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SCENE ONE - JOHN’S OFFICE - DAY - FEBRUARY 2013.

A large, industrial loft space. A wide 
desk sits in the middle of the stage, a 
computer underneath it and three 
monitors sitting atop it.  

In the corner are 12 desktop computers, 
all cabled together and draped with 
extra cooling equipment. A monitor sits 
on top of them, displaying the words 
“Bitcoins: 1745” 

In the other corner is a high-end 
street bicycle. 

The space used to have more -- more 
life, more computers, more gear, and 
the empty spaces where it used to all 
be are still visible. 

JOHN MOORE, enters, walks over to his 
desk. In his late 20s, John’s skinny 
jeans hang off him.

He wakes up his computer and the back 
wall of the stage lights up, echoing 
what’s happening on his computer 
screen. 

John opens up a folder entitled X375, 
and opens up an image file. A grainy, 
black and white photo of a galaxy far, 
far away opens up. 

Intent, he starts to manipulate the 
photo, stripping it into different 
layers, cleaning out noise, assigning 
colors, and suddenly the photos snaps 
into shape, a full-color, gorgeously 
rendered view of the Carina Nebula. 
Breathtaking.  

He only has a second to admire it 
before the squat splat of a video call 
request interrupts his screen. 

John clicks to answer the call, and 
RONNIE’S face appears on his screen. 

RONNIE
It’s getting worse. 



Ronnie, 27, is chief community 
strategist at Wizarding games, makers 
of the Wars of Drazith, the world’s 
largest MMORPG. She is almost 
constantly online, and always carries 
the staff her avatar, an orc shaman, 
uses in game with her in real life. 

JOHN
I don’t care. 

RONNIE
When it’s like this you do. Log on. 

JOHN
I’m not - 

RONNIE
Log on! 

John does. A game splash screen opens 
up on his computer, promising epic 
fantasy battles, magic, wild creatures, 
and a demonic good time.  

The game takes over the stage. John 
sits at his desk, a black silhouette 
against the world of the game. 

In the center of the screen, a human 
fighter, lightly armored with a couple 
of buffs stands at the edge of a town, 
in a field between buildings and a 
forest, and looks around. 

JOHN
Well, I’m here. 

An impossibly ugly, heavily armored orc 
runs past John -- Ronnie’s avatar. 

RONNIE
Follow me. 

They lope towards the trees, their 
characters moving in that smooth yet 
herky-jerky video game manner. 

JOHN
Where are we going? 

RONNIE
Just out of town far enough so that I can do this... 
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The landscape blurs and dissolves into 
a thousand points of light, a 3D field 
of stars surrounding the characters. 

The field shifts and moves around the 
characters, reorienting them in space, 
then finally coalescing into a valley 
between two granite, snow-covered 
mountains. It’s a beautiful view. 

RONNIE
Duck! 

A huge fireball fills the screen, 
coming from behind John’s avatar and 
headed right for him. 

John swears and his character twitches 
out of the way. 

The screen swings wildly, then settles 
into place, showing a huge battle 
taking place between an army of orcs 
and dwarves. 

Staggeringly huge ice giants wrestle 
with granite mountain golems, and 
seeming chaos is everywhere. 

RONNIE
I am the apex predator! 

Ronnie’s orc launches into the fray, 
and John’s fighter follows. They 
chatter away as their characters 
decimate the hordes in front of them. 

JOHN
You know you’ve got that almost completely wrong, right? 

RONNIE
Excuse me? 

JOHN
There’s nothing about your orc that says apex predator. 

RONNIE
Why not? 

JOHN
Well there’s way too many of you, for one thing. Four or five 
frames of stutter there. 
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RONNIE
It’ll get worse. And numbers don’t matter when it comes to 
apex predators, awesomeness does. 

JOHN
Are you kidding? Apex predators are all about numbers. 
They’re at the top of the food pyramid. There can’t be that 
many of them because the ecosystem won’t support it. It’s why 
I always hated the movie Aliens.  

RONNIE
Heal me up. And you do not hate Aliens. 

JOHN
Sequels suck. I hate the potential lost in Aliens. You have 
these massively bad-ass aliens who are seemingly the most bad-
ass creatures around -- except they reproduce like insects. 
Hundreds of eggs -- that only happens when --  

The screen jams up for a second and 
John loses control of his character, 
then it come back. 

JOHN
Well that’s shit. 

RONNIE
That’s not even the worst of it. 

JOHN
How long till the ice dragon shows up? 

RONNIE
We have approximately --

A scream like a thousand damned souls 
torn in half as an iceberg breaks from 
a glacier rips out of the speakers. 

RONNIE
That long.

JOHN
Don’t get too far. 

RONNIE
Right. Aliens. 

JOHN
They reproduce like insects. You only do that if you most of 
the population won’t survive till adulthood -- and you only 
do that if you’re the prey. So they’re prey. Something out 
there is bigger than they are. Something out there is more 
bad ass than they are. 
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A shadow falls across the screen. 

RONNIE
Speaking of predators. 

An ice-dragon wheels across the sky in 
the video game, spraying a cone of snow 
and lightning across the battle field. 

The game gets really jacked up now. 
Frames drop left and right, the video 
stutters, freezes -- and then 
eventually the game quits, dumping John 
back out to his desktop. 

Ronnie is still sitting in her window 
on the desktop. 

RONNIE
Well? 

JOHN
So why don’t we ever see it? Why don’t we ever meet what’s 
bigger and badder than these aliens? We’re being cheated! 
Aliens sucks! 

RONNIE
Dammit John your game sucks! 

JOHN
Not my game. 

RONNIE
Oh bullshit it is totally your game. 

JOHN
I was fired completely legally, divested of my shares 
completely legally, and denied severance completely legally. 
None of it is mine. 

RONNIE
Everyone knows it’s your game, and it’s your reputation 
that’s getting shredded along with the game. 

JOHN
My reputation was shattered long ago, Ronnie! I’m difficult 
to work with, verbally abusive and I don’t annotate my code 
well. Why do you think I’m sitting here mining as many 
bitcoins as I can? I’ve got no other way to make any money! 

RONNIE
What if we paid you to come fix the game. 

5.



JOHN
You can’t pay me enough. 

RONNIE
How much money do you want? People will listen to you if you 
came back. It’s bad in there right now John, worse even than 
when we rolled out the first expansion pack, attack of the 
nicotine patches and caffeine. Nobody talks except to fight 
with each other -- it’s fucking lord of the flies with 
programmers. 

JOHN
I’ll stick with my bitcoins thank you very much. 

And to prove it he opens up the game 
again. His character reappears, in the 
same town market as before. 

He guides his character to the center 
of town, walking past market stalls 
until he comes to a building that is 
unmistakably a “bank” -- no matter what 
world you live in. 

RONNIE
How much are you worth now? 

JOHN
How much are Bitcoins going for these days? 

RONNIE
You’re in the game, you tell me. 

John walks into the bank and a stooped 
exchange  merchant in somber robes 
greets him. 

EXCHANGE MERCHANT
Greetings! Welcome to the House of Lancaster, how can we be 
of service today? 

John clicks a few keys and brings up a 
menu on his screen. 

It reads like an ATM menu - “Check 
Balance, Deposit Funds, Withdraw Funds” 
- and one important addition “Trade 
Funds.” John highlights that one and 
clicks on it. 

EXCHANGE MERCHANT
As you wish, sir. What would you like to exchange? 
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JOHN
I still can’t believe he gets actual accountants to use this 
as a way to trade currency. 

RONNIE
Supposedly we’re working on a UI that let’s you bypass all 
this. I haven’t seen anything about it, though. The company 
line -- 

JOHN
His line. 

RONNIE
His line, is that this way also stops high-speed trading, and 
keeps the market more stable. 

John just snorts and navigates through 
the menus on screen, choosing to 
exchange Bitcoins for dollars, a menu 
comes up announcing the going rate at --

JOHN
$251.38? Simple math, what’s 1745 times 251.38? 

RONNIE

(immediately)
438,658 dollars and 10 cents. Not enough for the Bay Area. We 
can double that. Triple it. 

JOHN
Not interested. 

RONNIE
We’ll keep your involvement a secret. No one will know. 

JOHN
I don’t care about the game. 

RONNIE
You have a level 100 character the same class as your deposed 
god. You even modeled that character to look like Grafire. 
You log in every night and search the foothills of the 
Dormeer mountains, searching for your lost blade, the 
enchanted Endimuron. I’m a game moderator, John. You can’t 
pretend around me. I know exactly how much you play and what 
you do in game. 

JOHN
Fine. I still play the game, I don’t see -- 

RONNIE
I have Endimuron. 
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JOHN
What!?!?? 

RONNIE
You heard me. 

JOHN
How did you even -- 

RONNIE
I’m a game moderator. I knew exactly where the game hid it. I 
went there, found it, got it. 

JOHN
People have been searching for that -- No one -- Even I was 
beginning to doubt it was still in game! 

RONNIE
I retrieved it the day they killed your Grafire and kept it 
ever since. It’s the most powerful weapon the world has ever 
seen -- and it hasn’t been seen forever, thanks to me. I’ve 
kept the legend of it alive. You do this for me, you get the 
blade.

JOHN
I don’t believe you. 

RONNIE
Fine. I’ll drop it back in the wasteland, let someone else 
find it. 

JOHN
No one else gets to touch my code. 

RONNIE
Are we negotiating now? 

JOHN
No one else touches my code, I don’t report in until I’m 
done, and there’s never a single meeting, and I don’t take 
suggestions. 

RONNIE
How will we know it’s any good? 

JOHN
I have 12 desktop computers ganged together and am mining 
bitcoins faster than consortiums networking massive servers 
together. You don’t need to worry about the game being fast. 
With what I’ve learned from maxing out graphics cards, this 
game will smoke. 

RONNIE
Great. I need this done by - 
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JOHN
You don’t tell me when it’s due. 

RONNIE
Our convention takes place in two months, the release needs --  

JOHN
This sounds like a meeting. I’ll be in touch when it’s done. 

RONNIE
John -- 

JOHN
Soon. Don’t worry. Soon. 

And he closes the conversation with 
Ronnie. 

SCENE THREE

Mazes of code float by on the video 
wall. 

John stares at his computer screens, 
intent, not moving. 

The code begins to twist, change, and 
speed up as it passes by on the screen. 

John still doesn’t move. 

A delivery boy comes in and delivers a 
boxed salads and cup of coffee. He 
stares at the screens for a couple 
seconds, entranced by the code which is 
flying by now, transforming into a star 
field. 

John doesn’t move or even acknowledge 
the boys presence. He leaves. 

Finally, John hits the return key on 
his keyboard. 

The splash screen for Wars of Drazith 
fills the screens, then fades into cut 
scene animation of a fly-over of a 
fantastic world, skimming over a 
shining city in the trees -- and then 
crashes. 

JOHN
Fuck! 
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The code comes back. Moving faster. It 
flies by John and streams into a star 
nebula. 

John grabs his mouse, spins it around 
and the whole nebula of code spins, and 
explodes, re-settling into the form of 
a vague topographical map. 

With a flourish he pushes Enter again. 

The splash screen, the fly-over, the 
crash. 

JOHN
Fuck! 

John’s screen pulses with code and 
stars and forms of the fantasy world. 

The delivery boy comes, sets down 
multiple salads and juices, leaves 
quickly. 

The splash screen, the crash. 

JOHN
Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck!!!!!

John pounds on his keyboard now as the 
screen practically bounces back and 
forth between code and stars and the 
land, a subliminal hypercut of 
creation. 

He bangs the enter key: The splash 
screen, the fly-over ... no crash. 

The game looks beautiful, achingly so. 
Wind blows through the trees and 
individual leaves are tossed about. 

Waterfalls tumble down the sheer face 
of mountains, each drop of their 
crystalline spray refracting light. 

JOHN
Fuck yes. 

The flyover continues, and gains a 
voice-over. 
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