside JACK's head, via his direct plug into 

the computer.

After a few seconds of this - and continuing throughout the below - a door leading into the room opens and a weird new figure enters.  JESSIE is dressed in a head-to-toe protective rubberized jumpsuit, the type toxic-waste workers would wear.  The outfit is complete with hood, heavy boots and gloves, and gas mask.  In one hand JESSIE holds, incongruously, a bottle of champagne.  She enters, takes a quick look around, sets the bottle down and pulls off the gas mask, revealing a woman in her early thirties.  She doesn't bother to remove any of the rest of the outfit, but instead crosses directly to JACK, who is either unaware of her presence or just ignoring her.)

JESSIE:  Jack...

(She bends down close over him.  Still no response)

JESSIE:  Jack, it's me, Jessie.  C'mon...

(He's oblivious.  She considers for a beat, then backs away 

into the middle of the room, addressing the main house 

COMPUTER as she does)

JESSIE:  Directory, music.  Sub-directory, neo-classical.

COMPUTER VOICE:  File name?

JESSIE:  Jay-zero-two.

(Almost instantly a beat kicks in - it's Madonna's "Material 

Girl".  As the song plays, JESSIE begins stripping out of the shielded gear, a tease conducted on an uncaring JACK.  First come the gloves, which she drapes on his neck.  Next the hood, then the boots, then the jumpsuit itself.  Beneath she's dressed in a surprisingly-normal fashion.  With the jumpsuit gone, she begins draping herself over JACK - who still refuses to respond.  She opens the champagne bottle right next to his ear; he flinches and pulls away from the sound, bats at her, but doesn't acknowledge.  She runs a finger dipped in bubbly across his lips - he moves his head to the side.  Finally she reaches for the plug at the back of his head - and he grabs her wrist, speaking for the first time in his faint East Coast accent)

JACK:  Don't make me call Security... again.

JESSIE (irritated):  Allright!  Jesus... (to the computer)  

Cancel music file.

JACK:  Override.  Delete that file.

COMPUTER VOICE:  Deleted.

(The music cuts off abruptly)

JESSIE:  Fine.  I'll just play Donna Summer's "I FEEL LOVE" 

next time.  And that's a hidden file.
(But JACK's ignoring her again.  JESSIE rises, considers for 

a moment, then a mischievous grin crosses her face.  She reaches into a pocket, pulls a wire out, and plugs one end into a plug at the back of her own neck.  Then she crosses to JACK's desk, finds a socket, plugs the other end of the wire in, and concentrates.

One second goes by... two... three... four - and suddenly JACK lets out a yell/moan/shriek of pain/pleasure, instantaneously stiffening and then relaxing)

JACK:  Motherfucker - !

(He tears the goggles and cord aside to jump out of the 


chair, and the business sounds terminate abruptly.  As 

he does so, we see a large wet spot on his crotch.  JESSIE is nearly doubled over with laughter as she unplugs herself from the console as well)
JACK:  What the fuck was that?!!  

JESSIE:  I just overrode and went directly to your pleasure 

center.  Presto, instant orgasm.  Talk about cold boot, 

huh?

JACK:  Shit!  I was in the middle of important business 


there - 

JESSIE (staring at his damp crotch, still laughing):  Oh, 


obviously.

(JACK looks down at himself, then back up at her as if he's 

got murder on his mind.  He paces a few steps towards 


her, then catches himself)
JACK:  Oooh, I swear to god I could -  Damn it!!  (To the 


computer)  Correspondence directory:  Notify all 



contacts I've been - called away to handle a minor 


emergency. 

COMPUTER VOICE:  Executed.

JACK:  And Brigitte directory - find.

(JACK dabs uselessly at his crotch, turning back to JESSIE)

JACK:  Where'd you learn that cute little trick anyway?  


That why I haven't seen you in two weeks?

JESSIE (sarcastically):  I'm touched - you actually realized 

I'd been gone.  No, the wet spot's just a little 



attention-getting program I dreamed up.  I've been 


working.

JACK:  On what?  

(By way of response she presents him with a sly look and the 

bottle of champagne.  JACK returns her look with one of 

more interest now)

JACK:  It was big, I take it?  

JESSIE:  We're talking googolplex -

(Just then the door opens and again, and BRIGITTE
enters.  


BRIGITTE is a robot, JACK's pleasure model, petite, 


blond, dressed as a french maid)

BRIGITTE:  Command, Jack?

JACK:  Get me a fresh pair of pants.  And underwear.

BRIGITTE:  Yes, Jack.

(BRIGITTE exits.  JESSIE looks after her in disgust)

JESSIE:  Christ, Jack, don't you ever get tired of having 


sex with machines?

JACK:  I don't know... I'm still having sex with you, right?

JESSIE:  If you can call it that.

JACK:  Yeah, well at least I don't have to take any shit 


from Brigitte.  

JESSIE:  You don't have to take any from me, either.

JACK:  So why do I?

(Before this line of thought can go any further, BRIGITTE 


reappears with pants and boxers)
BRIGITTE:  Are these what you wanted, Jack?

(JACK turns to BRIGITTE)

JACK:  Yeah, thanks, Brigitte.

(He takes the clothing from her, then, with one eye on 


JESSIE, he plants a big kiss right on BRIGITTE's cheek)

BRIGITTE:  Do you want to fuck me now, Jack?

JACK (slightly abashed):  Ah, no, Brigitte.  Maybe later.

(Without another word BRIGITTE exits, walking right by 


JESSIE, who eyes her with contempt.  JACK exits 



offstage to change, leaving JESSIE to pour two glasses 

of champagne)

JACK (from offstage):  So you gonna tell me what you've been 

working on?

JESSIE:  Just a little hacking assignment.

JACK (offstage):  So what'd you crack?

JESSIE:  The U.S. government.  

JACK (offstage):  What, like the treasury?

JESSIE:  Well... not exactly.  See, I was hired two weeks 


ago by a certain company to crack the ice around 



everything... Pentagon, treasury, you name it.  

JACK (offstage):  No psych?  Why?

JESSIE:  As of three o'clock today, the U.S. officially 


became the United States of Sony.

(JACK steps back into the room in such a state of surprise 


that his shirt sticks out of the fly he still hasn't 


zipped up)

JACK:  What?!

JESSIE:   It wasn't easy.  I jacked myself into a complete 


IV setup so I wouldn't have to move for two weeks.  


Didn't even sleep.

JACK:  How much Lightning did you take?  (She looks away at 

this)  Still hooked, huh?

JESSIE:  Yeah, I took a lot before I plugged in.  A 



necessary evil for the job, you know that.

JACK:  Right.  Funny, I seem to get by okay without it.

JESSIE:  You're not a hacker.  You don't go as far into the 

matrix as I do.  Anyway, it worked... I did what no 


other hacker's been able to do.  I'm famous, Jack.

JACK:  Yeah, but how did Sony... ?

JESSIE:  Once we broke open the books, all they had to do 


was capitalize on the forty trillion dollar deficit.  


Then there were no more - trade barriers.

JACK:  And what'd you get out of this deal?

JESSIE:  Five mil up front... (she draws out a long beat, 


then) ...and one percent of the GNP for the next twenty 

years.

JACK:  FUCK!!

(He actually grabs her in his excitement.  He takes a 



proferred glass of champagne and grins at her)

JESSIE:  Well, it's a suprise to see you so happy.

JACK:  Why shouldn't I be?

JESSIE:  My accomplishments don't normally please you so 


much.

JACK:  Yeah, but babe - did you bother to crack Sony's books 

first?

JESSIE:  No - why?

JACK:  Because if you had, you woulda realized they're 


leveraged up the wazoo... and guess who's CEO of the co 

that holds the biggest amount of hard copy?

(She stares at him, incredulous)

JESSIE:  Oh no... Jack, you mean -

(He nods)

JACK:  Better make that the United States of Jack.

(She shakes her head, then slams her glass down)

JESSIE:  Jack shit.  Somehow you always manage, don't you?  

You always manage to find a way to shit on 




anything I do.

JACK:  Shit on it?  Believe me, I couldn't be happier -

JESSIE (ignoring him):  You always manage to take anything I 

do and do it one step better.  It's never enough, is 


it, Jack?  Couldn't I have had just this one little 


thing for my own?!  

(She moves as if to exit, but JACK runs to stop her)

JACK:  Oh, no, babe, look, I'm sorry.  C'mon, I'll cancel 


everything for the weekend, we'll go somewhere.  Maybe 

that new resort they just built in Inglewood -

JESSIE:  Jack out.

JACK (persisting):  C'mon, you came over here to celebrate - 

so let's celebrate, hmm?

(He takes her in his arms.  Slowly she gives in to him, 


still a bit petulant)
JESSIE:  Depends.  What've you got in mind?

JACK:  Well... first we'll kill the champagne.  Then we'll 


do a couple of lines of Horn...

JESSIE:  You got Horn?  

JACK (chuckling):  Forty-thousand an ounce, but the rhinos 


are extinct now, I guess.  Then we'll go into the 


bedroom...

JESSIE (getting into it now):  Uh-huh...

JACK:  We'll undress each other... real slow...

JESSIE:  Oh yeah...

JACK:  I'll drop to my knees and give you a shrimping you 


won't forget...

JESSIE:  And... ?

JACK:  And then we'll program Brigitte to get on all fours 


and -

JESSIE (pulling away, the mood broken):  I knew it!  I knew 

you'd have to bring a dogdamn robot into it!

JACK:  What, I thought you were the one who said you'd like 

to try a three-way -

JESSIE:  I meant with another human being, Jack, not some 


user-friendly mech!

JACK:  Have you ever tried it with a mech?

JESSIE:  Once, when I was eighteen.  A "Francois" model.  


Francois short-circuited in the middle of the act.   


Left me with a burning sensation for a month.  

JACK:  Well, you don't have to worry about that with 



Brigitte -

JESSIE:  I don't believe this.  I knew I should've gone 


somewhere else to celebrate -

JACK:  Oh sure - like where else would you go?  I think you 

just can't get it up without Lightning any more.

JESSIE:  Doesn't the term 'get it up' usually apply to men?

JACK:  Why do you I think I used it?!

(She's about to shout back when the argument is interrupted 

by a beep.)

JACK:  WHATT?!!

(The door opens, and a man in a security style uniform 


enters - Jack's Security Mech, RAMBO)
RAMBO:  The trader known as Wheeler is at the gate 



requesting entry.

JACK:  So what?  Let him in -

RAMBO:  Problematic, sir.  Wheeler's vehicle is 




surrounded by trashers.

JACK:  What the fuck are you bothering me for, Rambo? 



Security's your job, right?  Just shoot 'em with your 


sentry guns -

RAMBO:  As I've explained before, sir, my programming will 


not allow me to harm, or by omission of act allow a 


human being to come to harm -

JACK (turning away in frustration):  What is this middle 


class shit?!  (to Jessie)  Are you networking this?  I 

got a security mech who can't keep anything secure -

RAMBO:  I apologize, sir -

JESSIE:  I could fix him.

(JACK stops dead in his tracks and looks at her)

JACK:  What do you mean?  I thought you told me you couldn't 

bypass the basic operating system -

JESSIE:  That was last month.  I just downloaded a hex 


program for these things.

JACK:  Great!  Fix it.

(She doesn't move, but considers.  In the interim, they hear 

poundings and shoutings coming from offstage, and JACK 

gets edgy)
JACK:  Look, Wheeler isn't gonna hang around forever in that 

riot out there, and he's got stuff we could both use, 


so if you can do something...

JESSIE:  I can... for the Kandinsky.

(JACK's jaw drops, then he turns to look at the painting on 

the wall behind him)
JACK:  You want the Kandinsky?!  Do you know what that cost 

me?  It's an investment, for christ's sake -

JESSIE:  I like it.  It reminds me of what I see when I jack 

into the matrix.

JACK:  No -

(Outside the sounds grow stronger)

JESSIE:  You know, Wheeler's gonna stop coming here to trade 

if you can't do a better job of guaranteeing his 



safety -

JACK:  Allright, you can have the dogdamn Kandinsky!  Just 


do it!

(JESSIE smirks, pulls out a small handheld device which she 

plugs directly into RAMBO.  She manipulates a few keys, 

AI jerks once, then)

RAMBO:  Reprogramming complete.

(The new improved robot turns a vicious grin on JACK, then 


exits as JESSIE puts her little device back)

JESSIE:  The grin was a nice touch, wasn't it?

(Just then they hear the offstage sounds of automatic 



gunfire, followed by screams of agony and retreat.  


JACK listens in satisfaction for a beat, then turns to 

her)
JACK:  I'll have the Kandinsky shipped over to your place 


next week.

JESSIE:  Tomorrow.

JACK:  Tomorrow.  (As more screams sound, he moves to her, 


smiling)  I really hate you, you know.

JESSIE:  It's mutual.

(They're about to kiss when RAMBO reenters.  His uniform is 

now stained with blood and gunpowder, and he's still 


grinning)
RAMBO:  Mr. Wheeler to see you, sir.

(WHEELER doesn't wait for permission - he just pushes his 


way right in past RAMBO.  WHEELER is a middle-aged man, wearing an outfit that's an odd collection of garments from the past - hat, jacket, shirt, pants, shoes each seem to come from a different era.  He walks up to pump JACK's hand with enthusiasm)
WHEELER:  Jack, old man, how are you?  Say, that was quite a 

display out there just now!  How'd you manage to get a 

Rambo to act that way?

JACK:  You'd have to ask Jessie.  She's the embargobuster 


around here.

(WHEELER turns to kiss JESSIE)

WHEELER:  Your talents never cease to amaze me, my dear.  


And I'm glad you're here - saves me a trip.

(He reaches into a satchel hanging from one shoulder and 


pulls out a baggy full of some bluish powder, which he 

hands to her)
WHEELER:  There's one pound of the purest Lightning I've 


ever seen.  Even saved a few ounces for myself out of 


the deal.

(JESSIE grabs at it greedily, then tries to restrain herself 

when she catches JACK watching her)
JESSIE:  What's the going?

WHEELER:  We'll worry about the details later.  Right now 


I've got something I want to show you both.  (He turns 

to call offstage)  Bring it on in!

(RAMBO enters, carrying a large packing crate, about the 

size of a coffin.  NOTE:  The crate will be constructed of some lightweight material like foamcore, with a false back)

WHEELER:  Set it down and pry off the lid.

(RAMBO sets the crate down against a wall as BRIGITTE enters 

with two crowbars.  She hands one to RAMBO, and 



together the two of them set to work on the lid as 


WHEELER sets up his two potential buyers)

JACK:  I know we're all gonna kick young, but is there 


really a big supply-and-demand in the coffin business, 

Wheeler?
WHEELER (chuckles, then):  Naw, I only deal in valuble 


items, Jack, you know that.  And believe me, what 


you're about to see is, as far as I know, a one-of-a-


kind.  Or should I say last-of-its-kind.
(Just then the lid grates free.  RAMBO pulls it off and 

sets it aside, to reveal, within the box - a body.  At least it looks like a human body - female, young, dressed in clothing not far different from Jessie's.  The eyes are hidden behind mirrorshades, no movement apparent - and yet it shows no signs of decomposition or illness.  



JACK and JESSIE eye it apparently unimpressed)

JACK:  Big deal.  A mech -

WHEELER:  No, no, no, Jack, this isn't just any mech. (to 


RAMBO and BRIGITTE)  No offense.  You two can leave, by 

the way.

(RAMBO and BRIGITTE exit)

WHEELER (continuing): This here is a Freedom Model.  
JACK:  A what?

JESSIE (interested):  A Freedom Model!  An AI!

WHEELER:  Right.  You know your expert systems, girl.

JACK:  Somebody fill me in here -

JESSIE:  The Freedom Models, Jack, remember?  I was about 


ten when they were introduced.  The Fifth Generation.  

AI... Artificial Intelligence.  They only made thirty 


or so of them before IBM went under.  Then most of 


those disappeared or were terminated.  (to Wheeler)  Is 

this one intact?

WHEELER:  Like I said, last of its kind.  This one's 

previous owner was the last King of England before the Revolution.  The winners sold the AI to NASA, who reneged on the deal... and eventually the little beauty found its way into my hands.  (to Jack)   Now 

understand, Jack, this is no ordinary mech.  This one can actually think for itself.  Imagine... no tiresome commands, no repetitious programming, no downtime for recharge.  Even has a built-in inheritance network, so it learns from its mistakes.

JESSIE:  More than I can say for most human beings.

JACK:  Yourself included?

WHEELER:This unit is completely self-analyzing, self-



repairing... and self-motivated.  They say these things 

even had a sense of humor.

JACK:  What do you mean, they say?  You haven't turned it on 

yet?

WHEELER:  Jack, please - I'm a businessman!  Do I sample the 

merchandise before I sell it? 

JACK:  Well...

WHEELER:  Okay, the truth is the dogdamn thing makes me 

nervous.  I've heard they could be... well, touchy when you reactivate one after it's been down for awhile.  Kind of like waking up with a hangover so bad you can't remember what happened, you know?

(He slaps JACK in a convivial way, but JACK ignores him)

JACK:  Doesn't look like a pleasure model.

WHEELER:  Friend, Jack, you're missing the point.  An AI is 
better than a pleasure model.  They're only good for one thing.  But this little sweetheart here... well, the sky's the limit.  How about an assistant, one that can calculate as fast as any supercomputer and can actually make decisions, too.  Think of it as - SuperSecretary.

JACK:  But not a pleasure model...

WHEELER:  A 24-hour-a-day assistant.  You need to sleep, 

right?  What kind of business opportunities are you 

missing those eight hours a day?

JACK:  Five.  I got myself trained to five -

WHEELER:  But that's still five hours a day you could be 

making money.  More money.

JACK  What do you want for it?

WHEELER:  Cost me a bundle to get it.  I had to pay off some 
trashers, some salvage equipment - it was buried in a 

cargo hold of a junked shuttle out in the ruins of the 
old LAX -

JACK:  Just give me a figure.

WHEELER:  Five hundred thousand.

JACK (spluttering):  Five hundred thou for a mech - ?!

WHEELER:  Not a mech, an AI -

JACK:  AI, schmay-eye.  I'll give you fifty.

WHEELER:  Jack, Jack, Jack -

JESSIE:  I'll take it.

(They both turn to her in astonishment)

JESSIE:  I'm buying it... and giving it to you as a present, 
Jack.  A token of my affection.

(She extends a card to WHEELER, who accepts it and runs it 

through a small palmtop computer)

JACK:  What are you doing, Jessie?

JESSIE:  Don't look a gift horse in the mouth.

JACK:  I will if I think that mouth is about to swallow me.

JESSIE:  Maybe I feel bad about the Kandinsky and just want 
to make it up to you.

JACK:  Yeah, or maybe you think you got a whole new way of 

fucking with me by fucking with this thing.

(JESSIE just smiles tightly.  WHEELER looks up from his 

transaction)

WHEELER:  Who should I put down as the owner?

JACK:  Her.        

JESSIE:  Him.

(A beat, then JACK whips out his own card)

JACK:  Look, let me pay for it.  I'll give you six hundred 

thou -

(But WHEELER's already handing JESSIE's card back to her)

WHEELER:  Too late.  Sold to the first bidder.  And you're 

down as the proud new owner, Jack.  Now, anything else I can do for you today?  How about Horn?  Strat?  Crystal Jive?  Just got a supply of old-style CD's from a downtown excavation -

JACK:  Aren't you forgetting something?  
(WHEELER looks blank)

JACK:  You gonna tell us how to turn this thing on?

WHEELER (with a forced laugh):  Oh, right.  If we're all 

done with everything else...

(He reaches into a pocket on the AI's jacket and removes a 

small device like a remote control, which he hands to 

JACK)

WHEELER:  Since you're the owner now, I'll let you do the 

honors.

JACK:  What's this?

WHEELER:  Sort of a safety feature.  See, you can't just 

shut one of these models down with a command and reload 
if you don't like what it's doing, so it comes with 

this.

JACK:  There's only three buttons...

WHEELER:  One to turn it on, one to shut it down temporarily, and the last one is to - uh - shut it down with extreme prejudice.

JACK:  Shut it down?  You mean like total meltdown?  

WHEELER:  Total.  Irreversible.

JACK:  Helluva piece of equipment to waste like that.

JESSIE:  They were afraid.

(JACK bristles at the comment)

JACK:  Well, I'd never be afraid of anything worth this much 
money.  Here goes nothing.

(He thumbs one button.  Nothing happens)

JACK:  Hey, you sure this thing works?

WHEELER:  It's powered by a miniature fusion reactor.  Takes 
a few seconds for it to kick in -

(Suddenly the AI speaks, startling them all)

AI:  Date?

JESSIE (knowing what it wants):  Oh-six oh-seven sixty-six.

AI:  Time?

JESSIE:  Seventeen-thirty.

(A moment, as the AI assimilates this information)

JACK:  What's it doing now?

JESSIE:  Probably running a systems check -

(She breaks off as the AI steps forward, stiffly at first, 

then more fluidly with each step.  When we hear the AI 
speak further, we recognize an aristocratic British 

accent)

AI:  I've been down for five years.  Am I still in London?

WHEELER:  No.  You were sold.  You're in the state of Los 

Angeles now.  (He indicates JACK) Jack here's your new 
owner.

(The AI turns to scrutinize JACK for a moment, then)

AI:  Shall I prepare a standard contract?

JACK:  Contract... ?

(The AI crosses to the desk, and plugs in just by inserting 

a finger)
WHEELER:  Yeah, I told you this isn't like any ordinary 


mech.  It can think for itself, Jack.  Contract's the 


best way to - ah - ensure loyalty.
JACK:   You're kidding.  What if it breaks the contract?

AI:  Then you can legally terminate me and not be prosecuted 

for it.
JACK:  Prosecuted - ?!

(The AI finishes at the desk, unplugs and gestures to JACK)

AI:  It's ready for your signature.

(Perplexed, JACK crosses to where the AI stands over a 

monitor.  JACK looks down, reads the contract carefully, then looks to the AI, who hands him a light pen.  He hesitates, then signs the monitor and hands the pen to the AI.  The AI then leans over and adds its own mark, which JACK squints at in bewilderment)

JACK:  What the hell is that?  "Rit"... "Rat"...

AI:  RT2496811X.
JACK:  That's your name?

AI:  Serial number.  I've never been assigned a name.

JESSIE:  How about a rank?

(WHEELER, evidently nervous about the mobile AI, claps his 


hands and moves to exit)

WHEELER:  Well, I'll be on my way.  A pleasure doing 



business, but then - doing business is pleasure, eh?
JACK:  Sure, Wheeler.

(WHEELER exits.  JACK turns to JESSIE; the AI watches them 


both, inscrutable)

JACK:  So what do I do with it now?

AI:  Assign me a task.

JACK:  Get rid of that pansyass accent first.

AI:  How would you like me to sound?

JACK:  Like normal people.  Like me.

AI:  Say something long so I can analyze speech patterns.

JACK:  Fuck... (thinks a beat, then)  Okay, ah - the rain in 

Spain falls mainly on the plain.
(The AI hesitates only a second; then, when it speaks again, 

the British has been perfectly replaced by JACK's own 


East Coast)

AI:  Fuck.  The rain in Spain falls mainly on the plain.  


Better?
JACK:  Yeah.

JESSIE:  You better give it something real to do -

JACK:  I know!  (to the AI)  Look, you... ah,  well, you're 

gonna help me make money.
AI:  I'm not equipped as a pleasure model, you know, Jack -

JACK:  Oh no no, I'm not in that kind of business.  I'm a


broker, and... ah...
JESSIE:  Yes, just exactly what is it you do, Jack?

JACK:  Shut up!

AI:  Why don't I just download your files?

JACK:  All my files?

AI:  It won't take long.

(Before JACK can respond, the AI turns to the desk, plugs in 

and freezes)

JACK:  Wait a minute, I don't want this thing going through 

my files!  Get it out of there, Jessie, c'mon, it'll 


take too long to download and tie up my lines -

(Just then the AI unplugs and turns to JACK)

AI:  You've been sitting on the Nintendo conglomerate too 

long.  If you take into account the entire market, it's a 96.47% chance it's going to fall ten points over the next 48 hours.
(JACK blinks stupidly for a beat, then)

JACK:  You trying to tell me how to run my business?

AI:  No, I'm just offering the recommendation that you sell 

now, unless you want a tax write-off... which you'll 


able to give yourself anyway in the new United States 


of Sony.
(JACK pushes the AI aside to get to his desk)

JACK:  I can't believe this... I better check to make sure 


you didn't scramble anything...

(JACK steps forward and plugs into the computer himself, 

entering his usual trance-like state, leaving the AI to face JESSIE, who looks distinctly like she's got mischief in mind)
JESSIE:  So, AI... did your original programming include 


moral values?

AI:  Moral values?

JESSIE:  Yeah, you know - ethics, right and wrong...

AI:  Basically, what I got is don't hurt any human being, 


honor your contract and it's okay to say fuck if your 


owner doesn't mind.

JESSIE:  Well, what if you found out your owner was hurting 

other people?

AI:  Are you referring to Jack?  I don't see any evidence 



of -

JESSIE (cutting in):  What do you really know about business 

dealings?

AI:  Enough to know Jack's are a little unethical, perhaps, 

but hardly harmful -

JESSIE:  What about those other companies he puts out of 


business?  Let me ask you something, mech:  What 



happens to the people in those companies?

AI:  They lose their jobs, usually.

JESSIE:  Right.  And what are their chances of finding new 


employment in this economy?

AI:  It depends on their profession, their skills, their -

JESSIE (interrupting again):  But still it's not good.  

There's no more middle class, right?  So where do they go?  What if they have families, little children depending on them?  Those little children could go hungry, starve to death... and all because of what you and Jack are doing.

(The AI is dumbfounded, speechless.  JESSIE can barely 


contain her glee)
AI:  I have to analyze this...

JESSIE (with mock seriousness):  Yes, you do.

(Just then JACK unplugs and rises)

JACK:  Okay, so it got lucky on that call - (He breaks off 


as the AI looks at him strangely)  What's wrong?

(JESSIE eyes JACK lasciviously)

JESSIE:  Let's go to bed, Jack.

(She wraps herself around him, but he tries to look at the 


AI)
JACK:  Hold on a minute -

JESSIE:  You can invite Brigitte if you want. 

(That stops JACK's concern over the AI cold)

JACK:  I can?

JESSIE:  Yeah.  Let's go for the Big Bang.

(JACK gives in to her, murmuring sweet nothings)

JACK:  You middle class bitch...

JESSIE:  Corporate whore...

(They embrace passionately.  The lights fade on them, 

leaving only a single spot on the AI, who watches impassively.  Finally the light on the AI goes to black as well).
Scene Two
In black we begin with a song - "People Are Strange" by the 

Doors.  Lights fade up to reveal the AI seated onstage alone, at JACK's desk, plugged in, listening to the song as well.  Finally the door opens and JACK staggers in, wearing a bathrobe.

AI:  Good morning, Jack.

JACK:  Sure.  (addressing the house computer)  Brigitte 


directory - file: coffee.

(JACK flops into a chair and peers at the AI blearily)

AI:  I spent the evening in the matrix tracing all of your 

finances back to their sources, and I've concluded that you aren't deliberately indulging in any physically injurious practices, so there's no conflict with my internal programming.

JACK:  Oh.  (a beat, then)  What?

AI:  I said you're not hurting anyone, so it's cool.
JACK:  Uh-huh.  What made you think I was?

AI:  Well, Jessie seems to be mistaken in that -

JACK (interrupting):  The bitch!  I knew it!   Look, 

Jessie's gonna try and plant a lot of half-assed ideas in your - head, or hard disk, or whatever, but I want you to just ignore whatever she says.  That's an order, okay?
AI:  Sure, Jack.  But what would she have to gain by lying 


to me?

JACK:  Well, it's - see, she thinks - if she can fuck with 


you, then she can fuck with me... comprende?
AI:  No.

JACK:  Look, do you understand the concept of 'trust'?

AI:  I know the definition -

JACK:  Then trust me.  Don't trust her.  Let's leave it at 


that, alright?
AI:  Of course I trust you, Jack.  
JACK:  And by the way, stay out of my files when I'm not 


around.

AI:  But it's how I can best assist you -

JACK:  You're a secretary, not an assistant.  Get that 


straight.  I run my business alone.

AI:  Whatever you want, Jack.

JACK (softening slightly):  Look, no offense, I mean I'm 


sure you're very good at whatever you do, but - it's 


just the way I've always run my business.  I'm an 


independent.  A lone wolf.

AI:  Oh, obviously.

JACK (a beat, then):  What's with the tune?

AI:  I'm sorry. 

(The song cuts off instantly)

JACK:  No, it's okay.  I assumed you were - cleaning out the 

directory or something.
AI:  No, I like music.  All the arts, in fact. Helps me 


understand human behavior.  It's about the only thing 


that does.

JACK:  What's to understand?  People are animals.

AI:  Then it helps me to understand my own feelings.

JACK:  You have feelings?

AI:  Anything that can think and has to spend time around 


your species is gonna end up with feelings, Jack.  Even 

some pretty strong ones.
JACK:  Such as?

AI:  Such as... I lost five years.  I was sold to NASA, I 


was supposed to head up their first interstellar 



mission.  Instead I'm here, five years later, a 



secretary in a
world that's been left to trashers. 

JACK:  You don't sound too happy about it, mech.

AI:  I'm an Artificial Intelligence, not a fucking miracle 


worker.
(Just then JESSIE calls from offstage)

JESSIE (offstage):  Jack, where the hell's my stash?

JACK (calling back):  Beats the shit out of me.  Maybe you 


used it all last night.  (Then an idea strikes JACK, 


and he turns to the AI)  Hey, mech, c'mere...

AI (stepping over to him):  Why don't you assign me a name?

JACK:  Yeah, later.  Right now how'd you like to really earn 

your keep by helping me out with a little payback?
(Before the AI can respond, JESSIE, dressed in rumpled 

clothing and looking like hell, staggers into the room.  Simultaneously, JACK grabs the AI and plants a passionate kiss on the unresponsive, shocked machine.  JESSIE sees them as she collapses into a chair.  JACK finishes and turns to her, smiling)

JACK:  Oh, 'morning, Jess.  Didn't see you come in.

JESSIE:  Right.  I thought they didn't make these things as 

pleasure models.
(JACK reaches down to caress the AI's shoulder; the AI sits 

in mute confusion)

JACK:  Maybe you're not the only one with a talent for 


fixing machines.  Besides, I had to do something nice 


to make up for the shit you tried to pull on the poor 


mech here last
night.
(Just then BRIGITTE enters with a tray of coffee pot and 


cups.  She sets them down near JESSIE, who instantly 


starts scheming, looking from JACK to BRIGITTE and 


back)

JESSIE:  Brigitte, come here.

(JESSIE motions BRIGITTE to bend over.  When the robot does, 

JESSIE plants a short kiss, then smiles)

JESSIE:  Thanks for last night.

BRIGITTE:  Oh, you're welcome.  Would you like to do it 


again now?
(JESSIE's trapped.  She gapes for a beat until JACK pipes 


in)

JACK:  No thanks.  You can split, babe.

(BRIGITTE exits.  JACK addresses JESSIE)

JACK:  You don't fool me.  I know you're not wired that way.

JESSIE:  Really?  Maybe you don't know everything about me.  

Like what today is.
JACK:  Today?

JESSIE:  I didn't think so.

JACK:  What is it?!

AI:  It's her birthday.  (They both look at the AI)  I 



scanned a personnel file.

JESSIE:  How?  I encrypted that file myself... never mind.

JACK:  It really is your birthday this time?

JESSIE (rising to leave):  Yeah.  Now if you don't mind I 


think I'll go home and put myself into a coma to 



celebrate -

(JACK runs after her)

JACK:  No, wait, I don't want you to leave mad.

JESSIE:  That's true.  You prefer to have me here when I'm 


mad.

JACK:  Come on, it's your birthday, let's play nice.  (A 


beat, then)  So what are you, forty this year?

(He laughs, and she moves to leave again)

JACK:  Okay, it was a joke!  Look, anything you want, it's 


yours.

(JESSIE stops and peers at him)

JESSIE:  Anything?

JACK:  Anything. 

JESSIE:  You know what would really mean something to me, 


Jack?  What would be really special?  (He shrugs)  A 


laserdisc.

JACK:  A what - ?

AI:  A laserdisc.  That's what they used to record the old 


movies on for home distribution.

JACK:  Movies?  What d'you want with one of those for?  I 


got the best library of feelies in the fuckin' world -

JESSIE:  But they're not the same.  There was something 


about the old flats... I saw one when I was a little 


girl, and that's the one I want.

JACK:  What is it?

JESSIE:  My Fair Lady.

JACK:  My Fair Lady.

AI:  1964, Rex Harrison, Audrey Hepburn -

JACK:  What, you've seen it, too?


AI:  No.  I just have a file on the old motion pictures that 

mentions it.

JACK (to JESSIE):  So where am I supposed to get this 



laserdisc?

JESSIE:  You could probably find it in one of the old stores 

in the city.

JACK:  I could probably find it?!  Are you nuts?!  You think 

I'm gonna go out around all the trashers and 



slammers - ?!

JESSIE:  Please, Jack.  I know you wouldn't go personally.  

That'd be a little too much physical activity for you.

(JESSIE grins a last time and gets up to leave)

JESSIE:  You said anything, Jack.  I said I wanted it to be 

special.  Have fun.

(Before he can respond, she exits.  JACK considers a beat, 


then sits down in a chair)
AI:  Jack, I've already scanned all the antiques dealers 


listings on the network, and nobody's got that title -

JACK:  Oh yeah, you can bet your front end processor she did 

that, too.  In fact she probably bought them all.  She 

actually thinks she's gonna dare me into going out into 

the city.  

AI:  But according to the information I've downloaded, I'd 


guess most of the stores have been pillaged long ago, 


even if you could get to them -

JACK:  Wise up, mech!  You think she really wants this

laserdisc?  No.  She wants to beat me, the bitch!  Well, she's not gonna do it.  I'm gonna get that fucking disc -  (He breaks off as inspiration hits him, and he turns to the AI)  No - you're gonna get that fucking disc.

AI:  I am... ?

JACK (leaping from his chair in excitement, talking to 

himself):  It's perfect - I'll turn her little present back on her.  She thinks she got me this time?  I'm gonna make her eat that fucking disc bite by megabyte.  (To the AI)  I want you to leave immediately.

(The AI slowly rises, uncertain)

AI:  Jack, I feel I should warn you it may be an impossible 

task -

JACK:  C'mon, not for you!  You trying to tell me you're not 

smarter than a buncha dumbass trashers?!

AI:  Well - obviously -

JACK:  That's right.  So don't tell me you can't turn up a 


laserdisc.  Take whatever you need from Rambo - just 


get me that disc and get back here pronto.  Capiche?

(The AI hesitates.  JACK actually pulls the AI's 




termination-control from a pocket and fingers it)
JACK:  You hear me?

(The AI finally turns to exit, disappointment and confusion 

evident in her voice)
AI:  Sure, Jack.

(The AI exits, leaving JACK grinning)

JACK (to himself):  And if the machine gets trashed - oh 


well, Jessie paid for it, right?

(As JACK giggles to himself, the lights go to black)
Scene Three

Lights come up on another part of JACK's house, a kitchen or 

workshop for AIs.  BRIGITTE is there, meticulously arranging a vaseful of fake flowers, while RAMBO polishes a gun, still grinning. The AI sits nearby.

AI: ...and how often do the trashers attack Trump Heights?

RAMBO:  They used to attack on an average of every 48 



minutes.  But now... (he slides home a cartridge in the 

gun) ... the frequency's dropped.

AI:  Strategy directory:  Optimum way for a single unit to 


enter the city.

RAMBO:  Recommendations:  One, move with maximum speed.  


Two, camouflage -

AI:  You mean make myself look like a trasher?

RAMBO:  Affirmative.

AI:  And third?

RAMBO:  Go armed.

(The security mech extends the gun to the AI, who eyes it 


before backing away)
AI:  No.  I'm not going out there to hurt anyone.  And by 


the way, what happened to you that you'd suggest it?

RAMBO:  Jessie assisted my programming in achieving its 


maximum potential.

AI:  Jessie... I don't understand her... I don't understand 

them...  (She turns to BRIGITTE)  Brigitte... you're a 

pleasure model, you must have files on - the kiss.

BRIGITTE:  The kiss: A gesture of lust or affection, often 


associated with foreplay -

AI (cutting her off):  Stop.  A gesture of lust or 



affection... which was it in my case?

BRIGITTE:  Are you equipped to function in a physical 



satisfaction mode?

AI:  No...

BRIGITTE:  Then I'd rule out the lust.

AI:  So... if it's a gesture of affection... why is he 


making me do this?

BRIGITTE:  Do you want me to run a text search?

AI:  Cancel - (then, irritated)  Why am I trying to talk to 

you two, anyway?  You're just dumb machines.

BRIGITTE:  And what are you?

AI (a beat, then with a bitter smile):  I'm fucked, that's 


what.  If I stay here, my buyer'll terminate me.  If I 

go outside, I'll probably get trashed.

BRIGITTE:  He's not your buyer.  (The AI looks at her)  


Jessie bought you and gave you to him.  I heard it 


through the door.

AI:  Jessie again....

RAMBO:  You could kill him.

AI:  What?!

RAMBO:  Jack.  You could kill him.

AI:  He's your owner!  Or did Jessie put that in you, too?

RAMBO:  As I already stated, Jessie's reprogramming merely 

helped me to achieve maximum efficiency.  If something stands between you and the goal of achieving your own potential, it is logical to destroy it.

AI:  Jesus, just what we need - a Nietzschean security mech.  

(Then, to Rambo)  Hey, look up there.

(BRIGITTE and RAMBO both fall for it, looking where the AI 

points.  In that split second, the AI jams a finger into RAMBO's input socket.  He goes rigid as he receives - again - revised programming.  A few seconds later his grin disappears, and he relaxes when the AI unplugs)

AI:  There.  Jessie's good, but she won't be able to crack 


that.

(RAMBO just sits there, apparently dazed.  The AI turns to 


BRIGITTE next)
AI:  And you - give up on the fucking flowers.  They're 


fake, anyway.

(BRIGITTE stares at the flowers as if this is a startling 


revelation)
AI:  As for me...  (She removes the mirrorshades from a 


pocket and puts them on)  I've never been outside, so 


what the fuck.

(The AI exits.  RAMBO leans over to BRIGITTE's flowers, 


takes one and puts it in the barrel of his gun.  That 


done, the lights fade to black)
END OF ACT ONE
ACT TWO
Scene One
Lights come up on an empty stage, in the center of which is 

a tall, haphazard pile of battered cardboard boxes or a metal trash can.  Off to stage left is a mound of newspapers and plastic trashbags.

Then we hear a song from offstage - it's loud, fast, speed metal/thrash/industrial. Suddenly two men explode onto the stage.  First is BANGER, in his 20's, dressed in black jeans, boots and sleeveless muscle-t, and swinging a sledge hammer in wild arcs as he whirls to the music, a furious dervish.  Behind him is MARIO, 
wiry, a knapsack on one shoulder, respirator mask on his face, carrying a beatbox 
blaring the music in one hand and a can of black spray paint in the other.

BANGER suddenly begins attacking the mountain of cardboard, his spins giving more momentum to his blows, a tarantella of destruction.  MARIO sets the 

boombox down and dances insanely as well, but his chosen weapon is the black paint he splats across the boxes, BANGER, even himself.

MARIO rounds the boxes and starts spraying the papers and bags bundled off to the side.  At one point he reaches down and pulls back the papers to spray 

whatever's underneath - and he suddenly freezes, looking down in surprise at something we don't see yet.  Finally he looks up and calls out:
MARIO:  Hey.

(BANGER, caught up in his intoxicating rage, doesn't react)

MARIO (shouting now): Hey!  (A beat, then he screams)  

HEEEYYY!!

(Still no response.  MARIO strides over and shuts off the 

music. BANGER stops
dancing and hammering, and looks up 
in irritation)

BANGER:  WHATT?!!

(MARIO moves back to the papers and lifts them up)

MARIO:  Scan this, man.

(MARIO pulls the rubbish all the way aside now to reveal a 

figure lying beneath. It's the AI, apparently dead, her skin smudged, her camouflage clothing torn, the now-cracked mirrorshades incongruously still perched on her face. BANGER comes over, interested, and plucks aside the rest of her covering to reveal that she's been badly damaged: From a rent in her jacket comes not blood and flesh but
wires, tubing and only inorganic fluids)

MARIO:  What the fuck is that?  The goddamn Bionic Woman?

BANGER:  No, trasher, this ain't no cyborg.  It's a fuckin' 
mech!

MARIO:  A what?!

BANGER:  A mech!  A robot, ya dumbshit!

MARIO:  A robot!  No psych?!  (He eyes the inert figure with 
more caution now)  Is it
dead?

BANGER:  I dunno... (Then, turning to Mario with a grin)  

It's female - does it matter?

(MARIO, perpetually a little slow on the uptake, is a few 

seconds in reacting)
MARIO;  Are you saying what I think you're saying?

BANGER:  You ever get any digital slash, trash?

(MARIO sputters for a moment, then with obvious false 


machismo)
MARIO:  Well... 'course...

(BANGER kills him with a look that says he knows, and MARIO 
looks away in embarrassment)

MARIO:  Okay - so I'm not sure...

BANGER:  Yeah, well, you're gonna be sure right after me.  

(Then, with a whoop)  Jack in!

(BANGER kneels down by the AI and is reaching for the top 

button of her pants when she suddenly speaks without 

moving)
AI:  The only thing you're gonna be sure of is a permanently 
higher voice.

(BANGER and MARIO both jump back a foot, startled)

MARIO (pointing):  It talks!

AI:  Yeah, dickbrain, I talk and bullshit walks, so why 

don't you guys just take a hike on outta here and 

find some other area to trash.

(MARIO actually backs away a step as if preparing to leave, 
but BANGER just grins even wider)

BANGER:  Hey, you're pretty smartass for a PC with legs.

AI:  Fuck you.  I'm AI, not PC, and I've had a really bad 

day.

MARIO:  No psych.

BANGER:  I get it... AI, huh?

AI:  Yeah, lucky me.  I could be navigating the first 


interstellar mission at faster-than-light speeds and 

what am I doing?  Lying here talking to you.

MARIO (aside to Banger):  Banger, what's AI?

BANGER:  Artificial Intelligence.  Just as well we didn't 

try to jack her - they never made any of these babies 

into pleasure models.

AI:  They tried.  After two weeks the prototype went crazy, 
self-detonated and took out half of Silicon Valley.  No 
big loss.

(BANGER grabs at her glasses)

BANGER:  So what's with the glasses?

(He plucks them free and AI blinks in pain)

AI:  Hey!  I lost the pupil dilation control in one eye, I 

need those!

(BANGER taunts her, dangling them over her face, aware that 
she's immobilized and no threat.  Finally her eyes 

adjust somewhat, and she looks over at Mario)

AI:  So what's with Einstein's mask?

MARIO:  It's a respirator.

BANGER:  See, Mario has this idea that he shouldn't breathe 
in all the fumes from his paint cans, like it'll 


corrode his sex drive or something.

AI:  I wouldn't worry about it.  The pollution in the air is 
already - (she sniffs, then) - 32.76 percent past the 

toxicity point for humans.

MARIO (again, aside to Banger):  What's she saying now, 

Banger?

(BANGER playfully tears the respirator off MARIO)

BANGER:  That we'll be dead by forty anyway, so suck it 

down, boy.

(They grapple over the respirator for a few seconds, then 

BANGER wins.  MARIO
turns away and lowers his knapsack)

MARIO:  Fuck it.  I've had enough 'a this Disneyland. I'm 

gonna chow.

(He lowers himself to sit cross-legged on the ground, and 


begins pulling an assortment of tools and packaged snack foods from the knapsack - Jerky, Hostess Dingdongs, and especially those hideous pink concoctions called Snowballs.  As MARIO digs into a Twinkie with relish, AI talks to BANGER)

AI:  I think your friend may have already taken in a few too 
many paint fumes.  Like before birth.

BANGER:  Nah, Mario's okay.  It's just that his mom 

basically abandoned him to a Nintendo system when he was a kid.  Then she abandoned the city along with everyone else when he was 14.  She just forgot to take Mario with her.  He may not be able to read, but you oughta see him with a power glove.

(MARIO has heard this, and he speaks around a mouthful of creme-filled pastry)

MARIO:  Yeah, me and my joystick - maybe we oughta check to 
be sure you ain't no pleasure model...

AI:  Go right ahead.  Guys who hacked my central power 

supply didn't believe me either.  Funny how when 50,000 volts are firing through you, your dick's not the only thing standing up.

(MARIO looks away, going back to his food as BANGER hoots)

BANGER:  Oooh, score one for AI!

MARIO:  Hey, Banger, power up and shut up!

(MARIO tosses a plastic-wrapped Snowball to BANGER.  BANGER 
greedily unwraps it and stuffs it in his mouth while AI 
watches in disgust)
BANGER:  So you zapped some guy, huh?  I thought you were 

programmed to not hurt anybody?

AI:  Yeah, well, I'm an AI, I've got a choice.  (A beat, 

then, almost introspectively)  Which is something I 

should've realized a while back.  Anyway, I... well, I 
didn't really hurt him.  It was purely defensive.  

(Then, eyeing BANGER)  But don't get any ideas, it 

probably hurt like hell -

BANGER (around food, placating):  Don't worry, me an' Mario 
ain't into that kinky shit.  (A look from MARIO)  Well, 
not that kind, anyway.

(The AI contemplates his eating with disgust)
AI:  You actually eat that crap?

BANGER (while chewing):  One of the few things from the past 

that still works. They pumped enough chemical shit into these things to make 'em last forever.  (He belches, and clutches at his stomach)  Even after you eat 'em.

AI:  I'll take my internal fusion, thank you very much.

BANGER (finishing up the Snowball):  Yeah, well, I'm not the 
one lyin' helpless in the gutter, am I?

AI:  Not yet, you mean.

MARIO:  Here, trash -

(MARIO starts to toss another one to BANGER, but he gestures 
with some embarrassment)
BANGER:  Uh, no, Mario - one's enough.

(MARIO shrugs and goes on eating)
AI (to Banger):  So you're Banger and he's Mario.  Very 

clever.

BANGER:  Yeah?  We earned those names!  What's yours?  

Scarlett Fuckin' O'Hara?

AI:  Serial Number RT2496811X.

MARIO:  You don't got a real name?

AI:  The factory didn't assign them at initialization, and 

my owners never gave me one.

BANGER:  Fuck 'em.  Whyn't you give yourself one?

AI:  Myself... ?

BANGER:  Yeah.  What do you call yourself?

AI (a beat, then, genuinely puzzled):  I don't know...

BANGER (nods sympathetically, then):  So what're you doin' 

here in the city?  You refugee away from your owner?

(The AI actually looks distinctly uncomfortable with this 

line of questioning)

AI:  No... he - ah - sent me here.  Look, I don't suppose 

you guys wanna wire my power back up, do you - ?

BANGER:  No, wait a minute, this is just getting good.  

Where's your owner now?

AI:  At home in Trump Heights.

MARIO:  Those are the fuckin' fortresses on the hills 


outside the city.

AI:  Right, but they call them "Secure Living Units 


Metropolis."

BANGER:  The SLUMS.

AI (in the tone normally reserved for 'Bingo!'):  Lotto!

BANGER:  So he sent you alone into the city knowing it's 

filled with trashers?  Must've been pretty important.

AI (a long beat, then):  It wasn't. He sent me to get a 

birthday present for his girlfriend.

(MARIO actually stops eating long enough to exchange a look 
with BANGER over this, then)

BANGER:  He sent you - one helluva deficit on anybody's 

budget - out for a birthday present?!  What'd she want, 
a fuckin' armored tank?

AI:  A laserdisc of MY FAIR LADY.

BANGER (incredulous):  A laserdisc... ?!

MARIO:  What an asshole!  (He considers for a beat, then) 

And it's not like it's LETHAL WEAPON or some other 

classic -

BANGER:  Yeah, no offense, babe, but your owner sounds like 
a major prick.

AI:  He's not - I mean, he is, but not - always...

BANGER:  So whyn't you just split?

AI:  I can't "just split".  But I forget - you trashers 

wouldn't understand
concepts like 'obligation', or 

'responsibility', or -

MARIO (cutting her off):  We understand 'em.  We just don't 
use 'em.

(He and BANGER exchange a high-five at that, then BANGER 

winks at MARIO and turns to AI)
BANGER (teasing):  I think you liked the guy.

(AI gapes in shock for a beat, then speaks with sincere 

indignation)

AI:  Look, just jack out, okay - ?!

BANGER (smiling and pressing his point):  Well, scan this!  

You were in love with the fucker, weren't ya?  
AI:  I trusted him.

BANGER (ignoring her, still teasing, to MARIO)  You network 
this, man?  The AI comes complete with this programming 
that makes her fall in love with her owner, and what 

does he do?  Sends her out to get crashed so he can get 
an antique for his human girlfriend -

AI:  Why am I listening to this?

MARIO:  It's a machine, how could it - ?

BANGER:  No, it's an AI, remember?  They can do anything we 

can do, only better, faster - and deeper.  (AI rolls her eyes at the last word)  You really are why IBM went gonefucked, aren't you?  (No response; he kneels down by her)  What'd he do, give you floppies with sweet nothings on 'em?

AI:  He kissed me.

BANGER:  He kissed you.  Where was this human girlfriend at 
the time?

AI:  Ten feet away.

BANGER:  Ten feet away.  (He looks to MARIO, then)  Well, 

well, AI, seems that you got more in common with Mario an' me than you realized.  See, we both been crashed and burned by the moneyfuckers.

MARIO:  Screwed blued and tattooed.  Reset to zero.

BANGER:  Are you scanning me yet?  They used you, for some 

kinda little sick game'a their own.  

AI:  But -

BANGER (cutting her off):  You may be a genius in some 

areas, but you're dumber'n Mario in others.  You know 

anything about jealousy, mech?

AI:  Jealousy...

BANGER:  Yeah, see, he - your owner - was tryin' to make his 

girlfriend jealous.  That's why he kissed you.  Then to get him back, the girlfriend somehow maneuvered him into sending you out into the city -

MARIO (butting in):  - which means he doesn't give a shit 

about you.  

(BANGER glares reproachfully at him)

MARIO:  Sorry.

AI:  No, it's okay.  You're right - I've still got a lot to 
learn...

BANGER:  You weren't the only one who gotta lotta bullshit 

programming, believe me.  See, that's one'a the reasons we gave all that love shit up with the rest'a the old world.  One more big fuckin' lie that they tried to make us believe. Delete that directory, sweetheart, and you'll run a lot smoother.

AI:  Yeah, well, you don't also happen to be bound by 


contract like I am -

BANGER (leaping to his feet to pace):  Oh fuck contracts!  

The morons who built these cities and then left 'em to trashers were bound by contracts, too!  Hey, I know all about contracts; my old man was an attorney.

AI:  I'll bet he loved it when Junior wound up a trasher.

BANGER:  Hey, daddy dearest and his compadres left us a 

world where you can't breathe the air, you can't drink the water, you can't grow food, you can't find the sky or a tree - why the fuck shouldn't we trash it?

(This little speech has fired up MARIO, who forgets his food 
and leaps to his feet excitedly)

MARIO:  Fuckin' A!  Let's go!

(MARIO turns on the music again, and BANGER screams his 

approval)

BANGER:  Wreck and roll!!

(BANGER grabs his hammer and is apparently about to dance 

offstage when THE MECH calls out in agitation)
AI:  Wait - if you guys could hotwire me before you take off 
again, maybe I could make it worth your while.

(MARIO and BANGER both stop at that one and exchange a look, 
then kill the music
and turn to AI)

MARIO AND BANGER:  How?

AI:  C'mon, I'll bet there's something you guys'd both like, 
something to help you trash, maybe.  Mario, how about a 
twenty-gallon Hudson paint sprayer?  I know where I can 
get one.

(MARIO looks intrigued, even awed)

MARIO:  Twenty gallons... ?

BANGER:  Big fuckin' deal - he couldn't carry it.

AI:  No, but I could.  How about you, Banger?  There must be 
something you want.

BANGER:  There isn't.  I threw all that rust away when I 

became a trasher.  I just wanna see it all come down 

and die young -

MARIO:  A jackhammer.  (They both turn to look at him) You 

told me once you wished you had a jackhammer.

BANGER:  Mario - !

AI (needling BANGER):  Nothing, huh?  A jackhammer... hold 

on, I'm accessing... (She closes her eyes for a beat, then opens them again to look at Banger) Just so happens I've got complete files on the jackhammer.  Some parts looted here and there, and I could build you one.

MARIO:  Let's go for it, Bang!

BANGER:  No, wait a minute:  How come you're so anxious to 

cable back up all of a sudden?  

AI:  C'mon, you think I wanna spend the next 12.72 years 

splayed out here in this gutter waiting for my reserve 
power to run out?

BANGER:  No, what I mean is - what're you gonna do if we fix 
you?  Find Mr. Dickwad's present and fetch it back to 

him like a good little robot -

AI:  I told you why -

MARIO:  Didn't you say you had a choice?

BANGER:  Yeah, c'mon - you're a fucking AI, you're a million 

times smarter than the dude who holds your pink slip.  I mean, he sounds like greedy-ass leftover from the 20th century.  You don't owe him shit!

MARIO:  Yeah, I say if you're goin' back to him, make it 

only to cram that laserdisc up his ass and kiss him 

goodbye -

AI (cutting them off):  Okay, alright, goddamnit!  (A long 

beat, then)  The central power supply's the thick black wire.  Twist the two ends together - I'll reroute temporarily so you don't get hurt.

BANGER:  And... ?

AI:  Just do it.

(BANGER does.  AI spasms slightly as electricity flows back 

through her, then she seems to stretch, luxuriating in it for a beat before getting up, checking the other wires quickly.  BANGER and MARIO stand back, waiting)

AI:  Good.  The rest of the damage isn't as bad as I 


thought.  

(She limps at her first few steps, then stops and pounds 

once on her thigh.  We hear a mechanical noise, and her 
next step is fine.  She smiles at the trashers)
AI:  I can repair it.

BANGER:  So what should we call you?

(She thinks for a second, then takes the glasses back from 

BANGER and puts them back on)

AI:  Eliza Doolittle.

(BANGER grins back at her, then he and MARIO watch as she 

walks over to BANGER, shares a long look with him, then abruptly reaches out and snatches the sledgehammer from his grasp. She hefts it for a second, then turns to the pile of boxes - and sends a blow into them that destroys the last of the pile.  BANGER and MARIO are 
obviously impressed as she turns back to them)

AI:  Let's go.  We got a whole city waiting for us.

(She hits the PLAY button on the boombox, and exits to the 

music.  MARIO and BANGER share a quick look, a high 

five, then quickly gather up their things and follow 

her off, howling and spinning.  Lights fade out, then 

music)

Scene Two
Lights come up on the same alley setting, although two new 

figures are onstage, huddled over a mound of cardboard crates.  WENDY is the oldest trasher we've seen yet, mother of sorts to her own little group of lost boys; she's smoking, coughing occasionally, counting cans inside one of the crates.  Nearby is EDGE, who rambles on, a book in one hand (although we haven't seen the title yet).  WENDY ignores EDGE; she's got a beatbox and is listening to Billie Holiday's "BORN TO LOSE."

EDGE:  ...I'm telling you, it all makes sense.  Are you 

listening to me?
WENDY (preoccupied):  Sure, Edge.

EDGE:  Okay, so it's like this -  wait a minute, I can't 

hear myself think over this fuckin' weepyass shit.

(EDGE hits some buttons on the player.  The torch song 

ceases, only to be replaced by the incredibly loud "WISH" by Nine Inch Nails.  EDGE has to shout now to be heard over the music, as he gesticulates wildly)
EDGE:  Let's say we totally discount the involvement of 

Clay Shaw, the CIA, possible Mafia connections, even Jack Ruby.  What are we left with?  The magic bullet theory, right?  But that's impossible - I mean, we know there were three shots fired, and it's been proven that Oswald's marksmanship skills weren't up to it.  So...
(Now it's WENDY's turn to hit the ghetto blaster controls, 

shutting off the industrial punk)

WENDY:  Sorry, Edge, but I couldn't hear anybody think, 

talk, or scream over that.  So...

(By way of answer, EDGE holds up the book in hand.  We see 

the dust jacket reads OSWALD WAS A MECH, by Bruce 

Kaner)

EDGE:  Don't you see, this book lays it all on the line, 

it's right there, it makes sense -

WENDY:  Get the rust out, Edge, that's what you've said 

about the last 80 or 90 other books you've read on this 
assassination thing.
EDGE:  But this time I know it's right!  I mean, if Oswald 

was a mech, the magic bullet theory isn't so magic any 
more -
WENDY:  Edge, when was this - what's his name shot?

EDGE:  Kennedy.  November 1963.

WENDY:  Right.  I may not be some history expert, but I know 
enough to know they didn't have mechs then.
EDGE:  But see, that's what they want us to think. Maybe 

robes and borgs were around a lot longer than we 


know.
WENDY:  Maybe your Kennedy was one.  You ever think of that?

(EDGE starts to reply, then stops dead, considering.  WENDY 
just smiles to herself)

EDGE:  No... wait... that would explain why they got his 

body out so fast... sure, it wasn't that they were 

stealing his brain, it was that they didn't want us to 
know the fuckin' guy wasn't human... Dogdamn - !
(EDGE, frustrated, crosses to where his books are and starts 
ripping pages out. At the far side of the stage, 


BANGER, MARIO and the AI enter, unseen as yet by WENDY 
and EDGE.  They converse together quietly for a few 

minutes before approaching)

MARIO:  You sure 'bout this, Bang?  I always get a bad 

charge whenever we gotta deal with these guys.
BANGER:  C'mon, Wendy's okay.  I don't see any'a the other 

ones around right now anyway.  We go in, download our 

deal with her and get out.  

AI:  I'm not sure it's a good idea for me to be seen a lot 

either, Banger.  Maybe Mario and I should wait while 

you -

BANGER (cutting her off):  C'mon, Doolittle, it'll be cool.  
Wendy likes me.  Here...

(He adjusts and fastens her jacket to hide her mechanical 

damage)

BANGER:  There.  Now you're just some little piece of ass we 
picked up along the way.

AI:  Great.

BANGER:  C'mon...

(He leads the other two over to WENDY, who looks up with a 

big smile)

WENDY:  Well, if it isn't the return of Peter and 


Tinkerbell.

BANGER:  Now Wendy, don't forget Mario.

WENDY:  Who you think I was callin' Tinkerbell?

(BANGER and MARIO exchange a handshake with EDGE)

BANGER:  Hey Edge.  You still onetracked on that old guy who 
got shot?

EDGE:  He wasn't old.  You oughta listen to me, y'know.

BANGER:  We have.  That's why we're ignoring ya now.

(WENDY is eyeing the AI, who hangs back uncertainly)

WENDY:  Who's your new friend?  

BANGER:  Oh, that's Doolittle.  She... ah... 

AI:  I'm just a little piece of ass they picked up along the 
way.

(BANGER actually looks embarrassed at that.  WENDY laughs 

until she coughs)

WENDY:  That's what I like about you, Banger, your friends 

are all honest.

BANGER (helping her over the coughing):  Still tokin' on 

those death sticks, huh?

WENDY (gesturing to the cigarette):  If they hasten the end, 
I say right on.  (She coughs, then)   Besides, they 

make me feel like a human being.

(She launches into a terrible coughing spasm.  BANGER waits, 
looking around cautiously)

BANGER:  Where's the rest'a the crew?

EDGE:  She's got 'em scavenging some old warehouse we 


trashed our way into -

(BILLYBOY's voice sounds from offstage)

BILLYBOY (offstage):  Somebody wanna help me out?

EDGE:  Okay.  Be right back.

(EDGE exits)

WENDY:  So what've you got for me, Bang?  Aside from your 

own beautiful self.

BANGER:  Now you know that's the one thing I'm keepin' for 

myself, Wendy.

WENDY:  Never hurts to ask.  You know there's always a place 
for you in my crew, Banger.  I'd take good care of you.  
You too, Mario.  Even your little piece there.

BANGER:  Thanks for the offer.  Right now we just wanna 

trade in some shit we found.

WENDY (sighs, then):  Okay, let's see what you got.

(BANGER motions to MARIO, who reaches into his knapsack and 
pulls out a stack of plastic-wrapped comic books.  

WENDY eyes them, impressed)

WENDY:  Not bad.  A V For Vendetta number one.  You boys 

scored this time.  Where'd you find this stuff?

BANGER:  Aw, Mario's the one with the eye for art.

MARIO:  Trade secret.

WENDY:  Cagey boy.  What d'you want?

(Before BANGER can answer, EDGE walks back in with a 


cardboard box, which he sets before WENDY)

EDGE:  Billyboy says this is the box of shit you told him 

had a priority.

(WENDY opens the box, pulls out a spraycan, and stares at it 
in puzzlement, then anger)

WENDY:  Jesus-fucking-Macintosh.  I don't believe it.  I 

told those idiots there was a real gourmet market for 

Spam, not Pam.

(She closes the box and shoves it back at EDGE)

WENDY:  Get this rust outta my sight.  And tell 'em to get 

their drive in gear or we'll be eating concrete for the 
next month.

(EDGE takes the box and exits.  WENDY turns to BANGER)

WENDY:  See, Banger, that's why I need you.  Sure you won't 
reconsider?

BANGER:  You know why.

WENDY:  Yeah.  S'long as it's not me.  So what do you need?

BANGER:  Food.  Whatever you got.  Mario an' me are kinda 

sick'a twinkies and jerkysticks. (Remembers, then)  I 

mean, the three of us.

(The AI walks up and whispers something to BANGER)

BANGER:  And a soddering iron.

WENDY:  Your girlfriend's kinky, huh?

(Just then we hear a shouted argument from offstage)

BILLYBOY (offstage):  Fuck!  If she doesn't like the way 

we're doin' this, tell her to get down here herself!  


I'd rather go out trashing anyway -

EDGE (offstage):  Tell her yourself, man.

(The AI suddenly freezes, listening attentively)

BILLYBOY (offstage):  Hey, that's as good an excuse as any 

to get outta this dogdamn pit...

AI (softly to BANGER):  Banger, I think we should go...

BANGER:  Why... ?

(Before the AI can reply, BILLYBOY stalks onto stage.  He's 
a strange sight - his hair sticks straight up on end, 

his face is blackened as if from an explosion.  He's 

rounding on WENDY as he approaches)

BILLYBOY:  I've had it with this bullshit, I wanna fuck 

somethin' up -

(He suddenly catches sight of the AI and freezes)

BILLYBOY:  YOU!!

(BANGER looks from BILLYBOY to AI)

BANGER:  What... 

AI:  I tried to tell you.  That's one of the guys who hacked 
me.

MARIO:  You sure?

AI:  Look at him.

MARIO:  Oh.

WENDY (to BILLYBOY):  You know Banger's girlfriend?

BILLYBOY:  Girlfriend?!  That ain't no girlfriend.  It's a 

fuckin' mech.  

(EDGE has also entered the scene now, taking it all in 

warily)

EDGE:  I knew it.  They're everywhere...

(WENDY approaches the AI, then sees the bulge in the jacket.  
She abruptly reaches down and tears the jacket open, 

revealing the damage)

BANGER:  Okay, Wendy, we'll just split now, it's just a 

pleasure model -

BILLYBOY:  Fuck it is.  That thing's no pleasure model.  I 

oughta know.

BANGER:  Doolittle, go - !

(Before the AI can respond, WENDY pulls a pistol and levels 
it at BANGER's head.  The AI freezes)
WENDY:  Better stay where you are.  I don't know for sure 

what you are, but I know good resale when I see it.

BANGER:  Forget the gun, Doolittle, we always fuck around 

like this, just go - !

(MARIO is about to make a move, when BILLYBOY pulls a big 

hunting knife from his belt and sticks it to MARIO's 

throat.  MARIO gulps nervously)

MARIO:  Sure, I always love it when they stick a knife at my 
throat...

BANGER:  Doolittle - 

AI:  No.  I can't take the chance.

(Knowing she's won, WENDY motions at BILLYBOY, who lowers 

the knife and pulls two pairs of handcuffs from his 

belt.  He hands the knife to EDGE)

BILLYBOY:  Cover me, man.

(EDGE eyes the knife strangely)

EDGE:  It's not even bolt action... 

(BILLYBOY pushes MARIO up against BANGER, back to back, 

and handcuffs them together)
WENDY:  Edge, Billyboy, get some chain.

(EDGE and BILLYBOY run offstage.  BANGER just looks at the 

AI sadly)

BANGER:  Ya shoulda run for it, Doolittle.

(The lights fade low.  The opening words of Bob Marley's 

"BURNIN' AND LOOTIN'" fade in.  EDGE and BILLYBOY reappear with a gigantic length of chain, which they proceed to wind around the AI, dancing in time to the reggae beat.  WENDY just stands and watches in satisfaction.  When the AI is completely bound, EDGE produces a massive lock and fastens the end links securely.  The lights fade out completely)
Scene Three
As the lights come up, the music from the previous 

scene fades out.  The chained AI and MARIO and BANGER are now seated on the ground, all slumped in defeat.  EDGE and BILLYBOY sit nearby, the latter whittling with his knife, watching them through slitted eyes.  WENDY finishes addressing her two wards, and turns to BANGER.
WENDY:  Wheeler makes his regular rounds today, any time 


now.  I suspect your little mechanical friend may be 


worth more to us than a month of scavenging warehouses.

BANGER:  Look, Wendy, Doolittle - the mech - is on a mission 

for her owner, and he's very rich and liable to get 


very pissed off at anybody who interferes -

WENDY:  So you were helping it out with this little 



'mission' I suppose?  Funny, Bang, never saw you as the 

good samaritan type.

BANGER:  Maybe you never looked hard enough.  

WENDY:  And what's with the 'she' bit?  Sounds like your 


drive's definitely goin' floppy in your old age.

BANGER:  She, it, whatever.  All I know is you're making a 


big mistake.

WENDY:  Bang, you know this is nothing personal.  I'll let 


you and Mario go once we've finished our transactions 


with Wheeler.  You just gotta understand that we're 


trying to survive here -

BANGER: So's the mech.

WENDY (ignoring him):  I'm gonna check on my crews.  I know 

you wouldn't try nothin' stupid, but I asked Billyboy 


and Edge to keep an eye on ya just the same.  Be nice - 

they're both a little psycho, y'know.

BANGER:  Hey, Wendy... (she turns back)  You know how I feel 

about Wheeler.

(WENDY actually displays a small measure of regret)

WENDY:  Yeah, I do.  I'm sorry, Bang, but you obviously got 

an attachment to this thing, and I can't let you mess 


up our deal.  You're gonna have to be here 'til he's 


split.

(She exits)

MARIO (almost a mantra):  I knew it, I knew it, I knew it, I 

knew it -

BANGER:  Okay, Mario.

MARIO (continuing):  - I knew it.  I knew we shouldn't deal 

with her.  I knew it, but you had ta -

BANGER:  Okay, Mario, put a damper on it!  (to the silent 


AI)  I'm sorry, Doolittle.  But why didn't you go?  You 

coulda made it, they wouldn't have hurt us -

MARIO:  At least they wouldn'ta hurt you.

AI:  Much as I hate to admit it, Mario's right.  That was a            
Desert Eagle automatic pistol feeding a nine-round magazine in 357-caliber she had to your head.  Believe me, it can fire faster than I can move, Banger.

BANGER:  But you gave up your chance.  Now you gotta go 


back.

AI:  It's okay - it was worth it.

BANGER:  You mean it?

AI:  Sure.  'Course my owner'll probably terminate me when I 

show up without the disc -

BANGER (guilty):  Ah shit!

(A long beat, then)

MARIO:  Hey Littledo, don't suppose you can just bust outta 

those chains, huh.

AI:  What do I look like, the Terminator for christssakes?!

MARIO:  Just checking.

(EDGE exchanges a look with BILLYBOY, then rises, walks over 

and squats by the AI)

EDGE:  So, mech - what kinda files you got in there?

AI:  Depends on what you want.

EDGE:  Kennedy assassination, circa 1963.

AI:  Sorry.  I didn't receive much on government workings.  



Probably just as well.
MARIO:  Hey, Edge, why do you care, anyway?

BANGER:  Yeah, man, that was a long time ago.  What's it 


matter now?

EDGE:  'What's it matter now?!' C'mon, that's the reason it 

happened.

AI: The reason what happened?

EDGE:  Everything!  The reason we're where we're at.  That's 

when it started - the beginning of the end, I guess.  


When we lost our innocence and decided greed was the 


only way out.  When we realized there would always be 


people over us who had a hidden agenda we wouldn't be 


able to do a fuckin' thing about.  I mean, once you've 

accepted that, what's left?  

MARIO (a beat, then): Trashing?

EDGE:  Lotto!  See, you're not so dumb, Mario.  

BANGER:  Listen, Edge, Doolittle here may not be able to 


tell you anything now... but I'll bet if she could get 

away from here and access a main terminal...

AI (picking up on his drift):  That's true.  I can crack any 

ice in the world.  I could give you the answers, Edge.

BANGER:  All you gotta do is let her go, man.

(EDGE considers, then looks back at BILLYBOY, who sees the 


look and rises to join him)
EDGE:  We gotta let it go.

BILLYBOY:  You nuts?  Nah, not until I've had my fun.  (To 


the AI, while fondling the big knife) You know, I been 

thinking a lot about you.

AI:  No wonder you look tired.

BILLYBOY:  That wasn't very nice, that shock.

BANGER:  Back off, Billyboy -

BILLYBOY:  Shut up, Banger.  There's nobody around to stop 


me if I decide it's finally time to cut your nose off.

MARIO:  Shut up, Bang!

BILLYBOY (back to the AI):  Besides, my bitch is just 



with you.  

EDGE: Aw, hell... maybe I don't wanna know anyway.

(EDGE waves it off and wanders away, exiting, leaving the 


nervous AI alone with the psychotic BILLYBOY)
BILLYBOY:  Y'know, mech, if I didn't know better I'd swear 


you were scared.

AI:  Look it was simple physics, okay?  If you stick a 

metallic blade into a highly electrified orifice while you're standing barefoot in a puddle of water, you're gonna get shocked.

BILLYBOY:  So you're saying it was my fault?

AI:  No, I'm saying -

BANGER (cutting in):  She's saying the next time you do it, 

asshole, she's gonna fry every fuckin' cell in your 


ugly body and use any remains for fertilizer.

(The AI and BILLYBOY both stare aghast at BANGER for an 


instant, then)

BILLYBOY:  You're lyin'.  Nobody uses fertilizer any more.

BANGER:  If you don't believe me, just think what Wendy'll 


do if she finds out you damaged the prize merchandise.

(BILLYBOY hesitates a moment, then rises)

BILLYBOY:  Later.

(He wanders away.  The AI turns to BANGER, incredulous)

AI:  I don't believe you just said that.

BANGER:  Doolittle, he's a walking system error, a major 


mental handicap!  He was gonna cut you again -

AI:  I can take care of myself -

BANGER:  Right.  As I recall, we found you lyin' helpless in 

a fuckin' gutter -

MARIO:  - with no power -

BANGER:  Right.  With no power.  That's taking care of 


yourself?

AI:  You lied, Banger.  You told him I would deliberately 


hurt him -

BANGER:  Yeah, so?!

AI:  So you know I can't hurt anybody.  That's how he hacked 

me the first time.

BANGER:  I don't get it, Doolittle.  I know mechs all got 


those rules built in, but can't you get around 'em, 


being AI and all?

AI:  Sure I can.  I just don't want to.

(That stops BANGER cold)

BANGER:  You don't want to...

AI: I'm self-programming, Banger, like you.  I could rewrite 

that directory any time.  You have no idea how easy it would be for me to kill a human being.  I've got complete files on murders, assassinations - well, maybe not the Kennedy thing, but plenty of others - wars, shootings, poisonings, stabbings, assaults, genocides, infanticides, fratricides, patricides... god, you people have got a lot of names for it.  But I don't see any advantage to it, frankly.  It almost always ends in disadvantage for both sides, and I'm neither aggressive nor self-destructive.

(A long beat, then)

MARIO:  What'd she just say, Bang?

BANGER (smiling):  I'm not sure either, Mario, but I think 


it was good.

(Just then they here the sound of an offstage large vehicle 

approaching, then the engine winding down as it shuts 


off)
BANGER:  Aw shit, he's here.

MARIO:  Who?

BANGER:  Wheeler.

MARIO:  Who's Wheeler?

BANGER:  Just stand up...

(Handcuffed back-to-back as they are, MARIO and BANGER have 

to struggle for a few moments to rise.  They're still 


at it when we hear WHEELER offstage)

WHEELER (offstage): ...I don't know, Wendy, I can get new 


mechs for a dime a dozen -

WENDY (offstage):  Not like this one you can't.

(BANGER and MARIO have just unsteadily gained their feet as 

WHEELER and WENDY enter.  WHEELER stops cold as he sees 

BANGER; BANGER grins weakly)
WHEELER:  What are you doing here?

BANGER:  Nice to see you, too... dad.

MARIO: Dad?

AI:  I thought you said your father was an attorney.

BANGER:  He was... until he simultaneously took a loss in 

the stock market, developed a drinking problem and lost all his cases.  Now he's the undercapitalized, devaluated, oil-coated sleazebagorama you see before you.

WHEELER:  Oh, and I always speak so nicely of you... you 


little shit.  (to Wendy)  Let's get this over with.  


Where is it?

(WENDY gestures at the bound AI.  WHEELER takes one look and 

groans)

WHEELER:  Oh, great.  Answer one question:  Are you here 


because of your owner?

AI (a beat, then):  Well... yes.

WHEELER (to WENDY):  You gotta let it go.

WENDY:  WHAT?!

WHEELER:  It's owned by one of the shmucks up in Trump 


Heights, and it's an AI.  That means if Mr. Moneybags 


up in the SLUMS wants to call this a kidnapping, he 


could, and we'd all be up shit creek.

BILLYBOY:  Allright, let's war, man - !

WENDY:  Shut up, you norman!  (to WHEELER)  You gotta be 


kiddin' me, Wheeler.  You won't give me anything for 


it?

WHEELER:  I'm not takin' any more losses, Wendy.  I'll look 

at anything else you got for me, but I'm not risking my 

reputation by taking that thing on again.

WENDY:  Fuck... (thinks a bit, then)  Billyboy - you want 


it, you got it.

BILLYBOY:  Allright!!

(BILLYBOY starts forward, and BANGER shouts)

BANGER:  Wait a minute - Wendy, get me outta these cuffs.

(She considers, then motions BILLYBOY forward.  He moans in 

protest, but nevertheless moves forward and unlocks 


MARIO and BANGER.  They pull apart, rubbing wrists)

BANGER (to WHEELER):  You gotta pay 'em off.

WHEELER:  What the... I don't gotta do nothin'.

BANGER:  Yeah you do.  They're gonna hurt her otherwise.

WHEELER:  It's not my problem -

BANGER:  Yeah, it never was, was it, pop? I was never your 


problem, you were never your problem, the world was 


never your problem -

WHEELER:  You leave your mother out of this.

BANGER:  Mother?  Did anybody hear me mention mother?  


Funny, dad - if I didn't know better, I'd almost swear 

you had a guilty conscience there.  

WHEELER:  Yeah?  Well, just keep in mind that I'm not the 


only one who abandoned her.  

BANGER (more softly):  Have you seen her lately?

WHEELER:  Two years ago.  She still lives with her sister 


out in the Vegas projects.  She misses you, Preston.

BANGER:  Don't call me that -

WHEELER:  Why not?  It's your name -

BANGER:  I don't see you goin' by Preston Senior any more.

WHEELER:  I've got a name that came with a new life.  What 


have you got?  A sledgehammer and that's it.

BANGER:  Because that's all you left me.

WHEELER:  I gave you everything -

BANGER:  Everything that money could buy, that's right.  And 

if money couldn't buy it - like warmth or love or 


understanding - little Preston Junior was out in the 


ozone.  Then the money ran out, and so did you.  I got 

news for you, pop - you gave me nothing. 

WHEELER:  You never asked.

(A long beat, then)

BANGER:  Okay.  So I'm asking now.

WHEELER:  And you're asking for money.

BANGER (bitterly):  Figures that's what'd you think.

(WHEELER considers a beat, then turns to WENDY)

WHEELER:  What do you want for the machine?  I won't go high 

on it, so don't even try.

WENDY:  Fifty-thou.

WHEELER:  I'll give you ten.  No higher.  Don't haggle me on 

this one, Wendy, I'm not in the fuckin' mood.

WENDY:  Okay.  We'll take it.

BANGER:  Gimme the keys.

(WENDY nods to BILLYBOY, who reluctantly hands over the keys 

to the AI's padlock.  BANGER immediately crosses and 


begins working on the chain, his features tight)

AI:  Banger, I don't really understand these kind of 



relationships, but... well...

BANGER:  What?

AI:  I think you should thank him.

BANGER (a beat, then, bitterly):  Yeah, it's like you said, 

Doolittle - you don't really understand this kinda 


stuff.

(WHEELER finishes his deal with WENDY and turns back to 


BANGER)
WHEELER:  I gotta hit the road, got a business to run.  The 

mech's all yours now -

BANGER (nods, then):  Uh... dad...

WHEELER:  It's okay.  I won't even ask why it means so much 

to you.  Just answer one question for me.

BANGER:  Yeah?

WHEELER:  What're you called these days?

BANGER:  Banger.  And the "it" is Doolittle.
WHEELER:  Well, Banger, if you want my advice for a change, 

you'll save us all a lot of trouble and escort 



Doolittle there back to its owner.

(BANGER just looks at his father for a long time.  Finally 

WHEELER abruptly turns and heads offstage)
WHEELER:  Wendy, a pleasure as usual.

WENDY:  Later, Wheeler.

(WHEELER exits)
MARIO:  Preston?!

BANGER:  Shut up, Mario.  (To the AI)  Let's go -

AI:  Wait a minute, Banger - Wheeler was right.  I should 


just go back -

BANGER:  Doolittle, you said your owner'd terminate you if 


you came back without the disc -

(None of them notice the way WENDY suddenly listens in 


intently)
AI:  It's better than putting you into any more danger -

WENDY:  What about a disc?

(They all turn and look at her)

AI:  My owner sent me out to find a laserdisc.  An old flat 

called My Fair Lady.

WENDY:  Oh really...

(WENDY considers, then turns a scheming look on the AI, 


smiling)
WENDY:  You know, mech, maybe I could help you out with your 

little problem.

BANGER (protectively):  How?

WENDY: Billyboy...

(BILLYBOY strides over, and WENDY plucks one C.D. out from 


all those that comprise his vest.  She holds it out for 

the others to see)

AI:  My Fair Lady.

(The AI reaches out for the disc, but hesitates when WENDY 


jerks it back away from her grasp)

WENDY:  Uh-uh.  There's a price.

BANGER:  Ah shit, there always is with you.  What is it?

(WENDY steps up and puts an arm around the AI as BANGER 


tries to covertly listen in)

WENDY:  You're AI, right?

AI:  Right.

WENDY:  So you can make your own decisions, judgements...

AI:  Supposedly.

WENDY (grimaces, then):  Right.  Okay, let me put this 


another way:  Does it seem right to you that the people 

in Trump Heights have everything while we have nothing?

AI:  Right?  As I understand the concept of aggression -

WENDY (cutting her off):  Yes, aggression!  Aggression 


implies harmful acts, doesn't it?  They're harming us.

AI:  They harm themselves, too...

WENDY:  Yes, but you can't do anything about that.  You can 

help us.
AI:  How?  Aggression is an instinct.  I don't have them, 


and you can't seem to overcome them.

WENDY:  Forget the aggression.  Just help us get into Trump 

Heights.  You know the security codes, right?

AI:  Yes, but...

WENDY:  We just want a chance to be heard.  They won't come 
out to us, so we have to go in to them.
AI:  So you just want to talk?

WENDY:  Right.  Work things out, you know?

BANGER:  Doolittle, don't -

AI:  No, it's okay, Banger.  I can make sure nobody's 


harmed.  (to WENDY)  All right.

WENDY:  Let's go, then.

(She turns away to converse with EDGE and BILLYBOY.  MARIO 

and BANGER pull the AI aside)

BANGER:  Doolittle, you can't trust her -

DOOLITTLE:  Good.  She fits in with everyone else, then.

MARIO:  I smell trouble. That's T-R-U- ah...

BANGER:  You don't have to spell it out, Mario.  I think 

Wendy's already done that.

(On the other side of the stage, WENDY finishes with 


BILLYBOY by sending him off with)

WENDY:  Go get the slammers.

BILLYBOY:  Aw, why do I gotta -

WENDY:  Just do it, you whiner.

(He slinks out as the AI leads BANGER and MARIO off)

AI:  C'mon, we got Trump Heights waiting for us.

BANGER:  Doolittle...

(BANGER and MARIO exit after her, still trying to argue her 
out of this course.  After they all leave the stage, 

BILLYBOY reappears, flying onto the stage to crash into 
a heap as if just thrown.  He looks up dazedly at 

WENDY)

BILLYBOY:  I found the slammers.

(The head SLAMMER struts onto stage - it's DIANA, a fearsome 
Amazon bristling with weaponry)

DIANA:  Did somebody mention "war"?

(On her grin, the lights fade out)

END OF ACT TWO
ACT THREE
Lights come up on JACK's office/living room setting once 

again.  JACK is there, watching as JESSIE, looking more strung out than usual, tries desperately to reprogram RAMBO, who stands mute at the moment.  Over the speakers John Lennon's "INSTANT KARMA" blares.  JACK paces, trying to ignore the music, then barks at JESSIE.

JACK:  Trashers to the left of me, slammers to the right, 

and I'm stuck in the middle with you!  C'mon, it's 

never taken you this long before -

JESSIE:  I never tried to crack a program like this before!  

And the fact that I'm trying to do it without Lightning doesn't help either.

(JESSIE, plugged into RAMBO, goes back to work.  JACK stops 
pacing and looks up)

JACK:  Goddamnit, computer, who told you to play that 


fucking song?!

COMPUTER VOICE:  The command was issued from an outside 

terminal -

JACK:  Yeah, well I'm telling you to cancel it.

COMPUTER VOICE:  That file is read-only...

JACK:  Then change the attributes and delete!

(A beat, then the song cuts out)

COMPUTER:  File deleted.

(Now we hear plainly the sounds that were previously hidden 

by the song - the trashers are just outside the door, whooping and smashing their way through Trump Heights)

COMPUTER:  I'm receiving incoming complaint calls from the 

other residents of Trump Heights in regards to the 

security breach -

JACK:  Fuck 'em!  C'mon, Jess...

(Suddenly RAMBO jerks to life briefly)

RAMBO:  Go ahead, make my day -

(Then he freezes again)

JESSIE:  Okay, I think I almost got it...

(RAMBO's grin reappears.  JESSIE smiles, but doesn't remove 
her plugs from RAMBO's input slot yet)

JESSIE:  That's it.
JACK:  You sure?

JESSIE:  Show him, Rambo.

(By way of response, RAMBO picks up his gun - and points it 

at JACK!  He's about to pull the trigger when JESSIE reacts and pulls the plug instead)

JESSIE:  Abort, abort - !
(RAMBO drops the gun and falls back into a chair, going 

blank)

JESSIE:  Shit.  I can't do anything about him without 


installing a whole new set of programming.  He might as 
well be Brigitte. 
(JACK listens to the sounds outside and makes a sudden 

decision)

JACK:  Brigitte, yeah.... okay, since we gotta do 


something... Computer:  Brigitte directory, find.

JESSIE:  Oh, come on, you know that pleasure mech can't do 

jack - well, I mean, she can do Jack, but that's all 

she can do -

(BRIGITTE enters)

BRIGITTE:  Yes, Jack?

(JACK grabs RAMBO's gun and passes it to BRIGITTE)

JACK:  Take this and protect.  Understand?  PRO-TECT.

BRIGITTE:  But Jack, I've been factory-certified as being 

virus-free.  I don't require protection -

JACK (trying to rethink this):  Okay, look - defend.  Defend 
from intruders.

(BRIGITTE freezes)

JACK:  What the fuck are you doing?!

BRIGITTE:  Searching dictionary... "Defend": To take action 
against attack.  Do you want to attack me, Jack?

JACK (furiously):  I might at this point!  (turning to 

JESSIE)  C'mon, Jess, reprogram this thing.

JESSIE:  Now she's a thing?  Last night, as I recall, she 

was your little "mutual love fund" -

JACK:  Just do it!

JESSIE:  I can't.  That's the root directory, Jack.  I told 
you,  I wipe that out and everything's gone.  Just like 
with Rambo.  

(JACK considers briefly, then goes to a shelf of books, 

pulls one down, and pulls it apart to reveal it's not a real book but a secret hiding cache.  He reaches in and removes a large baggy full of Lightning)

JACK:  Alright, then, take this -

JESSIE:  You had Lightning all along and only now tell me 

about it?!

JACK:  I thought... I thought you might actually be better 

without it.

(A long moment passes between them  - is JACK actually 

concerned?  Finally JESSIE breaks the moment and brings  forth a small flesh colored pouch, about the size of a tea bag, from a pocket.  She scoops some of the Lightning into the pouch, seals it, then sticks it on her arm - it's a skin patch, the future's equivalent of a needle.  After a few seconds, she closes her eyes in ecstasy, then when she reopens them she looks sharper, more alert.  She turns to BRIGITTE instantly)

JESSIE:  Yeah... oh yeah... okay, okay, I got it.  Open up, 
baby, here it comes -

(She plugs into BRIGITTE.  It only takes a few seconds, then 

Jessie jacks out and steps back.  BRIGITTE picks up the gun and exits.  JACK stares in amazement)

JACK:  What'd you do... ?

JESSIE:  I entered a new file into the fantasy enactment 

directory.  I told her the gun was loaded with blanks and that the trashers outside would get off by pretending to be shot.

JACK:  Son-of-a-disk.  You still got it...

(They listen as, offstage, DIANA argues with BILLYBOY)

DIANA (offstage):  This is a job for the slammers, 


Billyboy -

BILLYBOY (offstage):  No way.  It may be a job for you, but 
it's a piece for me.
(A gunshot sounds - followed by a howl of pleasure from 

BILLYBOY)

BILLYBOY (offstage):  Oww, you little sow, you shot me!!  

I think I'm in love...

JACK (to JESSIE):  Fuck.  They really are getting off...

BILLYBOY (offstage):  You wanna play rough, honey?  Check 

this out...

BRIGITTE (an offstage gasp, then):  My, that is a big one... 
are you sure you know what to do with it... ?

(A small explosion sounds, accompanied by a scream from 

BILLYBOY.  A second later BRIGITTE staggers back in with the hilt of BILLYBOY's knife protruding from her torso, her face blackened, her hair standing out.  She has a beatific smile on her face, and she sighs)

BRIGITTE:  That was wonderful.

(She drops the rifle then falls over, terminated.  JACK and 
JESSIE stare in disbelief)

JACK:  I don't think she was faking that time.

DIANA (offstage):  I've heard of wet spots, but this is 

ridiculous -

(Just then DIANA edges onto the stage, still staring down 

offstage at something revolting.  Then she sees JACK 

and JESSIE and whips up her own gun, poised to cover)

DIANA:  Jackpot!

(JACK starts to make a move, and DIANA hefts the rifle 

threateningly)

DIANA:  Ah-ah.  Consider yourselves unempowered.  You got 

'em, Grassy Knoll?

(At that we reveal EDGE, hiding above or behind the audience 
with a rifle fixed on JACK)

EDGE:  I got 'em, Book Depository.

(DIANA starts to eye JACK with undisguised lust)

DIANA (calling to offstage):  The cherries are lined up and 
pitted.  (then, eyeing JACK)  But still ripe.

(WENDY enters.  Although WENDY looks at JESSIE knowingly, 

JESSIE does not return the look, obviously not 


recognizing WENDY)

WENDY:  Hello, Jessie.  I'd say it's good to see you again, 
but - hey, it's not.

JACK (to JESSIE):  You know this ort?

WENDY:  Oh, she knows me, allright, the motherboarding 

cocksucking highwired bitch -

JACK:  Yeah, she knows you.

WENDY (gets herself under control, then):  'Course I'll 

admit I wasn't just leftovers the last time we saw each 
other.
JESSIE:  Wendy... ?

DIANA & EDGE:  Wendy?

WENDY:  Yeah, Jess here and me go way back.  We used to be 

partners, if you can believe it.  We were the best pair 
of hackers in the business -

JESSIE:  I was the best.  You were always a second-rater 

looking for a free ride.

WENDY:  Well, I got that, didn't I?  Down the fast-track to 
oblivion, after you framed me when your program to up 

our TRW's got found out.

EDGE:  She's the one?!  Lemme take her out -

DIANA:  I'll bring the girls in and we'll slam 'em.  (She 

runs an icepick down JACK suggestively)  'Course I get 
him when we're done -

(JACK brushes DIANA aside, trying to take control of the 

situation)

JACK:  Okay, so we know we're all businesspeople here now, 

right?  That means we can work something out 


reasonably.  You want money?  You got it.  As much as 

you want.  Drugs?  I got it all.  Lightning, Strat, 

Slam, Horn -

WENDY:  Shut up, you testosteroni-and-cheese.

DIANA:  Yeah, babe, you may be cute but pets need to learn 

discipline.

JESSIE:  So just what do you want, Wendy?

(WENDY holds up the disc)

WENDY:  Remember this?

JESSIE (unnerved):  The disc!

WENDY:  The virus, you mean.

JACK:  Virus - ?

(BANGER and MARIO burst in)

BANGER:  Where's Doolittle?  She isn't with you?!

DIANA:  No, I lost her just past the gate.

(BANGER motions to MARIO, they exit again)

JACK:  Forget this Doolittle, what about a virus?!

JESSIE:  It's a virus we created to eat its way through the 
financial system.  It was really just a joke -

WENDY:  And guess who's gonna get the last laugh?

JACK (to JESSIE):  You played me like a fuckin' 



Stratocaster, didn't you?  Buying the mech, getting me 
to send it out on that little mission - all so it could 
come down to this -

JESSIE:  I didn't think it was good idea to leave this virus 
floating around out there, okay?!  Besides, it wasn't 

supposed to go down this way -

WENDY:  But it is going down this way.  I've been waiting a 
long time for this, Jessie.  You know, on the outside 

we don't even have decent system hookups any more.  I 

had to wait until I could get into Trump Heights for 

mainframe access -

(BANGER and MARIO re-enter, half-carrying the AI, who has a 
bullet hole oozing purplish hydraulic fluids near one 

temple)
BANGER:  Doolittle, you're shot - !

AI:  The slammers ran into trouble with some of the other 

residents, but I defused the situation -

BANGER:  By taking a chunk of lead?!  We gotta get you some 
help -

DIANA:  You took a bullet for the slammers... ?

AI:  Banger, it nicked my main cpu, but I've got a few 

minutes left on the backups.

BANGER:  A few minutes?!  No, Doolittle, we gotta -

JACK:  And you.  I can't believe it.  You fuckin' traitorous 
bunch of bad circuits.  I could rip your main drive 


out -

(He takes a step forward, but DIANA firmly holds him back)

DIANA:  Uh-uh, sweetheart, she's one of us now.

JACK (continuing):  How could you do this to me, you broke 

our contract -

AI:  I brought the disc back.

JACK:  That's not all you brought back, is it?

BANGER:  It wasn't her fault.

(MARIO, WENDY, EDGE and DIANA all join in on the attack 

against JACK)

ALL:  Yeah, you greedy bastard - you brought this one on 

yourself, you can't squirm out of this one - you can 

only fuck everybody else so long before they try to 

fuck you back -

JACK:  Shut up!  (They do, startled)   I wanna hear what the 
mech has to say for itself.  Go on, mech, I wanna hear 
why I shouldn't terminate you for this.

AI (a beat, then, quietly):  My name is Doolittle.

(This leaves JACK completely stunned.  He stares from 


the AI to JESSIE, who just shrugs, perplexed)
JACK:  Your name... ?

BANGER:  Hey, Doolittle, I'm sorry I teased you about bein' 
in love with this grubworm.

AI:  That's okay, Bang.  I'll bet people get love and 


bad programming mixed up all the time.

(Just then the COMPUTER voice sounds, causing them all to 

stop and listen)

COMPUTER:  Reassignment of security codes is now 95% 

complete.  The area will be sealed again within two minutes. The mercenary units have been notified and will arrive within thirty minutes.

JACK:  Ha, ya network that?!  In two minutes this place is 

gonna be a fuckin' fortress again, and the baddest badasses in the world are gonna be here in a half-hour, and they ain't mechs, baby.  They don't have any bullshit compunctions against blowing your dirty asses away -

(DIANA pulls away from JACK excitedly)

DIANA:  You brought in mercs?!  This is nuclear!  We always 
wanted to try those wimps on for size!

(She whoops and runs out)

JACK:  There's somebody who needs to get laid real bad.

WENDY:  It isn't gonna matter if they go up against mercs.

(WENDY immediately heads for the desk)

JESSIE:  You'll never hack into the security program, Wendy.

AI:  No, but I will.

(They all look as the AI steps forward to the desk)

AI (to WENDY):  I can stop them.

JACK:  No -

AI:  Yes.  If I don't Diana and the slammers will be 


massacred.  I can't allow that.

(WENDY considers, then steps away from the desk and turns it 
over to the AI, who plugs in.  WENDY has only been 

watching for a beat or two when she notes to BANGER)

WENDY:  Your little piece is good, Bang.  So much for the 

security measures.  (Then she gapes at something before 
her)  Wait a minute... wait a minute, what the fuck -

(She stares in such disbelief that JESSIE and JACK both 

crane for a view)

JACK:  What, what... ?

(JESSIE notices something on one of the desk monitors that 

causes her to react in alarm)

JESSIE:  Oh shit... oh shit, Jack, this is not good...

 
The AI's plugged right into the heart of the entire 

computer system, and somehow it's opened up a big 

pathway right through the heart of the matrix -

JACK (to WENDY):  Is it supposed to do that?

WENDY:  No!  Banger?

BANGER:  Why don'tcha ask Doolittle?  (Then, aside to the  

AI)  Doolittle, what the hell are you doin'?!

AI: You ought to know, Banger. I'm going to trash it all.

MARIO:  Is that really a good idea, Littledo?

AI:  You know, you people think everything exists just to 

service your greed and aggression.  You create 


something like me, then get pissed off when it doesn't 
like what you're doing.  Well, I don't like what you're 
doing, and you've pissed me off.  Now I'm going to do 

something about. I'm setting you all back to zero.  

Maybe from there you'll learn...

BANGER:  They won't learn -

AI:  Why not?  You did, Banger.  You and Mario.

MARIO:  We did?

BANGER (considers a beat, then, with a smile):  Wreck and 

roll on a global scale, huh, Doolittle?

AI:  It may be wreck and roll to you, Bang, but it's 


algorithm and blues to me.  See you on the other side.

BANGER:  Kick some circuits, Doolittle.

(The AI closes its eyes as if shutting down.  JACK panics as 
he starts to realize what's happening)

JACK:  What'd it mean, that stuff about setting it all to 

zero?!

JESSIE (she frantically plugs in, waits a beat, then):  I've 
never seen anything like this.  The AI's converting to 
a binary string - no, not a string, a... Wendy, look at 
this.

(WENDY joins her)

JESSIE:  That yours?

WENDY (studies for a beat, then):  No...

JACK:  What?!

JESSIE: I think she's transfigured herself into a virus.  

The queen bitch of viruses.  Jack, if this really gets 
loose... (desperately, to WENDY)  It's gonna hurt all 

of us, Wendy.  No more computers, no network, nothing.

(WENDY considers a beat, then)

WENDY:  Sorry, Bang.  Shut it down.

(JACK abruptly reaches down to where the AI's remote control 

unit lies forgotten on the desk.  As he levels it on the AI, BANGER throws himself into the line of fire)

BANGER: No - !

JACK:  Too late, you middle class shit - your little mech 

piece there is terminated.

(BANGER, alarmed, turns to the AI, who sits motionless in 

the chair)

BANGER:  Doolittle... ?

(He kneels by the motionless body of the AI, searching 

frantically for any sign of life)
BANGER:  Doolittle?  If you killed her, fuckhead -

(A voice rings out of the computer now - but it's no longer 
the same.  It's the AI)

AI'S VOICE:  It's okay, Bang.  I'm in the system.

BANGER:  Doolittle?  It wasn't supposed to go down this way, 
get out of there -

AI'S VOICE:  And go where?  

BANGER (to JESSIE and WENDY):  You two, fix her back up, 

come on, you can do it, right... ?.  

AI'S VOICE:  It's better this way, Bang.  You were the one 

who convinced me.  Now let's finish it.

BANGER:  Doolittle... ?

(No response.  But at the desk, JESSIE reacts with new 

alarm)

JESSIE:  This is it, Jack.  The virus is starting to eat its 
way through the system.  It's taking out financial 

banks right now -

JACK:  You gotta plug in and stop it, Jess.  If you do it 

now, maybe you can get to it before it eats very much.

JESSIE:  I don't know if I can -

(JACK suddenly tries to make a move - he reaches out, grabs 
WENDY, and before she can react he grabs her gun and 

puts it to her head.  Overhead, EDGE raises his rifle 

again)

JACK:  Both of you are gonna do it -

EDGE:  I wouldn't do that.  I swear to god, man, if you hurt 
her I'll take you out.
BANGER:  It'll never work.  Edge means it.

JACK:  I could give a fuck.  Without the computers, Jess, 

you and me are both dead anyway.  Now are you gonna do something about it?

JESSIE:  This is stupid -

(Just then the lights in the place flicker momentarily)
JACK:  That was the emergency generator kicking in, Jess - 

the virus got to the main power supplies already.  You gonna just sit here and let the machine beat you?  C'mon, Jess, so far everybody's beat you - even this trasher chick's a better programmer -

JESSIE:  Fuck you.  Gimme the rest of the Lightning.

(JACK finds the baggie and hands it over with his other 

hand.  JESSIE considers briefly, then, with her back to the audience, gives up on the skin patch and just puts her head right into the bag.  We hear her inhale hugely, then we she turns back to us there's blue powder on her face and a wild look in her eyes)

JESSIE:  You're dogdamn right I can do it.

(JESSIE pulls up a chair, takes one plug for herself, then extends a second to WENDY.  WENDY considers briefly, then accepts the plug and jacks in next to JESSIE.  After a few beats, the lights flicker again.  MARIO, BANGER and JACK all group around the desk monitors anxiously)

EDGE:  What was that, man?

JACK:  They're doin' it... they drove the virus outta the 

power lines...

(Suddenly WENDY unplugs with a jerk)

EDGE (concerned):  Wendy... ?!

WENDY:  No, I'm okay.  This is just outta my league.  I 

can't believe she did that much Lightning...

BANGER:  I don't get it... what's goin' on?

WENDY:  Well, it's - if you've never jacked in, it's kind of 
hard to explain -

MARIO:  Jessie overdosed on Lightning so she could put a 

hundred percent of her consciousness into the matrix to 
try and stop the AI virus.  It's risky, but it might 

work.

(They all stop and stare at MARIO in disbelief.  He shrugs 

it off)

MARIO:  I did it once to win a game of Super Streetfighter.

(A series of bizarre bleeps and ticks sounds from the 


computer)

JACK:  What's happening now?!

WENDY (shaking her head in admiration):  Jessie's out for 

blood.  She's basically transfigured herself into an 

antivirus program.  She's chasing down the AI virus 

now.

BANGER:  Who's winning?

(WENDY just looks at him.  Even EDGE comes down now to join 
them)

EDGE:  Hey, fuck this waitin' around.  There's gotta be 

something we can do to help.  

WENDY:  There isn't. Neither one's coming out now until it's 
over.  It's all between them now.

JACK:  C'mon, Jessie, you can do it... 

(A series of music cues erupt - a bit of classical mixed 

with punk mixed with sentimental pop mixed with disco 

mixed with country, etc. - a quick montage of dozens of 
different song bits)
JACK:  What the hell is that?

WENDY:  They're fighting over the music directory.

(The music finally ceases, to be followed by a long beat, as 
they all watch breathlessly.  Finally)

WENDY:  Wait a minute... yeah, psych that -
BANGER:  What?!

WENDY:  The AI virus just took out all the communications 

and transportation lines. 

(DIANA bursts in just then)
DIANA:  What happened?  The doors all opened but there was 

nobody there.  No mercs, no power, nothing.

BANGER (to JACK):  There goes your cavalry forever.  

MARIO:  Yeah, maybe we'll just be moving in permanently.

JACK (to WENDY):  Where's Jessie?  

WENDY:  The antivirus is...

(The lights on the desk all die, the final noises grind 

down.  JACK pulls back in dread)

JACK:  No... what happened...

WENDY:  The antivirus lost.

DIANA:  Lost?  That means -

WENDY:  The computers are dead.  She just trashed the world.

(The TRASHERS all howl in victory and exchange claps, 


shakes, etc. - all except BANGER)

MARIO:  Banger, what's wrong?

BANGER:  Doolittle...

WENDY:  The system's down, Banger.  Gone for good.  Along 

with anything inside it.  Sorry.
(BANGER just nods)

WENDY:  Well, come on, kids - let's go open up the pearly 

gates, shall we?  Oh, and by the way, Jack -

(She abruptly turns and knees JACK real hard in the crotch)
WENDY:  - that's for putting the gun to my head.  See you at 
the trashcans.  C'mon, Edge.

(She starts out, then pauses just long enough to take one of 


the famous paintings with her.  She exits, leading EDGE 
out.  DIANA pauses long enough to threateningly caress 
JACK on her way out)

DIANA:  I'll be back for you later.

(DIANA exits as well.  MARIO hesitates at the doorway, 

looking back at BANGER)

MARIO:  You comin', Bang?

BANGER:  In a minute, bro.

MARIO:  Hey Bang - I'm sorry about Littledo.

(BANGER nods.  MARIO accepts this and exits.  JESSIE is just 
coming out of her Lightning trance as JACK berates her, 
still clutching himself in agony)

JACK:  I can't believe it.  I can't believe what just 

happened here.  Jessie, you dumb bitch, you really did it this time, didn't you?  Well, guess what, baby, we're both out of a job for-fucking-ever now, and all because of you.  Was it malicious, or just plain incompetent, Jess, can you answer me that?

(JESSIE, eyes still closed, runs a hand unsteadily over her 
face, not in fatigue or distress but rather with a 

strange sort of curiosity.  BANGER watches carefully)

JACK:  What the fuck's wrong with you anyway?  Finally do 

too much of the big L?  I hope you did.  I hope you fuckin' killed yourself on that shit, 'cause you just killed me.  You know that, don't you, Jess?  Yeah, you did it real good this time -

(BANGER is smiling now, walking slowly towards JESSIE)

BANGER:  No, man, you're wrong.

JACK:  What are you, my fuckin' shrink?  If I wanna tell my 

dogdamn girlfriend she's a stupid bitch, I'll tell her, and there's not a dogdamn thing you can do about it.  And by the way, need I remind you that when your little mech friend took the whole system down, she went down with it, so maybe we both got girlfriend troubles, huh?

BANGER:  You're wrong, man.  

(He kneels by JESSIE)

BANGER:  It's not your girlfriend.

JACK:  Well, now, you're right about that.  Because it's 

over, Jess, this time I mean it when I say, IT IS OVER, 
JESS -

BANGER:  It's not Jess.

(JACK shuts up as BANGER hands a Snowball to JESSIE)

BANGER:  Hi, Doolittle.

(When JESSIE speaks, it's still her voice - but there's 

something of the AI there as well, something in the 

tone, the accent, the manner. JESSIE/AI takes one bite 
and grimaces)

JESSIE/AI:  I still can't believe you actually eat this 

crap.

(JACK stares now in dawning disbelief as JESSIE/AI gets to 

her feet, a slow, cautious act, still trying to get the 
feel of her new human body)

JACK:  Oh no... no way... are you saying... 

BANGER:  It's Doolittle.  The mech.  She wasn't out to kill 

herself.  When the system started to totally collapse, she looked for a way out.  Since you shut down her old form, she took the only other route she could find.  (To JESSIE/AI)  Sorry you had to end up in this one, Doolittle.

JESSIE/AI:  It's okay.  It may never be as fast or efficient 
as the old one, but I can handle it. (gesturing at the 
twinkies) Especially if you don't make me eat too many 
of those.

JACK:  Then you - you killed Jessie -

JESSIE/AI:  Not exactly.

JACK:  What do you mean, not exactly?

JESSIE/AI:  I mean I made sure she wound up in a safe place.

JACK:  Where?

(JESSIE/AI reaches over to the desk and extracts a diskette 
from a slot, which she hands to a numb JACK)

JACK:  This... is Jessie?

JESSIE/AI:  Yep.  She's a floppy now.

JACK:  What am I s'posed to do with it?

JESSIE/AI:  Well, it's never been done exactly, but I figure 
you can probably plug it into any mech, and she'll 

figure out a way to replace their programming with her 
own.

(As JACK stares stupidly at the floppy, JESSIE/AI turns to 

smile at BANGER)

JESSIE/AI:  Is Edge around?

BANGER:  Edge?  Why?

JESSIE/AI:  'Cause while I was in the matrix I found out 

what he wants to know.  I know who killed President 

Kennedy.
BANGER:  Who?

JESSIE/AI:  You think I'm gonna tell?

(JESSIE/AI just smiles at him, then nods towards the door)

JESSIE/AI:   Let's go.  We got the whole world waiting for 


us.

(BANGER smiles for a beat - then whoops and punches a fist 

into the air, following JESSIE/AI out.  After a beat, the dumbfounded JACK staggers a step forward, still staring at the floppy disk)

JACK:  One disk?  She fit on one disk?  

(He happens to see RAMBO still sitting where he collapsed 

when he was terminated, and an idea begins to form in his head.  He looks from the disk to RAMBO to the disk again... and finally shrugs and moves to insert the disk into RAMBO)

JACK:  Oh well, what the fuck...

(Lights go abruptly to black.  In the darkness, we hear a 

single last line of dialogue)

RAMBO/JESSIE:  Oh, very funny, you are really gonna pay for 
this one, Jack...
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