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    For Uncle Bill,Who opened the doors of English literature to me in his cozy Notting Hill Gate flat, back in the mid-70s.While you were filming Moon Over the Alley, you were also shaping the imagination of a young teenager.Your patience, wisdom, and passion for storytelling remain an inspiration to this day.
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            "The civilization so often vaunted by the learned exponents of arts and sciences will, if allowed to overleap the bounds of moderation, bring great evil upon men."

- Bahá'u'lláh

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHARACTERS
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CLAIRE FEATHERS - A bold, determined woman in her 30s. Claire is Grace Feathers' granddaughter and a psychology student. After her grandmother's death, she becomes deeply involved in the fight against unchecked technological advancement, driven by grief and a desire for justice.

NIC GIRARD - A short, pugnacious man in his 50s. Nic is the brilliant but morally ambiguous creator of ERIC and the head of MessiahTech Labs. He is obsessed with advancing AI technology, often at the expense of ethical considerations.

ERIC - An android. Tall, physically perfect male in his late twenties. ERIC is Nic's most advanced creation, designed to mimic human behaviour and intelligence. Over time, he develops a complex personality, influenced by Claire's memories of her grandmother, Grace.

MORT GNOSIS - A wise, elderly philosopher in his 70s. Mort is Grace's longtime friend and a mentor figure to Claire. He is deeply skeptical of rapid technological progress and advocates for ethical restraint in AI development.

DOC PRICE - A hospital administrator in her 40s. Doc is pragmatic and professional but struggles with the ethical implications of relying on AI in healthcare. She represents the institutional side of the conflict between humanity and technology.

DOB DILLMAN - A science journalist turned game show host in his 30s. Dob is charismatic and media-savvy, hosting the Turing Trials. He serves as a neutral observer but becomes a key figure in the unfolding drama.

"The civilization so often vaunted by the learned exponents of arts and sciences will, if allowed to overleap the bounds of moderation, bring great evil upon men."

- Bahá'u'lláh
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SETTING
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The story unfolds across three primary locations: a cutting-edge hi-tech robotics lab, a sterile hospital ward, and a sleek broadcast studio. Each setting reflects the tension between humanity and technology, from the cold precision of the lab to the emotional vulnerability of the hospital and the performative nature of the studio.
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The narrative is set in the near future, in a version of Canada shaped by the accelerating forces of global warming, technological advancement, unemployment, population growth, and a deepening divide between the rich and poor. Humanity is being reshaped by rapid technological progress, driven largely by economic interests rather than ethical considerations.

Note: The story is grounded in the predictions of futurists like Ray Kurzweil, who is well-known for his theories on exponential technological growth. Kurzweil predicts that technology will surpass human capabilities by 2050 and has famously wagered that a machine will pass the Turing Test (fooling judges into believing it is human) by 2029. This looming milestone underscores the urgency and stakes of the story.

ACT I

Scene 1: A hospital. Now.

Scene 2: MessiahTech Labs. Later.

Scene 3: MessiahTech Labs. Late at night.

Scene 4: A hospital waiting room. Early the next morning.

Scene 5: A hospital room. Later that day.

ACT II

Scene 1: MessiahTech Labs. Later that day.

Scene 2: MessiahTech Labs. The next morning.

Scene 3: MessiahTech Labs. Later that day.

Scene 4: MessiahTech Labs. The next day.

ACT III

Scene 1: The Turing Trials broadcast studio. Several days later.

Scene 2: MessiahTech Labs. The next day.

(End of Play)
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ACT I ~ WITHOUT GRACE
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SCENE 1

(MORT GNOSIS, an elderly academic in a long CLOAK, stands in an empty hospital room staring out the window at a grey rainy afternoon. 

The bed beside him is empty, save for a PACKING BOX. 

He's waiting for CLAIRE FEATHERS, who arrives flushed, hurried, and upset by the news that her grandmother, GRACE, was admitted in critical condition.)

CLAIRE



(abruptly, breathless)

Who are you? Where's my grandmother?


MORT



(easing in, gentle)

Hello Claire. My name's Mort. I was with your grandmother when she was struck down—


CLAIRE



(interrupting, voice rising)

Struck down? What do you mean? 

(Beat. Claire's eyes dart around the room, her hands gripping the strap of her bag tightly. She takes a shaky breath, her mind racing.)


CLAIRE



(softly, almost to herself)

That doesn't make sense... She's been in and out of hospitals for years.


MORT



(gently)

Yes, I'm sorry—

(CLAIRE forces a smile, her hands tremble slightly. Her voice wavers as she speaks, betraying her fear.)


CLAIRE



(shaken)

She's tough. She always bounces back—a cold, the flu, you name it.

(MORT shakes his head, his voice low and somber.)


MORT



No, Claire, this is much more serious—

(CLAIRE steps forward, her voice rising, urgent.)


CLAIRE



(interrupting)

Where is she? I want to see her!

(MORT hesitates, shifting uncomfortably.)


MORT



I tried to make them wait, Claire, but they needed the room. 

(Pause. He exhales, reluctant.)

They've taken her...to the morgue. 


CLAIRE



(scoffs again, disbelieving)

What? No—she was fine this morning!


MORT



She was performing a Luddivism against Skytrain Corp, and it backfired.

(Pause. He gathers himself, clearly shaken.)

The service bot she was trying to spike electrocuted her. 

(CLAIRE stiffens, shaking her head.)


CLAIRE



(adamant)

Impossible. She's not allowed. 

(Beat.)

Beside, a jolt from a rapid-transit bot can't kill her. They can't do that.

(MORT nods in agreement.)


MORT



No, you're right. It was a light zap, but she went into cardiac arrest. 

(Beat. He exhales.)

Paramedics brought her here, and she was doing okay—until a Nurse service bot gave her some pain medication. 

(He looks away, blinking hard, his voice unsteady.)

And accidentally overdosed her.


CLAIRE



(pause, processing)

Overdosed her?

(MORT nods slowly.)


CLAIRE



(starts to come unglued)

(beat) Where is she?


MORT



(gently)

I told you, Claire, in the morgue. In the basement.


CLAIRE



(shaking her head, spiralling)

But what's she doing there? She'll be cold—she'll need a sweater.


MORT



Claire, she's...dead.


CLAIRE



(denial)

No. She can't be!


MORT



I'm sorry, she is.

(Grieving, she begins sobbing. MORT tries to comfort her. CLAIRE pushes him away.)


CLAIRE



(blaming)

Why did you let her go? She was on probation! She shouldn't have been out there! What have you done?


MORT



(defensive)

I tried to stop her—she wouldn't listen. I even found your number and called, but it went to voicemail.

(Beat. She stiffens as realization sets in.)


CLAIRE



(dawning)

My God...this is my fault!


MORT



(firm)

No! No it's not, Claire. Bots shouldn't have administered that IV. They're notorious for making mistakes.


CLAIRE



(voice breaking)

A mistake? Oh, Grandma!

(A heavy silence. CLAIRE begins to shake and grabs the edge of the bed trying to steady herself.)

(DOC, a middle-aged hospital administrator knocks and enters the room, composed but careful.)


DOC



(quietly)

Excuse me, are you family?


CLAIRE



(collecting herself)

I am. (pause) I'm Grace's granddaughter, Claire. 


DOC



Hello, Claire, I'm Doctor Price... (takes CLAIRE's hand) Let me say how sorry I am that you've lost your grandmother—


CLAIRE



(pulls her hand away)

I didn't lose her, your fucking robot killed her!


DOC



(apologetic, measured)

Yes. It was a tragic mistake.


CLAIRE



(uncomprehending)

How could this happen?


DOC



(sighing)

We're still investigating, but we think it's a bug in the software. In which case, the manufacturer is at fault and we'll strenuously pursue litigation. (beat) Of course, that's no excuse—this is a shameful situation all round.


CLAIRE



(incensed)

Where's the bot now, or the android, or whatever-the-fuck you call it? 


DOC



(blandly)

It's been taken out of service.


CLAIRE



(ballistic)

That's not good enough—I want it terminated!


DOC



(nodding, placating)

Absolutely, I'll recommend that in my report. 


DOC



And don't worry—the hospital's insurance will pay for Grace's cremation. Everything will be taken care of. 


CLAIRE



(stunned, cold)

I don't want your insurance! I want to know why was a robot giving my grandmother an IV when she was in critical condition?


DOC



(somber)

We have no choice, Claire. We're critically understaffed.

(Beat. Claire nods slowly, absorbing the weight of it.)


DOC



(glancing at her watch)

Now, I really must see other patients. (pause) We'll be in touch.

(Turns and exits, leaving CLAIRE and MORT in tense silence)


CLAIRE



(to MORT, frustrated)

Do you believe it? What kind of answer is that?


MORT



Exactly what your grandmother was fighting. Automation, and all the evil it brings. 

(Beat.)

Low wages. De-skilled workers. Few jobs. Poor families and fat corporations. 


CLAIRE



(scoffs, voice cracking)

That's all Grandma ever talked about. 

(She exhales sharply, voice trembling.)

It drove me nuts! 

(Beat.)

And I treated her like she was some kind of weirdo... 

(Her face crumples, emotion breaking through.)

I always planned to tell her how sorry I am—

(She sobs, her breath hitching.)

She's gone...and I never really knew her...

(MORT steps closer, his voice steady.)


MORT



Listen Claire. 

(Beat.)

You can find out for yourself what Grace was trying to accomplish.


CLAIRE



(soft, doubtful)

How?

(Pause. She wipes her face, shaking her head.)

I don't even know where to start.


MORT



Simple—MessiahTech Labs. That's where most of these horrible bots are designed. 

(Beat. He exhales, shaking his head.)

By Nic Girard. A strange little man...

(He mutters, almost to himself.)

An old philosophy student of mine, actually.

(Pause. As if just remembering, he gestures to the box on the bed.)

Oh, and here—

(He slides the box across the bed toward CLAIRE)
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