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Introduction
New Babylon picks up from where my 2016 play The Turquoise Elephant left 
off, but it was important to me that this new work succeed as a stand-alone 
piece with its own independent logic, premise and storyline. Where that first 
play satirised the absurdism of the denialist position in relation to climate 
change, New Babylon launches us into a skew-whiff future world that has 
plunged full tilt into climate chaos. It asks “Who gets to survive the climate 
crisis?” and “What sort of society gathers and reforms on the other side?” I’ve 
been fascinated by the peculiar practices of mega-wealthy ‘preppers’, buying up 
bunkers in the American mid-west, or plots of land in the Canadian mountains. 
Here, the audience — we enter the theatres as ourselves — join the wealthy elite 
aboard a re-purposed cruise ship. We are the lucky lottery winners who didn’t 
have the cash to buy ourselves a ticket to salvation. The pandemics are raging; 
the sea levels are rising — and we’ve survived. But what have we bargained our 
way into, exactly? Who are these people who have sponsored our survival, and 
what do they really want with us?

My illustrious dramaturg, Saffron Benner, describes this as a theatre of 
implication: no audience participation per se here, but we are all implicated in the 
scenario we find ourselves in, both inside the theatre and in the world beyond it.

I do believe that humanity will survive the climate crisis, in some form or 
another. We may even clean up our oceans with time, thanks to international 
efforts like the Sea Shepherd project. Perhaps we’ll transition away from plastics 
and fossil fuel dependence in the nick of time; probably belatedly. Species — 
and entire human cultures — will be lost or relocated in the process. Nature will 
pick winners, to some extent, but so will global capitalism. Whatever our shared 
fate is, we’ve undoubtedly all had a hand in bringing it on, to greater or lesser 
degrees: we are, as the denizens of the good ship Spiritus Mundi would say, all in 
this together. Here’s to neither sinking nor swimming, though we know full well 
that in many parts of the world, the inundation has already begun. And here’s to 
the faint, lingering hope of averting the worst of the crisis before it becomes the 
stuff of self-fulfilling prophecy.  

Stephen Carleton
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Foreword
Stephen Carleton has had an intimate association with Brown’s Mart for decades. 
I heard a radio interview with him where he recounted as a teenager ringing a 
local radio station to win tickets to see a show at Brown’s Mart. He hasn’t looked 
back, and today Stephen is regarded as one of Australia’s leading playwrights, 
winning many awards and having his work produced throughout the country. It 
is so wonderful that he has deep involvement with Brown’s Mart still to this day. 

In 2018, Brown’s Mart presented Stephen’s Griffin Award winning play The 
Turquoise Elephant. It was during this season that Stephen and I first discussed 
the prospect of a trilogy around the issues and characters of this play and the 
prospect of New Babylon forming part of our 2020 season. 

And what a year 2020 turned out for all of us.

Stephen was not daunted by the fact that some of the things in his fictitious play had 
turned out to be reality. His piece was already end of worldly and he was determined 
to turn a negative issue into a positive outcome. He went back to work and adapted 
the script to make it even more pressing, even more relevant than before.

As Brown’s Mart started to work out what was possible and not possible in this 
new world order we saw an opportunity to develop this play in line with the work 
that Stephen was already doing.  

For a while we considered doing a development over Zoom. I think secretly 
nobody wanted to do that. Some not so secretly. In Darwin, we were relatively 
unaffected by COVID-19. Not so the rest of the country and indeed the rest of the 
world. Fortunately, by late November, borders had opened and we were again able 
to have a real-life development. I am so pleased Brown’s Mart could support this 
work to adapt and change in a challenging environment.

This play carefully balances the absurd and the serious. It highlights everything 
that is wrong with the world and at the same time enables us to laugh, sometimes 
forcing us to ask, “Should I actually be laughing at this?” It is a play which 
challenges audiences, reminding us that we are complicit in this climate disaster.  

To paraphrase from a sibling Darwin Arts organisation, “With no planet 
there is no art.” So of course Stephen is writing about this topic. We should all 
be actively engaged in ways to address climate change. We need to be doing 
something about it and audiences, even if the government does not, have this at 
the top of their minds.
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Knock-em-Down Theatre have been a mainstay of theatre making in the Top 
End of Australia since their formation. The artistic directorship comprises 
three highly talented, driven, and generous artists who are committed to 
creating works of excellence. Their collective work has led to the employment of 
hundreds of artists and importantly the sharing of a regional voice.

I am grateful we have been able to work with Stephen and Knock-em-Down 
Theatre to give audiences the world premiere of New Babylon.

Sean Pardy
Artistic Director
Browns Mart Theatre
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Notes
Characters
Baroness Olympia von Willendorf 
Wolfgang
Astrid
Dr Suleiman
Vivien
The Chair

Note on Casting
I encourage anyone producing and casting this work to consider performers 
from diverse backgrounds, including for roles where a character's ethnic or 
cultural background, age, gender, sexuality or disability need not be specified.

Setting
The common area of an affluent section of a cruise ship. A private salon of sorts. 
A video screen — the panopticon — looms large in the design, looking perhaps 
like a porthole.
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New Babylon 

PRE SHOW
The performance really begins in the foyer of the 
performance space. A red carpet and cordon lines a 
‘gangway’ into the ‘ship’ via the theatre doors. A loud foghorn 
signals that the doors are opening.Ushers are dressed in the 
shipping line’s uniform and read patrons’ tickets as though 
they are passports/tickets onto the ship itself. There is some 
urgency; punters are being welcomed aboard as lucky lottery 
winners, but it is a rescue of sorts. The boarding is taking 
place under emergency conditions. Suggested dialogue:

‘Welcome aboard, citizen.’ ‘Hurry up!’ ‘Leave your 
belongings behind.’ ‘This way for lottery winners.’ ‘You’re 
safe now.’ ‘An orderly procession, please!’ 

Once through the doors, we are accosted with piped music, 
but it is otherwise a scene of chaos. We are fumigated by 
blasts of gas as we are ushered to our seats. DR SULEIMAN 
is addressing us in a video loop via the panopticon. The 
doctor’s voice is soothing, reassuring, perhaps to a slightly 
sociopathic extent (think Laurie Anderson ‘O Superman’).

DR SULEIMAN  Welcome aboard the Spiritus Mundi. I’m Dr Suleiman, 
your cruise director. Congratulations, citizens: you have 
survived the Great Collapse! You have left the chaos 
behind. You are safe now. You have been fumigated and 
inoculated. Food, shelter and health care are provided. 
There is no currency on board the Spiritus Mundi. “Your 
money is no good here”. Ha, ha, ha. We appreciate what 
you have left behind and honour your sacrifice. Our 
motto? ‘We’re all in this together.’ Welcome aboard.
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SCENE ONE 
OLYMPIA, ancient and heavily pregnant, reclines on a 
chaise longue looking on in horror as the audience enter 
and take their seats. She is mortified by the intrusion. 
WOLFGANG is seated benignly by her side. He smiles 
calmly, watches inquisitively. Perhaps he goes to offer 
sanitiser to an audience member or two, or gives them a 
squirt of disinfectant spray.

OLYMPIA Don’t touch them! You don’t know where they’ve been. 

OLYMPIA has a tarot deck spread out on the table before 
her; she has been doing a reading before we arrived.

 I keep turning up ‘The Heirophant.’ The gifted counsellor. 
Whoever could that be? 

When the audience settles, the lights fade, DR 
SULEIMAN’s video greeting flickers off. The porthole 
provides us with a ‘live’ view of Singapore under water.

A final foghorn. The ship has sailed.

 And we’re off again. Where to, I wonder?

ASTRID crashes into the room, concertedly ignoring and 
maintaining a clear social distance from the others. She 
wears large sunglasses, but no mask or other pandemic 
PPE. Tilts her head frantically a couple of times, like she’s 
emptying water from her ear. She’s actually trying to activate 
the internet behind her glasses. She can’t get a signal.

WOLFGANG Hello. Would you like some hand sanitiser?

ASTRID Fuck off.

OLYMPIA Are you one of us or one of them?

No response.
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 We don’t know who all these people are. Do you? 

ASTRID has found a signal.

ASTRID Jun?

OLYMPIA No, I’m Olympia. And this is —

ASTRID Jun, can you hear me? You need to sell everything!

OLYMPIA Well, we were meant to get off and shop!

ASTRID Everything.

OLYMPIA It is Singapore, after all.

ASTRID It’s crashing. 

OLYMPIA Well, I think it’s more sinking than crashing.

ASTRID It’s — fuck! [She’s lost the signal again.]

OLYMPIA Apparently everything’s under half a metre of water. 
They wouldn’t even let us outside to have a look, would 
they, Wolfgang? 

WOLFGANG Well it’s not just the flooding, Liebling. The new 
pandemic. Everything’s shut.

OLYMPIA How many of these ridiculous plagues do we have to 
endure? Lock down. Open up. Wear masks, don’t wear 
masks. Die, don’t die. I don’t know which way is up! I just 
ignore it all now, don’t I, Wolfgang?

WOLFGANG We can’t have you catching Novid-30 in your 
condition, poppet. 

OLYMPIA So imaginatively named! ‘Novid-30’. Don’t you just ache for 
rubella and cholera? The feel of the words on your tongue.

ASTRID Can you shut up? 

OLYMPIA [deaf as a post] Good to meet you too. 
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ASTRID I’m trying to make a call.

OLYMPIA Oh, no, I don’t catch anything anymore. Haven’t been ill 
in decades. I don’t believe in it.

WOLFGANG Your cochlear, Liebling. 

OLYMPIA What? Oh! I had it turned off when it was just you and I. 
[to ASTRID] Our relationship is mostly physical. 

ASTRID What kind of luxury line is this? I keep coming in and 
out of reception. 

WOLFGANG The apocalypse doesn’t come with WIFI.

OLYMPIA Haha. Very good, Wolfgang. Tell me. If we’re supposed 
to be so worried about disease then why have they been 
placed so close together? 

WOLFGANG They were inoculated on entry. The ship’s medical 
facilities are world’s best.

ASTRID Who cares if they make each other sick? So long as they 
keep them away from us …

OLYMPIA Yes, you look fragile.

ASTRID You look broken. Why are you skinny and fat at the 
same time?

OLYMPIA I’m with child, dear.

ASTRID —

OLYMPIA You haven’t told us your name.

ASTRID I’m supposed to have global WIFI access. Someone must 
be blocking my — Wait [to WOLFGANG] — do you 
have a —

She begins searching him — poking and prodding, like 
she’s looking for a switch.
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OLYMPIA Take your hands off him.

WOLFGANG She’s looking for a personal hotspot.

OLYMPIA Not on you, she’s not.

ASTRID Aren’t you connected?

WOLFGANG The ship is its own community. The Thorn Corporation 
don’t believe in —

ASTRID Yeah, well, I’ve paid a fucking fortune to be here on the 
understanding that this is some kind of exclusive oasis 
from the hell outside. 

OLYMPIA Exactly!

ASTRID The least they can give me is satellite access and a glass of 
fucking champagne on arrival!

OLYMPIA That’s exactly what I was just saying, isn’t it, Wolfgang? 

ASTRID Shut up. 

OLYMPIA We certainly weren’t paying to share a section with 80 other 
people! If this is humanity’s last hoorah, I really don’t want 
to be sharing it with all and sundry, do you? 

 ASTRID begins pacing and cranking her neck again.

 There, she agrees with me. She’s rude, but I think we’re going 
to like her after all. So long as she keeps her hands to herself. 
[to ASTRID] We’ve been on board for months, but you really 
haven’t missed anything. Nothing to do. Nothing to see. 

WOLFGANG It’s just been ocean and plastic all the way from Cape Town.

OLYMPIA We’ve both been bored rigid. They keep changing the 
itinerary. I mean, I don’t mind paying for the extra time on 
board, given how awful it is everywhere else. I just wish I 
knew where we were going.
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WOLFGANG We were supposed to sail down to watch the great shelf 
collapse in East Antarctica, but it was too violent. 

OLYMPIA Oh, I did so want to see that! 

WOLFGANG So we tracked north to Singapore instead.

OLYMPIA And then we heard the news about the new virus, and 
then this lot came on board. And then you! Tell us what 
it’s like out there.

ASTRID has been pacing the room, looking for a signal. 
She seems to have found it in an obscure corner, up on a 
stool, or near the porthole.

ASTRID Jun! Oh, thank god. What’s happening?

OLYMPIA Is the flooding really covering the buildings?

ASTRID [to Jun] No, no.

OLYMPIA I didn’t think so. The streets at least?

ASTRID Yes.

OLYMPIA Up to your ankles?

ASTRID Higher.

OLYMPIA Your knees?

ASTRID Higher!

OLYMPIA Good lord! Wolfgang — it sounds like Venice!

ASTRID What do you mean it’s too late? How much!? Just tell me 
how much I have left, Jun!

 And she’s lost the signal again. She collapses in a chair, 
bereft, taking it all in. 

 Shit.
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OLYMPIA What’s the matter, dear?

ASTRID My virtual currency. It’s worthless. I’ve lost everything.

Silence.

Xylophone chime.

VOICE OVER Dear Customers and Lottery Winners. The Spiritus Mundi 
would like to announce a special welcoming buffet to those 
joining us at Singapore. Paying guests, feel free to gather 
on the concourse as we leave the port. Lottery winners 
— stay right where you are! We’ll be down with some 
welcoming pampering packages. Remember: We’re all in 
this together …

Xylophone chime. The screens flicker over to information 
about social distancing and wearing of masks.

ASTRID At last. Champagne! 

OLYMPIA Why are they getting pampering packages?

WOLFGANG Would you like a back rub? [He gives her one.]

ASTRID I’m going to get changed in my cabin. If my partner arrives 
tell them I won’t be long.

OLYMPIA ‘Them’? How many do you have? 

 ASTRID leaves. 

 Is she part of a harem? 

 I don’t much like the sound of that. I haven’t been in a 
harem since my love affair with Jeff. Have I ever told you 
about him?

WOLFGANG You have, Liebling. Many times. Tell me again.

OLYMPIA Well … !
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The audience is suddenly stunned by blinding arc lights and 
a loud hum. We are being examined. The lights and sound 
dim. DR SULEIMAN enters and inspects us, reading our 
temperatures with a thermometer gun. A brisk, cursory 
assessment. The doctor nods in satisfaction.

DR SULEIMAN Here you all are, in the flesh. Huddled together like bees in a 
hive. You really don’t realise how extraordinary you are. 

DR SULEIMAN inspects a couple of them physically — 
touches their hair or brushes a cheek.

OLYMPIA Should you be touching them?

DR SULEIMAN This combination of people. 

OLYMPIA I mean, I don’t care.

DR SULEIMAN The miracle of you … 

OLYMPIA I won’t get sick. Never do. But you — 

DR SULEIMAN The things you combine to make possible. To eliminate. To 
— but I’ve said too much. You must be exhausted. Confused? 
Don’t be. It will all make sense soon. Our lucky lottery 
winners. We’re calling you Pod Three. 

VOICE OVER The Spiritus Mundi salutes our healthcare workers, our 
scientists and all those at the Thorn Corporation who have 
made salvation possible. Please take this opportunity to rise and 
applaud the Thorn Corporation. All hail ex-President Thorn!

WOLFGANG rises and applauds dutifully, OLYMPIA 
more indifferently. 

A strobe beams down and dramatically illuminates one patron. 

DR SULEIMAN Oh! Our most enthusiastic applauder! [DR SULEIMAN 
strokes the patron’s face] Congratulations! You’ve won! Stand 
up, please. [She does.] Come with me. [Lights down on the 
audience.] What’s your name, dear?
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VIVIEN Vivien.

DR SULEIMAN ‘Vivien’. Like the enchantress in Arthurian legend. You’re 
the lady of the lake.

VIVIEN I think my mother actually named me after an old actress.

DR SULEIMAN Come with me.

VIVIEN Where are we going?

DR SULEIMAN You’ve won a pampering package! 

VIVIEN I thought we were all getting one.

DR SULEIMAN No. Just you! Come.

OLYMPIA Wait! You need to tell us what’s going on. 

DR SULEIMAN The cruise is back under way, Baroness! Pop up onto the 
concourse and enjoy the pretty lights.

OLYMPIA Something’s not right.

DR SULEIMAN Nonsense.

OLYMPIA I’m confused. Why are they here?

DR SULEIMAN Why is anyone here? 

OLYMPIA Because we paid our weight in gold to come aboard!

DR SULEIMAN Not everyone has your means. You wouldn’t deny Vivien 
here her place on board?

OLYMPIA I might.

VIVIEN I should go back with the others.

OLYMPIA Why aren’t they all down in steerage?

DR SULEIMAN There is no steerage aboard the Spiritus Mundi, Baroness.



New Babylon by Stephen Carleton

19A Playlab Theatre Publication 

WOLFGANG “The Thorn Corporation has converted all economy 
accommodation to world’s-best medical, health and 
fitness facilities.”

DR SULEIMAN Have you memorised the brochure, Wolfgang?

WOLFGANG Yes.

VIVIEN I don’t mind sleeping in the gym.

OLYMPIA There! Put them all in sleeping bags.

DR SULEIMAN Nonsense.

OLYMPIA It wasn’t like this before. 

DR SULEIMAN The world isn’t like it was before. 

OLYMPIA It was just us; cruising alone; watching the world collapse 
from a safe and hygienic distance.

DR SULEIMAN We’re entering the postdiluvian paradigm.

OLYMPIA The what?

WOLFGANG ‘After the flood’.

OLYMPIA Oh god. That sounds like Jeff.

WOLFGANG The harem leader?

OLYMPIA He was obsessed with paradigms too.

DR SULEIMAN The Great Restructuring is under way.

OLYMPIA Yes, but that’s what I mean. Things have been going to pot 
for years. That was what we did on the other tours. We 
watched ice shelfs crashing into the sea, glaciers melting. 
We took photos!

DR SULEIMAN We don’t have that luxury any more, Baroness. You heard 
the announcements. A shelf the size of an entire country 
has just collapsed. 
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OLYMPIA And Singapore’s flooded, yes we know.

DR SULEIMAN Not just Singapore. Manhattan’s under water. Amsterdam. 
Cairo. Jakarta.

OLYMPIA They moved that years ago.

DR SULEIMAN There are 10 million people in Tokyo alone — displaced. 
Destitute. 

OLYMPIA I know all that.

DR SULEIMAN [Smiling] But you don’t seem to have absorbed the reality. 

OLYMPIA I’ve paid millions to leave it behind. 

DR SULEIMAN And for that we salute you. But I thought we made this 
clear when you boarded. This is not like the other cruises 
you went on. This is bigger, grander, more …

OLYMPIA What?

DR SULEIMAN More final. It’s the climax of something. Think of all the 
crops that have flooded, the markets and produce that have 
been lost. The rotting, the stench. Every major population 
centre in the world is inundated, either with water, with 
immigrants or with disease.

WOLFGANG We’re safer out here. 

DR SULEIMAN Precisely! Have some compassion, Baroness. They are first 
world climate change refugees. We have an obligation to 
help them. They’ve survived indescribable trauma to make 
it here. [to VIVIEN] Haven’t you?

VIVIEN It’s been horrific. I’ve seen things — done things to get 
here that …

DR SULEIMAN Hush now. Don’t think about that anymore. [to the others] 
We could only accommodate 400. They’re incredibly 
fortunate to be here. 
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OLYMPIA Yes, so you keep saying. They’ve won some sort of lottery. 
Bully for them! We’re paying for it, I suppose.

DR SULEIMAN The Thorn Corporation doesn’t believe in private wealth.

OLYMPIA Oh, rubbish! Ronald Thorn’s one of the richest men on the 
planet, for god’s sake! 

DR SULEIMAN All hail Ronald Thorn!

WOLFGANG, VIVIEN and DR SULEIMAN snap to a salute.

OLYMPIA Where are we taking them? For how long? Are we dropping 
them off somewhere? And what about us? If everything’s 
flooded, what are we supposed to do? Float around for 
ever? [Brandishing a lanyard] My pockets do run deep, but 
I can’t keep swiping this indefinitely. What if you run out of 
food and wine? What are we going to eat?

DR SULEIMAN The Corporation has everything under control, Baroness. 
We’ll put down eventually. And restock. 

OLYMPIA Where? 

VIVIEN In New Babylon.

OLYMPIA Excuse me?

VIVIEN That’s what we went into the lottery for. New Babylon.

OLYMPIA There’s no such place.

VIVIEN There is! 

OLYMPIA I’ve been everywhere in the world at least three times and 
I’ve never heard of it. 

VIVIEN It has to exist!

DR SULEIMAN Of course it does, dear.

WOLFGANG Is it a mystery destination?
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OLYMPIA I don’t like mysteries I’m not a part of. 

WOLFGANG I know.

OLYMPIA Why does she know about it when we don’t? 

VIVIEN You promised! They’re taking us to —

DR SULEIMAN  Hush now.

VIVIEN [rising panic] You said you were saving us!

DR SULEIMAN You are safe.

VIVIEN I left my baby behind! 

OLYMPIA She’s hysterical!

WOLFGANG Can I do something to help calm her?

DR SULEIMAN retrieves an implement from a pocket, 
speaks quietly into a pager.

VIVIEN My baby! MY BABY!!!!!

DR SULEIMAN jabs her neck; more vapour is squirted over 
the pod. VIVIEN is instantly sedated — slumps into a seat 
next to OLYMPIA, who swats her off. WOLFGANG tends her.

DR SULEIMAN Let’s get her to sick bay.

WOLFGANG She’s unconscious. 

OLYMPIA Unconscious? She’s stone cold dead!

DR SULEIMAN Don’t be histrionic.

WOLFGANG [running his hand over her like a scanner] Her heartbeat is 
regular, Liebling, and her temperature is 36.8 degrees. 

OLYMPIA How do you do that?

WOLFGANG She just needs a moment.
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OLYMPIA Isn’t he clever?

DR SULEIMAN A genius. Help me lift her to sick bay, Wolfgang.

WOLFGANG She’ll revive in approximately … 45 seconds.

OLYMPIA Why is she so desperate to get to this New Babylon? 

DR SULEIMAN She’s distressed, Baroness. She’s not thinking clearly.

OLYMPIA You never answer a question directly! You must have some 
idea where we’re going and what’s happening.

DR SULEIMAN The world is in chaos, Baroness! We have no idea how 
many will survive the Great Collapse, but rest assured we 
aboard the Spiritus Mundi will number amongst the first 
postdiluvian generations. These lottery winners are our 
gene pool. 

OLYMPIA What a ghastly thought.

WOLFGANG And so are we.

DR SULEIMAN Yes. And so are you.

OLYMPIA Yes, well. [pats her pregnant stomach] Just doing my bit. 
It’s important that the right people breed.

DR SULEIMAN Indeed. Now if you’ll excuse me. Vivien seems to be 
rousing. I need to take her to …

OLYMPIA New Babylon.

DR SULEIMAN New Babylon. Yes. That’s the plan. 

OLYMPIA Finally! A concrete answer! And where exactly is it? 

DR SULEIMAN The co-ordinates constantly change.

OLYMPIA Why?

DR SULEIMAN Well it wouldn’t be a mystery destination if there was no 
mystery, would it? 
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OLYMPIA Who else lives there? And what’s it like? What’s there, exactly?

DR SULEIMAN Safe haven, dear.

OLYMPIA For them or for us?

DR SULEIMAN Oh, questions, questions, questions!

OLYMPIA If everyone on the planet can head there, it’s not exclusive 
at all. None of this makes any sense. You’re keeping secrets 
from us and I won’t stand for it!

DR SULEIMAN Relax, Baroness. Enjoy a glass of prosecco on the concourse. 
Baby won’t mind. Take photos of Singapore flooding. 
Mingle with your peers.

WOLFGANG ‘We’re all in this together.’

DR SULEIMAN Oh, Wolfgang; you listened! Well done you. Now if you’ll 
excuse me, I need to take Vivien to the pampering parlour, 
and then I have 4 other pods to inspect.

WOLFGANG tends to rousing VIVIEN and placing her 
carefully upright and on her feet under the following.

ASTRID [returning, glammed up for dinner] You! Nurse Ratched! 
Where’s my partner?

DR SULEIMAN Oh, Astrid!

OLYMPIA She has a name!

DR SULEIMAN You gave me a start. I thought you were sleeping. 
Welcome aboard.

ASTRID Answer the question. 

DR SULEIMAN Your partner is still in quarantine.

ASTRID Why?

DR SULEIMAN Borers.



New Babylon by Stephen Carleton

25A Playlab Theatre Publication 

OLYMPIA/ASTRID What?

DR SULEIMAN Everything has to be fumigated.

OLYMPIA Does he have a wooden leg?

ASTRID Fuck you.

OLYMPIA [fiddling with her cochlear] What did she say?

WOLFGANG Nothing.

OLYMPIA Did she just swear? 

ASTRID It took them [us] ten minutes.

OLYMPIA My cochlear edits out expletives.

DR SULEIMAN You will be reunited at the earliest convenience.

ASTRID It’s convenient for me now. [Beat.] The service here is 
terrible! No one helped me to my room. No one hung up 
my outfits! No maid! I can’t even get a WIFI signal.

DR SULEIMAN There isn’t one.

ASTRID When will you fix it?

DR SULEIMAN We are our own society. 

ASTRID I want to know what’s happening.

DR SULEIMAN We are complete.

ASTRID My stocks and shares.

DR SULEIMAN None of that exists anymore.

ASTRID I’m a futures speculator! 

OLYMPIA I read the tarot!

ASTRID I need to work from here. I paid a fucking fortune — 
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DR SULEIMAN — and we thank you. Perhaps when we arrive in New 
Babylon we’ll be able to rebuild and reconnect with 
other colonists. In the meantime, let’s enjoy each other’s 
analogue company. 

ASTRID I feel sick.

DR SULEIMAN Don’t be. We’re assembling all the right people. 

ASTRID Sea sick.

DR SULEIMAN I’ll come back with a stabiliser.

VIVIEN Where am I?

ASTRID In hell.

VIVIEN Who are you all?

DR SULEIMAN You’re amongst friends. This way, dear.

DR SULEIMAN exits briskly with VIVIEN.

OLYMPIA [eyeing the lottery winners] This is our gene pool? Yes, 
well, I don’t think I’ll be taking a dip.

ASTRID throws away her sunglasses in disgust.

ASTRID These are fucking useless. 

 Where are my — [rummages through her bag] — shit!

WOLFGANG Is there a problem?

ASTRID My glasses.

OLYMPIA inspects the audience with renewed curiosity.

OLYMPIA I mean, what if that one bred with that one?

WOLFGANG You threw them over there.

OLYMPIA Can you imagine?
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ASTRID Not those, you ball sack. My indoor ones. They’re not here. 
I’ve left them — shit!

WOLFGANG I’m sure Dr Suleiman can fit you with —

ASTRID Yes, thanks for that, Captain Obvious.

OLYMPIA I suppose it might be an opportunity to breed out 
undesirables. All sorts of things. Baldness. Obesity.

ASTRID [indicates OLYMPIA’s baby] Does she think you’re the father?

WOLFGANG Yes.

ASTRID chokes on a snort.

OLYMPIA What’s so funny?

ASTRID That’s good. I need a laugh today.

OLYMPIA It was either him or the Baron. The timing’s murky. We 
haven’t been properly introduced. I’m Baroness Olympia von 
Willendorf. This is my consort, Wolfgang.

ASTRID I really don’t care.

OLYMPIA And ‘Astrid', is it? 

ASTRID When are they feeding us? 

OLYMPIA My husband was Baron Rudi von Willendorf. 

ASTRID I’m starving.

OLYMPIA He was my surgeon. Fabulous hands! Lived around the corner. 
Knocked on the door and rescued me from the pandemonium 
when it all started. The rising tides and the rioting and looting. 
Everyone else died. My sister was blown up. My niece. Well, I 
don’t know what happened to her. She wouldn’t leave the house. 
Jeff went into the desert in a jeep. And then Rudi whisked me 
off to Austria. Then he died a month after we were married. 
They do, don’t they? Wolfgang was his personal attendant. 
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ASTRID You’re fucking your husband’s carer?

WOLFGANG ‘It’s a thing.’

OLYMPIA The Baron was poly something or other. It was all terribly 
romantic. 

ASTRID How did you actually – [get pregnant at your age?]

WOLFGANG The Baron was one of the world’s most gifted genetic 
engineers.

OLYMPIA I have the uterus of a 25-year-old.

ASTRID Ew.

WOLFGANG Figuratively speaking.

OLYMPIA He did all sorts of marvellous things to me to keep me 
young and healthy! Really, I could be 200 years old and 
you wouldn’t know. I think that’s the way it’s going to go, 
isn’t it? Fewer of us, but longer lives. Half my genes have 
been manipulated one way or another. I suspect I have an 
obligation to pass them on … [she scans the audience.] I 
mean, it wasn’t planned. Never had the desire to incubate. 
More interested in adventure than motherhood. But 
perhaps fate has decreed it. Perhaps I’m saving humanity. 
That’s what we’re all here for. Apparently.

ASTRID Speak for yourself.

OLYMPIA You’re not joining the ark?

ASTRID Have you looked out the window? Singapore’s under 
half a metre of water. No flights in or out. The world’s in 
lockdown again. My property investments are all gone. 
My cryptocurrency has collapsed. Wiped from the stock 
market. Billions — gone! I need a base. Not an ark. Not a 
creepy eco-tour. Not a fucking refugee shelter. A base. 
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OLYMPIA Did you know about this New Babylon?

ASTRID They mentioned something about it at the agency.

OLYMPIA Everybody knows about it except us!

WOLFGANG The itinerary does keep changing.

OLYMPIA We’ve been here on our own for the past month. I mean, 
there are others in their own suites, of course. One rubs 
shoulders at mealtimes. But we all had to isolate while we 
were berthed in Singapore. So tedious! This section has 
been eerily quiet, hasn’t it, Wolfgang? 

WOLFGANG Yes.

OLYMPIA I’m simply yearning to talk. The floodgates have been 
opened, and words, words, words must be released! [She 
looks at her stomach.] I suppose I’ll have to talk to this 
when it’s born. I’m not in the least bit maternal. You’ll 
know what to do with it, won’t you?

WOLFGANG I expect so.

OLYMPIA What to feed it and so forth. I was eating all of the 
endangered species, you know.

ASTRID No, I don’t know.

OLYMPIA In my former life. To keep them alive.

ASTRID Gross.

OLYMPIA That’s how you do it. In a capitalist paradigm. Lord knows 
what we do now that we’re post whatever we are. Eat 
plastic, I suspect.

WOLFGANG Charles Darwin ate one of every species he collected.

OLYMPIA Did he? Now, that’s fascinating! 
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ASTRID Could you not — 

OLYMPIA Why did he do that?

WOLFGANG A means of classification? Or perhaps just satisfying some 
primal curiosity. To know what iguana tastes like.

OLYMPIA The ingester of all he surveys.

WOLFGANG To feel the crunch of bone and the tearing of sinew 
between one’s own teeth. 

ASTRID suddenly vomits violently into a pot plant.

OLYMPIA Kakapo tasted quite good.

WOLFGANG The pus-filled crunch of stag beetle.

ASTRID hurls even more violently.

OLYMPIA Oh dear. 

WOLFGANG Here. [Hands her a towel.] Let me wipe your face.

She lets him. Recovers slightly.

OLYMPIA Mal de mer. 

WOLFGANG Keep her talking. 

OLYMPIA It’s all about ear pressure. I just ignore it.

WOLFGANG Change the topic.

OLYMPIA Oh. Er … Tell us more about your partner. Will we like him?

ASTRID groans.

OLYMPIA What’s his name?

ASTRID  [irritably] What ‘he’?

OLYMPIA She then? They? 
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ASTRID I don’t do performative labels.

OLYMPIA She’s a performer?

WOLFGANG She’s referring to the inherent performativity of culturally 
assigned markers.

ASTRID Shut up, both of you!

OLYMPIA Well, why didn’t you say so? What kind of performer are 
you? You look like you could be a dancer. You’re ropy.

ASTRID You look like an ancient reptile that’s swallowed an egg!

 Beat.

OLYMPIA No, I’m sorry, I don’t understand that at all. Is this part 
of the performance? [To WOLFGANG]. Have the cruise 
people organised it? 

ASTRID I’m going back to my cabin. I’m too sick to eat.

OLYMPIA Do you think that’s what she’s been doing here all along? Is 
it finished?

ASTRID Fuck off.

OLYMPIA applauds ASTRID’s exit. WOLFGANG 
stands and joins in. A xylophone chime and a voice over 
announcement:

VOICE OVER For paying guests, dinner will now be served in the 
banquet hall. 

OLYMPIA Oh, we missed the champagne!

VOICE OVER For our lucky lottery winners, agar nutrient blocks will be 
distributed shortly. 

OLYMPIA Let’s go and see what’s on the menu tonight. I’ve got a 
hankering for something pelagic.
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WOLFGANG You really should avoid marine life from the top of the 
food chain. You’ll absorb their accumulated pollutants.

OLYMPIA Oh, bosh!

WOLFGANG escorts OLYMPIA out.

TRANSITION SCENE
A delivery person in head to toe PPE deposits an elegant 
chair in the common room. Gives it a spray, and leaves.

SCENE TWO 
VIVIEN enters, sporting a smart bobbed haircut. She 
seems reluctant to return to the pack, having tasted the life 
of luxury. She examines the beauty of the salon. Admires 
the ferns. Are they real? Flops in the chaise longue like she’s 
seen screen sirens do in the movies.

Hops up. She approaches the new chair, strokes it 
sensuously, is about to sit in it when ASTRID enters.

ASTRID Get your hands off that!

VIVIEN I — I was just —

ASTRID Never touch it!

VIVIEN I didn’t sit on it.

ASTRID You’re polluted! You defile it just by looking at it!

VIVIEN I wasn’t —
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ASTRID 1.5m away! Minimum! You shouldn’t even look in its 
direction! You should bow before beauty like this.

VIVIEN It does look expensive.

ASTRID Shut up! [ASTRID rushes to the chair and tends it.] Are you 
ok, my love? What did they do to you in quarantine? 

VIVIEN I like the quality of the wood.

ASTRID I know. Yes, it’s good to see you, too.

VIVIEN Are you talking to me?

ASTRID Yes, she does have lovely eyes. 

VIVIEN Who? Me?

ASTRID But you should keep yours to yourself, you naughty thing.

OLYMPIA enters with WOLFGANG. 

VIVIEN Is it a family heirloom?

ASTRID Ignore her. Referring to you like you’re a — a piece of furniture.

OLYMPIA It’s quite obviously a chair, dear. May I? I need to put my feet up.

ASTRID Keep away from it! All of you. 

OLYMPIA Is this another performance?

WOLFGANG I think this is the partner Astrid was referring to.

OLYMPIA Where?

WOLFGANG There.

OLYMPIA There’s no one there.

WOLFGANG The chair.

OLYMPIA What about it?
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WOLFGANG The partner.

OLYMPIA The chair? Her partner is a chair?

ASTRID Do you have a problem with that?

OLYMPIA gets the giggles.

OLYMPIA I see now why borers were a problem.

ASTRID Organicist cunt.

OLYMPIA Each to their own. I’m fabulously broad-minded, aren’t 
I, Wolfgang?

WOLFGANG You are, poppet.

OLYMPIA There. I’ve accepted you and the chair already.

ASTRID We don’t care whether you accept us or not.

OLYMPIA Good.

ASTRID Good.

OLYMPIA Lovely. [to VIVIEN] You seem as though you’ve recovered 
somewhat. Your haircut looks lovely, dear? Did they look 
after you?

VIVIEN Oh, yes. 

OLYMPIA Well that’s good. Now, off you pop.

VIVIEN You should try it. You all should. 

OLYMPIA Thank you. Back to your coop now.

VIVIEN [to audience] It will be one of you next, I’m sure. We’re so 
lucky to be on board. We really are all in this together.

OLYMPIA Well, now. Someone’s had her batteries charged.

ASTRID They’ve pumped her full of uppers.
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VIVIEN Would you like to know what they did to me?

OLYMPIA Not especially, dear…

VIVIEN There was a health check-up first. They took blood. 

OLYMPIA What a treat. Wolfgang, [has he been saying hello to the chair?] 
be a dear and show Vivien back to her seat, would you?

VIVIEN [He tries but she evades him.] I was inoculated against — well, 
everything. With just one jab. Painless. I’ll never be ill again!

OLYMPIA That’s ridiculous. There’s no single vaccine for everything!

VIVIEN [to audience] None of us need ever be ill again. Can you 
imagine that? [to others] And then there was a sauna. 

ASTRID Told you. Gas chamber.

VIVIEN Then massages, exotic oils. Then the haircut, and clean 
clothes. I feel wonderful.

OLYMPIA You certainly smell better than you did before.

VIVIEN It’s funny. When I arrived here, I was so overwhelmed — in 
shock, really — about what it took to get here. They separate 
families, you know. Just pull numbers out of a hat, and if it’s 
you and not your partner or your child, well … There were 
horrific scenes. People begging, beseeching each other to 
trade places. Giving away everything to bring their daughter 
or their son with them. Trying to send their children in their 
place. But no one was allowed to swap. No one. Screaming, 
wailing at the fences of the detention camps as they were 
helicoptered off. And now … Well I feel strangely detached 
from it all. Not just numb. But …

ASTRID Stoned.

VIVIEN Sanguine. I feel so sanguine about it all. 



36 Stephen Carleton

OLYMPIA Yes, well, a good massage will do that. [She notices ASTRID 
and the Chair, flirting with each other, canoodling.] Excuse 
me, but is there a reason the Chair was placed in our 
common area and not in your cabin?

ASTRID This is where I asked quam to be delivered.

OLYMPIA ‘quam’?

ASTRID quam has quam’s own personal pronoun.

OLYMPIA Marvellous! [to WOLFGANG] Did you see me adjust to 
that straight away, Wolfgang. Aren’t I terribly modern? 

WOLFGANG You’re a miracle, Liebling.

OLYMPIA You wouldn’t prefer to have quam in your cabin?

ASTRID quam prefers sex in public places.

OLYMPIA Ah. Just like Rudi. Dislocated his pelvis on our honeymoon, 
beneath the shadow of the Matterhorn. [to WOLFGANG] 
Lucky you were there, darling.

Xylophone chime. The Panopticon reveals DR SULEIMAN.

DR SULEIMAN Our crew just rescued a sea turtle caught in netting in the 
ship’s wake. Turtle soup on the menu tonight. 

OLYMPIA Oh, not again.

DR SULEIMAN Ha ha ha. Only joking. Fun fact! The rise in sea temperature 
has turned all sea turtles in this part of the world female. They 
are a doomed species. Did you know that Charles Darwin’s 
Galapagos Island tortoise, Harriet, survived at Australia Zoo 
until the year 2006, almost 150 years after he left it behind?

OLYMPIA It’s lucky he didn’t eat it. 

DR SULEIMAN We’re naming our turtle ‘Harriet’ in her honour. She’ll 
outlive us all! We are now entering the Torres Strait! Enjoy.
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Return to muzak. It continues as underscore.

VIVIEN I should return to my quarters.

OLYMPIA Yes, you should. Wolfgang, I think it’s time for us to turn in 
too. Leave them to it …

Another squirt of vapour over the audience.

The muzak increases in volume, but appears to get stuck 
on a particular phrase. It’s not necessarily that this is 
what everyone else is hearing, but it’s how it sounds to 
VIVIEN (and to us). She falls into a sort of trance as the 
music distorts, sours, echoes, fades to be replaced by a high 
pitched, ultrasonic hum that the others can’t hear. She 
delivers the following robotically, on a single note:

VIVIEN We are witnessing one of the great collapses. We are 
witnessing one of the great external shocks. One paradigm 
breaks down as another one rises to take its place. We 
are witnessing the inevitable conclusion of the capitalist 
cycle. The end of supply and demand. The end of insatiable 
consumption. In the postcapitalist paradigm there will be 
no more scarcity. In the postcapitalist paradigm sunshine, 
wind and water will replace — In the postcapitalist 
paradigm — In the postcapitalist paradigm — !

[And the effect abruptly switches off. Everything resumes to 
normal. The muzak is soothing and innocuous once more. 
VIVIEN is her old self and doesn’t seem to be aware that 
anything weird just happened.]

 [smiles warmly] Good night.

WOLFGANG/CHAIR
OLYMPIA/ASTRID Good night.
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TRANSITION SCENE
Social distancing info fills the screens during the transition. 
‘Lucky lottery winners remain in your pods and maintain a 
healthy physical distance from paying customers. You will 
be escorted above board for some sunlight and exercise once 
paying guests have returned to their rooms after breakfast.’ 
Do we see or overhear ASTRID and quam having sex?

SCENE THREE
The lights slowly rise. Dawn emerges on the ocean view 
through the porthole/panopticon. ASTRID and the Chair are 
placed opposite each other, not talking. Post-sex. They have 
had a blazing row. A brooding silence.

ASTRID Stop judging me!

Silence.

 I said stop it!

Beat.

 No, you shut up!

DR SULEIMAN enters briskly.

DR SULEIMAN Lovers’ tiff?

ASTRID quam thinks I’m selfish and cold-hearted.

DR SULEIMAN Really?

ASTRID quam thinks I’m indifferent to the plight of the lottery winners.

DR SULEIMAN And is quam correct?
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ASTRID quam thinks it was wrong to have sex in front of them. 

DR SULEIMAN Oh, dear, you didn’t.

ASTRID [to quam] I thought you liked sex in public! 

Beat. 

 Oh, different how?

DR SULEIMAN I’d listen to quam, dear.

ASTRID [to the Chair] You see? Everyone always takes your side. 

DR SULEIMAN No one likes to witness a spectacle like that.

ASTRID Don’t pretend you weren’t watching through that fucking 
panopticon.

DR SULEIMAN It’s a video projection screen, dear, not an instrument of 
surveillance. 

ASTRID Bullshit. I had them installed in half my investment properties.

DR SULEIMAN Well, you’re the expert then, aren’t you? Now. I brought that 
stabiliser with me. I’m sorry I didn’t get back to you sooner 
with it. Are you still feeling nauseous?

ASTRID Wouldn’t you if you had that lot staring at you every 
waking minute?

DR SULEIMAN I’ll take that as a ‘yes’? 

ASTRID What did you call them — bees in a hive?

DR SULEIMAN Show me your neck.

She does, as DR SULEIMAN retrieves the device.

ASTRID They’re too docile for bees. You got them drugged?

DR SULEIMAN Quick feeling of pressure.
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A stamp on her neck.

ASTRID Ow! [And it’s done.] What did you do to her?

DR SULEIMAN Who?

ASTRID Vivien.

DR SULEIMAN I don’t know what you mean.

ASTRID Yes, you do. 

DR SULEIMAN The haircut?

ASTRID She was spewing propaganda like a daughter of the 
revolution. When she snapped out of it, she acted like 
nothing had happened. 

DR SULEIMAN Sounds like posttraumatic stress disorder to me. What 
were you talking about when it happened? 

ASTRID Nothing.

DR SULEIMAN Was there a trigger?

ASTRID Shit music. 

DR SULEIMAN I’ll have her re-examined. 

ASTRID Good. [to the Chair] You see? I care. I care!

DR SULEIMAN You shouldn’t experience any nausea for the next couple of 
days. Enough time for you to find your sea legs. We’ll just 
pop this on your credit account, will we?

ASTRID I’ve paid for everything in advance.

DR SULEIMAN There are on-costs and optional extras …

ASTRID Whatever. I need new glasses.

DR SULEIMAN For vision or for light protection?
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ASTRID Both.

DR SULEIMAN We’re not quite fitted for prescription vision, I’m afraid.

ASTRID What?

DR SULEIMAN We can perform optometric examinations, but we don’t have 
the stock of —

ASTRID You said everything was covered.

DR SULEIMAN It’s just a supply issue.

ASTRID I don’t care what the issue is. Fix it!

DR SULEIMAN We’re in the middle of the Pacific —

ASTRID Solve it!

DR SULEIMAN I’ll do my best.

ASTRID I get migraines!

DR SULEIMAN I’m sure something can be arranged. Let me make enquiries. 
Vivien! Where are you, dear?

VIVIEN I’m here. [She joins them]

DR SULEIMAN Did you overhear our conversation?

VIVIEN Yes. No.

DR SULEIMAN Which is it?

VIVIEN I did, but I didn’t. It’s like I heard what you were saying, but 
I didn’t care.

DR SULEIMAN Good.

ASTRID Drugs.

DR SULEIMAN Shock. You need more pampering.

VIVIEN It should be someone else’s turn. Theirs. Or theirs. I feel guilty.
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DR SULEIMAN Their turn will come. There’s plenty of pampering for all! Scarcity 
is the root of all resentment; eliminate that and you eliminate 
want; eliminate want and you eliminate conflict; eliminate 
conflict, and we have the makings of a new — [‘society’]

OLYMPIA bursts excitedly into the room, WOLFGANG in tow.

OLYMPIA It’s kicking!

DR SULEIMAN What?

OLYMPIA The monkey! I felt it kick!

DR SULEIMAN Well, isn’t that marvellous?

OLYMPIA I hadn’t said anything to anyone. About how stationary it had 
been before now.

DR SULEIMAN But you must.

OLYMPIA But it’s kicking away now. Wolfgang felt it too, didn’t you dear?

WOLFGANG Like a ripple beneath the ocean surface.

ASTRID Probably a crocodile.

DR SULEIMAN You should have scans.

OLYMPIA No, no. Everything’s perfectly all right.

DR SULEIMAN At your age. There could be complications.

OLYMPIA It’s all perfectly straightforward.

DR SULEIMAN Nutrients. Supplements.

OLYMPIA I’m eating seafood.

DR SULEIMAN We can arrange progesterone.

OLYMPIA Why?

DR SULEIMAN Or something for the morning sickness.
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OLYMPIA Haven’t had any. 

DR SULEIMAN I have a stabiliser with me.

OLYMPIA You’ve been trying to harpoon me with that implement 
since we boarded. I told you then and I’ll tell you now: I 
don’t get sick. I don’t believe in it. [A kick.] Oh! There it 
goes again. Do you think it wants to come out? 

DR SULEIMAN How pregnant are you?

OLYMPIA How long is a piece of string?

DR SULEIMAN How many months?

OLYMPIA I don’t know. 7? 

WOLFGANG The baron died in August.

OLYMPIA 8, then? I haven’t paid that much attention.

DR SULEIMAN You’re a fascinating case, baroness. 

OLYMPIA I know.

DR SULEIMAN I’m sure New Babylon will welcome this child with open, 
curious arms…

ASTRID Keep it in your room. I don’t want to hear it.

OLYMPIA Neither do I.

VIVIEN I’ll look after it.

ASTRID [to quam] What? You know I don’t like children. I told you 
that when we met. [Beat.] Oh, yeah, right. And how’s that 
going to work?

WOLFGANG ‘I’d rather give birth to a chair.’

ASTRID Please. I don’t want to see it. I don’t want to hear it. 

 Ow! God. This fucking migraine. 
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VIVIEN I said I’ll look after it.

ASTRID I didn’t ask to share a section with children.

OLYMPIA Well, we didn’t ask to share a section with a —

ASTRID A what?

DR SULEIMAN Ladies, please.

OLYMPIA With a —

ASTRID Say it.

OLYMPIA [to WOLFGANG] You say it. 

WOLFGANG With a Stuhl Ficker1. 

ASTRID There! There! 

DR SULEIMAN If we could just lower the temperature a little …

ASTRID Don’t think saying it in German is any less offensive, 
you arsehole!

OLYMPIA He’s Austrian.

ASTRID [to Chair] Don’t listen to them.

OLYMPIA She’s barking mad.

ASTRID Organicist bigots!

OLYMPIA There’s no such thing!

ASTRID This is what I have to put up with! You know why this is 
so hypocritical?

OLYMPIA You’ve been completely unpleasant since you arrived.

ASTRID She’s fucking a piece of plastic herself!

1. Chair-fucker
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OLYMPIA I’m doing what to what?

ASTRID Having sex. With a piece of plastic!

OLYMPIA I most certainly am not!

ASTRID She doesn’t even know it.

DR SULEIMAN Astrid …

ASTRID We all know it.

OLYMPIA Know what?

ASTRID [to DR SULEIMAN] You know it. You let it aboard.

DR SULEIMAN We don’t judge.

ASTRID [to VIVIEN] You know it too, don’t you? 

VIVIEN Well, I had my suspicions.

ASTRID There!

VIVIEN I’ve never seen one before.

OLYMPIA What do you all know? 

VIVIEN In the flesh. 

OLYMPIA Wolfgang?

VIVIEN So to speak.

WOLFGANG [to the others] I’m ethically obliged to comply with the 
Baroness’s desire for —

ASTRID What — denial? 

OLYMPIA What are you blathering on about? 

ASTRID He’s an android.

OLYMPIA Who is?
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ASTRID Him.

OLYMPIA What nonsense.

ASTRID The Thorn Corporation pioneered them! There’s dozens of 
them all over the ship! Serving the canapes. Dishing out Valium 
like candy dispensers. How have you not noticed them?

OLYMPIA I have no idea what you’re talking about.

ASTRID Are you blind as well as deaf? It’s the adult multi-service droid.

OLYMPIA Bosh!

ASTRID claps twice.

WOLFGANG I live to serve.

ASTRID See? [Claps twice]

WOLFGANG I aim to please. 

ASTRID Gigolo, chemist, waiter. Whatever you want. My mother had 
the same model. He belonged to your husband, right? Let’s 
check the search history …

[She presses something in WOLFGANG’s wrist.]

OLYMPIA Take your hands off him!

ASTRID How are you doing, Wolfgang? It’s the Baron, here.

WOLFGANG I’m fine, Herr Baron. 

ASTRID I feel like sex.

WOLFGANG Okay. Would you like to defecate in my mouth again?

ASTRID Ha!

OLYMPIA Oh, god!

DR SULEIMAN Oh, dear.
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WOLFGANG Would you like me to say it in Austrian, Herr Baron?

OLYMPIA Make him stop!

WOLFGANG Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl2. 

OLYMPIA Turn it off!

WOLFGANG [stroking ASTRID’s nose] Mein kleiner Scheißliebhaber3. 

ASTRID Sounds like your baron was more than ‘poly something’. 

VIVIEN How did he keep it clean?

ASTRID They’re self-sterilising.

WOLFGANG Gib mir deine Scheiße!!

OLYMPIA Turn it off, turn it off!

DR SULEIMAN Disable it, Astrid!

She does as OLYMPIA collapses onto the Chair clutching 
her stomach.

VIVIEN Not the —

OLYMPIA Oh, God!

Hastily moves across to the chaise.

DR SULEIMAN Let’s get you off to the parlour. Both of you. Baroness? 
Massage? Uppers? Downers?

OLYMPIA Yes, I think I …

WOLFGANG goes to escort her. She avoids him. DR 
SULEIMAN, VIVIEN and OLYMPIA exit. WOLFGANG sits 
and smiles benignly. ASTRID exchanges glances with the Chair.

ASTRID I know, right?

2.  Your wish is my command.
3. My little shit-lover. 



48 Stephen Carleton

TRANSITION SCENE 
A visual on the screen: 

Today’s temperature and UV reading 32 C/89 F, UV index: +13 
extreme; recommended sun exposure: 3 minutes. Atmospheric 
pollutant index: 5.5; avoid direct exposure to rain, wind.

The vision is interrupted by a xylophone chime. DR 
SULEIMAN appears on screen.

DR SULEIMAN We are now approaching the Great Pacific Trash Vortex. 
Fun fact! The North Pacific Gyre is the largest manmade 
phenomenon visible from space! But clean-up operations are 
under way. The gyre is shrinking by 40 square kilometres every 
month! The Thorn Corporation’s plastic salvage operations 
will return the planet to its pristine state within decades. In 
the meantime, please make your way to the viewing platform 
on the lido deck if you wish to take photographs of the South 
Pacific Trash Gyre. It’s safe outside for up to 20 minutes today 
so long as you wear a hat and gloves. Enjoy! Our next sight will 
be the Galapagos Islands! 

SCENE FOUR 
ASTRID, OLYMPIA and WOLFGANG are sitting in 
awkward silence. They all know too much about each other. 
ASTRID’s migraine is blinding. No one quite knows where 
to look. DR SULEIMAN sweeps into the room in exaltation, 
guiding VIVIEN.

DR SULEIMAN Wonderful news! Vivien has agreed to the procedure!

ASTRID Sssh!!

WOLFGANG Congratulations.
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VIVIEN Thank you.

DR SULEIMAN The grand sacrifice! 

ASTRID Can you stop shouting?

DR SULEIMAN Oh, humanity will thank you. Your name will become immortal.

OLYMPIA What’s she doing? Colonising Mars?

VIVIEN I’ve agreed to carry a prototype.

ASTRID You’re having a baby for them?

DR SULEIMAN Not just any baby. 

OLYMPIA But I’m the one having a baby.

ASTRID It’s a fucking barnyard here! I need my own section. The noise…

WOLFGANG What do you mean by ‘not just any baby’, Doctor?

DR SULEIMAN The perfect baby.

WOLFGANG All babies are perfect.

OLYMPIA They most certainly are not! What about the ugly ones!?

DR SULEIMAN The baroness is on the right track. Imagine a baby born free 
of every disease known to humanity? A baby born — but I’m 
putting the cart before the horse again. I shouldn’t be talking 
about things that are only in their experimental stages …

WOLFGANG Are you talking about eugenics?

ASTRID Omigod, they’re nazis! Perfect babies. Let me guess: they’re all 
white too?

DR SULEIMAN Nonsense. 

WOLFGANG Ronald Thorn did have something of a reputation while he 
was global president …
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DR SULEIMAN/
WOLFGANG/
VIVIEN All hail Ronald Thorn!

OLYMPIA I quite liked him.

ASTRID He’s a white supremacist! 

OLYMPIA He knew how to deal with protestors. 

ASTRID And an organicist too.

OLYMPIA If I believed in voting, I’d have voted for him.

ASTRID quam wants to know if you’re breeding babies for him?

DR SULEIMAN Don’t be absurd. The Thorn Corporation only ever has 
humanity’s best interests —

ASTRID [sighs] Oh, here we go again. quam has an ethical concern.

DR SULEIMAN Please, go ahead.

ASTRID quam is raising questions of consent and privilege. [under 
her breath] Fuck me. You really want to do this now? [Yes.] 
quam questions Vivien’s ability to consent to anything given 
the survivor’s guilt she is clearly still suffering. 

VIVIEN Oh — no. It’s fine, really.

DR SULEIMAN You see?

ASTRID quam also questions whether Vivien knows what she’s signing 
on to. She’s carrying a prototype? What does that even mean? 

DR SULEIMAN All will become clear.

OLYMPIA When?

VIVIEN I need to do this. 

ASTRID quam says she’s making decisions under the influence of 
whatever drug it is you’re pacifying them with.
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VIVIEN I’m not being coerced.

DR SULEIMAN See?

ASTRID [to the Chair] Satisfied?

VIVIEN I left my own baby behind, you see. 

 All stare at VIVIEN.

 My name came up and theirs didn’t. We tried to swap, but there 
was no negotiating. My partner said go. They’d be all right. 
They’d join me on the next ship. Or the one after. One at a time. 
Two by two …

Silence.

DR SULEIMAN Quite right. And who knows? It may well come to pass.

Everyone knows it won’t.

VIVIEN So you see, I’m happy to do what I can. There’s a feeling deep 
down somewhere that feels something like … consent.

A moment of genuine sympathy as the others absorb the 
implications of what she’s just said.

The silence is broken by a xylophone chime and audio 
announcement.

VOICE OVER Luncheon is served in the Banquet Hall for paying guests. 
Lottery winners will receive agar nutrient blocks shortly.

The muzak underscore.

DR SULEIMAN Eat up before your big day. We need you fit and healthy for 
the trial.

Another squirt of vapour. The music sours and distorts on the 
same line as before. The hum returns. The lighting state changes.
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 VIVIEN [Robotically] In the postcapitalist paradigm there will be 
no more scarcity. In the postcapitalist paradigm sunshine, 
wind and water will replace finite resources. We are 
witnessing the death of carbon.

ASTRID also rises and joins in, on a different, jarring note.

VIVIEN/ASTRID We are witnessing the death of pollution. We are witnessing 
the death of waste. In the postcapitalist paradigm machines 
will replace human labour. In the postcapitalist paradigm 
leisure will replace work. In the postcapitalist paradigm — 
In the postcapitalist paradigm — !

They break abruptly, the music and lighting states return to 
normal. VIVIEN and ASTRID act as though nothing has 
happened, as does DR SULEIMAN after an awkward pause.

DR SULEIMAN [to ASTRID] I’ll get you that pain killer. [smiles benignly and 
signals to VIVIEN that it’s time to go.] Come along, dear.

They exit.

TRANSITION SCENE
A video image advertising New Babylon. More of a 
catalogue brochure with written slogans and puff — ‘New 
Babylon: your home away from home. The future is now.’

VOICE OVER Dear Patrons. It’s Gratitude Thursday. We give thanks 
to the health workers, the scientists and the Thorn 
Corporation who have made salvation possible. Please rise 
and applaud the Thorn Corporation.

DR SULEIMAN enters. Arc lights up on audience. 
SULEIMAN addresses us directly.
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DR SULEIMAN Good morning, Pod Three. No, no. Please. Sit down. 

 I’d like to speak to you privately. 

 You might have guessed by now that you’re more to us than 
mere lottery winners. You know you’re being taken to safe haven. 
[gestures to screen] To New Babylon. You know that you are 
special. You are humanity’s future. You are perhaps beginning 
to suspect that it’s more than just chance that has brought you 
together. I need to let you in on a little secret. It’s true. 

 There was no lottery. 

 You have been chosen because you are special. The 
information we compiled about you when you submitted 
your applications. Your algorithmic footprint. Your genes. 
The unique combination of you. Between you — and you 
alone — we will ensure that in the new paradigm there will 
be no hereditary disease. No problematic gene locus. No 
chromosomal disorders of any kind: left-handedness, gluten 
intolerance, hankerings for double-denim. Hahaha. You make 
that possible. And for that we thank you. 

 There is more that you can do, if you so wish. Vivien has put 
herself forward. You will see what she has become. What she has 
made possible. 

 There is further opportunity. To make New Babylon a paradise 
on earth. 

 There will be no coercion. There will only be reward. 

 Priority disembarkation. 

 Your own private quarters in New Babylon. 

 No need to decide now. 

 Have a think about it. 

 And remember: we’re all in this together.
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SCENE FIVE 
A downcast-looking ASTRID is sitting with her back to the 
Chair. The migraine is diabolical. Ice pack on her head. 
Something about her vision has become worse.

ASTRID quam? There’s a blind spot. You’re becoming blurry. I can 
only see you clearly if I look at you out of the corner of my — 

 Beat. 

 It’s not psychosomatic! How could you be so — ? 

 Beat. 

 If you don’t have anything kind to say, don’t say anything 
at all. 

 She flicks to a view of New Babylon in the portal screens. 

 I need to go there. To fix my eyes. To cure this — 

 OLYMPIA enters excitedly with WOLFGANG, she 
carrying a lorgnette and an ancient looking pair of 
binoculars around her neck, and him dragging a sack.

OLYMPIA I shot it, I shot it! 

ASTRID I need you to be quiet.

OLYMPIA Oh, it was just like the tours used to be! The high tide 
washed straight over everything, didn’t it Wolfgang? 

WOLFGANG It did.

OLYMPIA Creatures swimming and scrambling to survive. Half of 
them were choking on bits of plastic. The volcanoes are the 
only dry land left on the Galapagos now, but they’re using 
them as some sort of sanctuary. 

WOLFGANG Species rehabilitation.
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OLYMPIA For marine iguanas! There are thousands of them crawling 
all over the place. No predators left, you see. I shot one for 
a trophy! Put it there, Wolfgang. Oh, it’s marvellous! You 
should go up and look at it, Astrid. 

ASTRID I can’t go out there. The light blinds me. 

OLYMPIA Let’s send it to the kitchen and cook it. 

ASTRID Everything’s starting to go blurry. 

OLYMPIA A stir fry. With vegetables.

ASTRID It’s all going wrong. 

WOLFGANG Do you want me to remove the plastic?

ASTRID My eyes; quam — everything.

OLYMPIA It’s havoc!!

WOLFGANG People are taking bets over which species survive.

OLYMPIA What did I bet on, Wolfgang?

WOLFGANG The pink land iguana.

OLYMPIA Oh, yes. It’ll be fine. The tortoises can’t climb those slopes. 
It’ll breed with the marine iguana, won’t it? And create 
a new — What’s wrong, dear? You’re looking more than 
usually maudlin. 

ASTRID quam thinks we’re all sick.

OLYMPIA I’m as fit as a fiddle.

ASTRID quam says we’re all decadent. 

 You — [OLYMPIA] — Dead Europe; me — quam called 
me a capitalist dog! 

OLYMPIA Is that an insult?
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ASTRID [to the Chair] Is this about them [us] and the food?

OLYMPIA I don’t especially mind being referred to as decadent.

ASTRID [to the Chair] What do you want me to do? Bring them 
doggie bags?

OLYMPIA You know, if I was a psychologist, I’d find you very interesting. 

VIVIEN enters, bedraggled, weak, disorientated — like 
she’s just walked away from a car crash. 

They all stare at her as she drags herself across the room 
and plonks herself down in the Chair.

ASTRID Stay away from — quam doesn’t like — 

 VIVIEN ignores her; quam doesn’t seem to mind. 

 [to the Chair] Traitor!

VIVIEN I feel sick.

OLYMPIA Then stay away from us.

VIVIEN My — my hair. It’s coming out in clumps.

ASTRID Yuck! Get off quam!

She tries to jimmy her off, but struggles, maintaining social 
distance at the same time.

VIVIEN My head’s full of … full of …

OLYMPIA Pus?

VIVIEN Words. New words.

OLYMPIA Perhaps they’re expanding your brain.

ASTRID Or washing it. [to WOLFGANG] You’re sterilised right?

OLYMPIA He most certainly is not!
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ASTRID You can touch her.

OLYMPIA He fathered my child! 

ASTRID Get her off quam!

VIVIEN I think I’m going mad. I’ve got all this … knowledge. 
Glimpses of history. Languages I …

 Sections of books I’ve never read before. 

 ‘War and Peace’ 

 In Russian. 

 The Ottoman Empire. 

 Ataturk. 

 Who are these people? 

 Get out! 

 Get out of my head!!

SULEIMAN rushes in.

DR SULEIMAN Vivien! 

VIVIEN Go away!

DR SULEIMAN Come back, dear. 

VIVIEN Keep away from me.

OLYMPIA What’s wrong with her?

DR SULEIMAN She’s had a bad reaction.

OLYMPIA To what?

ASTRID The brainwashing. 

VIVIEN They’re cramming my head full of things I don’t care about.
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OLYMPIA All cruise ships do that, dear. 

ASTRID What have you been feeding her?

DR SULEIMAN Omega acids. In mega-doses. Folates. Stem cells. To speed 
things up.

WOLFGANG Speed up what?

DR SULEIMAN The gestation. We don’t have the luxury of time.

ASTRID Why can she speak Russian?

DR SULEIMAN She can’t. But her baby will. 

ASTRID Of course.

DR SULEIMAN And Cantonese. New Babylon needs culturally literate 
citizens. It needs diplomats. It needs — 

ASTRID Super babies.

DR SULEIMAN Yes.

OLYMPIA But I’m having the super baby!

ASTRID Fascists. 

DR SULEIMAN Polymaths!

VIVIEN It’s too much! Too fast. I can feel it. Growing inside me.

DR SULEIMAN You haven’t been implanted yet.

VIVIEN In my head. I feel disoriented. Dis — the occident and 
the orient — the occident of history — the accident of 
time — the …

OLYMPIA Stream of consciousness. I think she’s quoting Virginia Woolf. 

ASTRID She’s crazy. 

OLYMPIA No, no. Just a modernist. 
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DR SULEIMAN Let me just… 

 [Another jab in the neck. A struggle. DR SULEIMAN and 
the sedative win. VIVIEN passes out.] 

 There! 

 I apologise. 

 You weren’t supposed to see that. She escaped from —

OLYMPIA ‘Escaped’?

DR SULEIMAN Left the clinic before she was fully…

OLYMPIA What?

ASTRID Fried.

DR SULEIMAN Fully converted. Recovered. Converted.

ASTRID Omigod. This ship is a fucking cargo cult. 

Everyone lurches in one direction suddenly.

ASTRID What’s happening?

WOLFGANG The ship’s turning.

DR SULEIMAN We’ve received fresh co-ordinates! We’ve been given 
permission to proceed! To New Babylon!

OLYMPIA How exciting! 

DR SULEIMAN Just an extra few days.

ASTRID Good.

OLYMPIA You’ll be adding that to the bill, no doubt.

ASTRID I need urgent medical attention.

DR SULEIMAN Of course



60 Stephen Carleton

ASTRID I can’t see. I’m going blind.

DR SULEIMAN What do you mean? You’re actually losing your vision?

ASTRID I’ve been telling you that for days.

DR SULEIMAN You complained of headaches and some short sightedness.

ASTRID Well, it’s gotten worse!

DR SULEIMAN I see.

OLYMPIA She doesn’t.

DR SULEIMAN Thank you for informing us of this development. I’ve 
taken note …

ASTRID You need to do more than take note.

DR SULEIMAN Thank you very much for letting us know, Astrid. Er … a 
quiet word, if I may, dear …

ASTRID What?

[to one side]

DR SULEIMAN Your line of credit.

ASTRID What about it?

DR SULEIMAN It seems to have dried up.

ASTRID I told you, I paid for everything in advance.

DR SULEIMAN And I mentioned certain ongoing costs.

ASTRID Such as? 

DR SULEIMAN The additional medical attention. 

ASTRID That I’m not receiving.

DR SULEIMAN Your premium cabin. It wasn’t booked indefinitely. 
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ASTRID You keep changing the itinerary. 

DR SULEIMAN And the longer we’re at sea, the more expensive it is to —

ASTRID It’s not my fault you don’t know where you’re going! Just 
get us to New Babylon and some fucking WiFi and I’ll 
have access to all my…

DR SULEIMAN Your what, dear?

ASTRID My resources.

DR SULEIMAN There may need to be some economising along the way.

ASTRID Like what?

DR SULEIMAN You might like to dine with Pod Three.

ASTRID And you might like to kiss my arse!

Everyone stares.

DR SULEIMAN Yes, well. Just saying. Perhaps the premium cabin is a 
little beyond your means? Have a little think about what 
you’d prefer.

ASTRID I’d prefer you to do your job and get us to our destination 
— on time and on cost!

Xylophone chime. Voice over announcement.

VOICE OVER Dear Guests. We apologise for the ship’s instability just now. 
We had to make an abrupt turn. We are now heading south, 
to Easter Island/Rapa Nui. New Babylon lies just beyond. 
There is some severe weather coming up. We will deviate 
slightly from our path to avoid the worst of it. Please call Dr 
Suleiman if you require stabilisers. Enjoy your day.

Xylophone chime. Muzak.

DR SULEIMAN Duty calls …
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The same point of the muzak triggers the same somnambulic 
response in VIVIEN — who rouses as though hypnotised 
from her sedation — and ASTRID. This time we a hear a 
chorus of voices join in; it is coming from us, the audience. 
Only WOLFGANG resists: he observes quizzically from the 
sidelines. DR SULEIMAN hits a switch in his neck and he 
joins in as well.

VIVIEN The postdiluvian transition has begun. A new paradigm is 
dawning. The old labels no longer apply.

ASTRID [joining in] In the postcapitalist paradigm there will be no ‘left’ 
and ‘right’. There will be no ‘collectivism’ and ‘individualism’. 

WOLFGANG/
AUDIENCE  [joining in] In the postcapitalist paradigm, class distinctions 

will become obsolete. In the new paradigm you will be you 
and I will be I. The building of the new paradigm will be 
modular. The building of the new paradigm will be custom-
designed. We’re all in this together. We’re all in this together. 
We’re all —

The effect cuts off. Everything returns to normal. OLYMPIA 
is left open-mouthed, aware that she is the only ‘normal’ 
person left in the room. Maybe in the ship. What has 
happened to everyone? WOLFGANG reaches for OLYMPIA’s 
hand. She avoids it. She and DR SULEIMAN look at each 
other. DR SULEIMAN smiles.

DR SULEIMAN Heavy weather coming!

DR SULEIMAN, ASTRID and VIVIEN exit for medical 
attention. WOLFGANG stays. OLYMPIA suddenly clutches 
her stomach.
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SCENE SIX 
The ship sails into the great storm. It lurches and heaves. 
WOLFGANG and OLYMPIA are tossed around the room. 
We see the storm through the porthole. OLYMPIA goes into 
labour; WOLFGANG swings into action as the midwife. 
The birth takes place as though it is a hammer horror 
dumb show. Cathedral/organ music plays to the thunder 
and lightning as OLYMPIA gives birth to a great, ghoulish 
thing made entirely of plastic. This is accompanied by a 
rapid-fire video montage of the world’s marine creatures 
that have choked on and been deformed by the plastic that 
they have ingested or been ensnared by. A crescendo as 
OLYMPIA screams and WOLFGANG holds the hideous 
plastic waste baby aloft. It is a dead thing.

Blackout.

The storm subsides.

SCENE SEVEN 
When the lights come up, OLYMPIA is in the trundle bed; 
WOLFGANG, ASTRID and DR SULEIMAN are standing 
perkily by her side.

DR SULEIMAN She’s awake.

OLYMPIA What happened?

DR SULEIMAN You were the apex predator.

WOLFGANG The fish at the top of the food chain.

DR SULEIMAN As one of our oldest living creatures. 
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WOLFGANG Our own little Harriet.

DR SULEIMAN You’re the sum total of everything you’ve ever consumed.

WOLFGANG Do you remember me explaining it to you?

DR SULEIMAN All the micro and nano plastics that you’ve ever ingested.

WOLFGANG It all accumulates. 

DR SULEIMAN And — well — fortunately for you, your body has 
expelled it.

WOLFGANG The wounds were severe.

DR SULEIMAN But you’ve survived. Congratulations.

OLYMPIA I don’t understand? Was my baby recycled?

ASTRID There was no fucking baby, you moron. You shit out a 
giant garbage mountain!

OLYMPIA regards her with horror.

DR SULEIMAN Yes, well. I wouldn’t have put it so bluntly. But you really 
are a fascinating case, Baroness. A human being who can 
expel their own accumulated pollutants. Not fertile, but 
… yes. Fascinating. [Beat.] Get some rest now, Baroness. 
Something to eat? More of that marine iguana stirfry you 
enjoy so much?

OLYMPIA There isn’t going to be a little monkey running around?

DR SULEIMAN I’m afraid not.

 A beat while she absorbs this.

OLYMPIA Wolfgang was going to look after it. 

 I wasn’t going to know what to do. 

 It was going to annoy her [ASTRID]. 



New Babylon by Stephen Carleton

65A Playlab Theatre Publication 

 It was going to annoy all of us, most likely. 

 It’s probably for the best that it … 

 That it was never … 

 [to WOLFGANG] You helped me, though. You looked 
after me. Through it all.

WOLFGANG Of course. That’s what my function is.

OLYMPIA Yes, well. That’s good, I suppose. To have learned that. 

WOLFGANG But you always knew that.

OLYMPIA No. I’m not sure that I did. 

 Thank you.

She holds his hand.

WOLFGANG Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl.

OLYMPIA Not in Austrian, dear. Not ever in Austrian. 

 Beat.

 We hear a scream and a splash. 

 What was that!?

DR SULEIMAN I’m not sure.

ASTRID Another jumper.

DR SULEIMAN Nonsense.

OLYMPIA What do you mean, ‘another jumper’?

ASTRID We heard two last night.

DR SULEIMAN It’s the swimming pools. Guests sneaking into them late at 
night after too much wine.
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WOLFGANG Shouldn’t someone go and see if anything needs to be done?

DR SULEIMAN Everything’s fine.

ASTRID You’re losing control. People are going mad.

OLYMPIA Yes! Everyone was chanting.

DR SULEIMAN I beg your pardon?

OLYMPIA Before the storm. All the battery hens in their cages. [to 
ASTRID] You.

ASTRID Me?

OLYMPIA Everyone. Chanting. Vivien was there. Her hair falling out 
in clumps. Spouting foreign languages.

ASTRID She’s delusional.

DR SULEIMAN There was no chanting, dear.

OLYMPIA Yes, there was. 

DR SULEIMAN Nonsense. They’d remember it.

WOLFGANG I have no recollection of witnessing that.

OLYMPIA You didn’t just witness it. You joined in. [to ASTRID] So 
did you.

ASTRID Bullshit. It’s just Vivien. They’ve got her programmed.

DR SULEIMAN You’re over-excited. You need rest.

OLYMPIA grabs ASTRID’s wrist; direct and deadly earnest.

OLYMPIA I’m telling you; you joined in. You’ve done it twice.

DR SULEIMAN Everyone out! Our special patient needs her rest.

Xylophone chime.
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VOICE OVER Dr Suleiman to the lido deck. Dr Suleiman to the lido deck.

DR SULEIMAN checks a personal paging device.

DR SULEIMAN Oh, dear. 

WOLFGANG Is something wrong?

DR SULEIMAN Everything’s perfectly fine. 

 DR SULEIMAN exits hurriedly.

 [Into a pager] I said I’m coming.

SCENE EIGHT 
VIVIEN bursts into the common room.

VIVIEN You need to wake up! You all need to wake up! They’re 
brainwashing us! They’re making me watch films and films 
and films and films. They’re getting inside my brain. They’re 
growing something inside me. It’s not a normal baby. It’s — 
too big. It’s too much. They’re getting rid of us. If things go 
wrong. If we get sick. If we go mad. They’re culling us! I just 
saw them! They threw a woman overboard. When she —

DR SULEIMAN bursts into the room.

DR SULEIMAN Vivien! [into pager] I’ve found her. 

VIVIEN Ask the doctor! 

DR SULEIMAN Come with me, dear.

VIVIEN Tell them what you’re doing.

DR SULEIMAN Forgive this spectacle, Pod Three. 
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VIVIEN I want to go home.

DR SULEIMAN We’ll be there in a few days.

VIVIEN Back to Australia. Back to the detention camp with Rosie 
and Taj.

DR SULEIMAN You know that isn’t possible.

VIVIEN Turn the ship around.

DR SULEIMAN Come with me, Vivien.

VIVIEN I’ll do it myself!

She bolts from the room.

DR SULEIMAN I’m sorry. She’s having a bad day. Please. Have some more … 
gas or … [into the pager] She’s heading for the control deck.

DR SULEIMAN exits.

SCENE NINE 
ASTRID enters with WOLFGANG, guiding him in by hand.

ASTRID In here. 

WOLFGANG Why do you wish to be alone with me?

ASTRID Don’t talk.

She glances at the panopticon. Can she do this here? She 
has no choice. She holds him by both hands and faces him. 
What is she about to do?

WOLFGANG I am programmed for monogamy, but I have a privacy 
setting if you wish to override the —



New Babylon by Stephen Carleton

69A Playlab Theatre Publication 

ASTRID I don’t want sex with you, scat man!

She presses a button on his wrist, beneath the surface of the 
skin. He ‘replays’ snippets of dialogue he has been present 
for. We hear it as an audio recording.

WOLFGANG [SFX SULEIMAN’s voice] Something to eat? More of that 
iguana stirfy you enjoy so much? 

 She presses the button again. 

 [SFX OLYMPIA’s voice] The tortoises can’t climb those 
slopes. The pink land iguana will breed with — 

 And again.

  [SFX ASTRID and VIVIEN] In the postcapitalist paradigm 
there will be no ‘left’ and ‘right’. There will be no ‘collectivism’ 
and ‘individualism’. In the postcapitalist paradigm — 

She switches it off abruptly.

ASTRID It’s me! It’s my voice. How did they do it?

WOLFGANG [smiling] Do what?

OLYMPIA enters.

ASTRID You were right.

OLYMPIA Thank you.

  About what, dear?

ASTRID The chanting. I heard it. I joined in.

OLYMPIA Yes. Even quam could have told you that. 

ASTRID Oh, quam’s full of fucking opinions about what I should 
and shouldn’t do. quam can keep quam’s opinion to quam’s 
self for a while! 

 We need to get to New Babylon. All of us.
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OLYMPIA Well, yes. It’s our final destination.

ASTRID No, I mean we really need to get in to New Babylon. Can’t 
you see what’s happening?

WOLFGANG What do you mean, Astrid?

ASTRID Who runs New Babylon?

WOLFGANG The Thorn Corporation.

ASTRID The wealthy, most powerful people on the planet, right?

OLYMPIA Yes. People like us.

ASTRID Maybe. Or maybe we’re just like them [us]? 

OLYMPIA Hardly.

ASTRID A few more rungs up the ladder.

OLYMPIA Darling, we’re not even in the same building.

ASTRID Yes, but we are, aren’t we? We are literally in the same 
building, the same ship, the same room as these people. 
Why are they going?

OLYMPIA They’ve won some ridiculous lottery.

WOLFGANG They’ve been selected.

ASTRID Why?

WOLFGANG They represent genetic material the Corporation wants. 
Breeding stock. They’re rebooting humanity on the other 
side of the pandemics, on the other side of the climate crisis.

ASTRID So why are we here?

OLYMPIA We’ve bought our way in.

ASTRID We’ve bought our passage. 
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OLYMPIA To New Babylon.

ASTRID As what?

OLYMPIA Citizens. 

WOLFGANG Survivors.

ASTRID Like them or like the Ronald Thorns of this world?

OLYMPIA The latter, surely.

ASTRID Then why are they programming us too? 

 Beat. 

 With all of this propaganda about how we’re all equal in the 
new paradigm? We’re all part of this classless, moneyless 
society. That clearly doesn’t exist. 

OLYMPIA They haven’t successfully converted me.

ASTRID Yet. And who’s being thrown overboard?

WOLFGANG No one, if Dr Suleiman is to be believed.

ASTRID Who’s not being allowed in?

OLYMPIA We don’t know about any of that. It doesn’t affect me. 

WOLFGANG The unstable. 

ASTRID The defective.

OLYMPIA You’re over-thinking things, dear.

ASTRID [points to her eyes] The physically imperfect. These people 
are nazis.

OLYMPIA You seemed pretty keen to live amongst them when you joined 
the cruise, dear. I’ve always found with fascists that it’s better to 
be on the inside than the outside while they’re in power.

ASTRID Oh, my god! How much convincing do you need?!
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OLYMPIA Why are you so keen to get in if you don’t think you’re 
going to be welcome there?

ASTRID Because it’s the only place I can get the medical attention I 
need. But they’re not going to let me in. Not if I’m right. 

OLYMPIA We’ll vouch for you.

ASTRID You keep assuming they want you there too!

OLYMPIA It’s not a matter of whether or not they want it. I want it. 

ASTRID  But they won’t want you, don’t you see? You’re not fertile. 
You’re not young. Nobody wants your genes.

OLYMPIA Of course they do! I’ve practically lived forever. My genes 
are fabulous! What do you think, Wolfgang? A couple of 
months in a biodome resort in the South Pacific while the 
rest of the planet sorts itself out?

ASTRID A couple of months?

WOLFGANG I want whatever you want, Liebling.

ASTRID You think the ‘Great Collapse’ is going to sort itself out in a 
couple of months?

OLYMPIA Then we’ll jump onto another ship and go and have a look 
at it all. How marvellous! 

ASTRID You’re mad.

OLYMPIA There! We have a plan. I’m always happy when I have an 
adventure and a plan! Let’s —

A bloodcurdling scream from close by, and then a terrible 
splash, and a silence.

WOLFGANG I think Vivien’s taking a dip on the lido.

[They stare at each other.]
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TRANSITION SCENE
[Images of Rapanui/Easter Island outside. The great moai 
statues are sliding into view. The xylophone bongs.]

DR SULEIMAN We are now approaching Easter Island/Rapanui. Fun 
fact! Rising sea levels have made onshore docking to this 
once unapproachable island possible. Every cloud has a 
silver lining. Paying guests are welcome to de-board and 
explore the island. The quarantine station recognises Thorn 
Corporation passes. You will have free access to all the 
island’s amenities. Enjoy your day trip.

SCENE TEN
ASTRID sitting in the common room alone with quam in 
silence, with her back turned to the view. Stuff from her 
cabin surrounds her. OLYMPIA bounds into the room with 
WOLFGANG in tow.

OLYMPIA I haven’t been to Rapanui in thirty years! We had to row ashore 
in long boats last time! Have you got my portmanteau?

WOLFGANG Yes, Liebling.

OLYMPIA I wonder what entertainment they have organised. And 
food! I’m sick of iguana. Do you think there’ll be crayfish 
now? They nearly ate themselves into extinction last century. 
The Islanders. It’s a miracle there’s anyone left there at all. 
[Notices ASTRID's clothes and bags.] I see you’ve brought all 
your things with you, dear. 

WOLFGANG Do you need help packing?

ASTRID I’m not going.

OLYMPIA Then why have you brought all your things?
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ASTRID They’ve kicked me out of my cabin.

OLYMPIA Oh, that’s rude. Never mind. We’re almost there.

WOLFGANG Why don’t you come on to the island, Astrid? I’m sure the 
baroness will happily cover your costs.

OLYMPIA Oh, yes, my treat. 

ASTRID I can’t go. I can’t afford anything. I can’t see anything.

OLYMPIA Wolfgang will guide you. 

WOLFGANG Of course.

OLYMPIA And carry your day bag too.

ASTRID I don’t want to go.

OLYMPIA Suit yourself.

An intercom announcement. A different voice.

VOICE OVER This is New Babylon to the Spiritus Mundi. You have safely 
docked at Rapanui. Please dispose of any remnant organic 
matter at the quarantine station there. Our ground crew will 
scan the ship for airborne contaminants shortly. Departure 
for New Babylon is contingent on final clearance. Over.

DR SULEIMAN enters.

DR SULEIMAN Oh, good. Everyone’s packed! 

OLYMPIA Yes, a day trip is just the ticket. Haven’t stretched my legs 
in yonks.

DR SULEIMAN Indeed. Well, you’re going to get the chance to do all the 
exercise you like. This is where you get off, I’m afraid.

OLYMPIA That’s what I just said.

DR SULEIMAN All of you.
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ASTRID I’m not wandering blind around an island for six hours.

WOLFGANG She’ll walk off a cliff. 

OLYMPIA Or cosh herself on one of those gruesome statues!

DR SULEIMAN You’re not listening.

OLYMPIA No, you’re not listening.

DR SULEIMAN I said: “this is where you get off.” 

OLYMPIA Yes.

DR SULEIMAN We’re decontaminating. To pass inspection.

OLYMPIA Yes.

DR SULEIMAN Excising ourselves of excess plant matter, meat and dairy 
products.

OLYMPIA Soil under the shoes, blah blah blah.

DR SULEIMAN Wolfgang, you’re welcome to stay, but I suspect the baroness 
and Astrid are going to want you with them on their new 
island home.

ASTRID Oh, shit.

DR SULEIMAN The penny drops. 

OLYMPIA Home?

DR SULEIMAN There’ll be another cruise line touching down there sooner or 
later. I’m sure it’ll be a matter of months rather than years.

OLYMPIA What on earth are you gabbling about?

ASTRID They’re chucking us off. 

DR SULEIMAN Nonsense. It’s just … the end of the trip. For some. Astrid, 
would you like one of our crew to help you pack up this mess?
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WOLFGANG I’ll get the rest of our bags, Liebling.

OLYMPIA You’ll do no such thing! I’m staying right where I am!

WOLFGANG Astrid, would you like me to carry quam for you?

DR SULEIMAN Oh, yes, get rid of the grotty thing, would you, Wolfgang? 
There’s a dear.

ASTRID Excuse me!?

DR SULEIMAN The chair’s not just contaminated with whatever you’ve 
smeared upon it over the years; it’s sexually deviant. New 
Babylon won’t allow it.

ASTRID You bigoted, organicist, racist, fascist, puritanical — 

DR SULEIMAN You heard the announcements. No contaminants — microbial, 
physical, or cultural. No defects of any kind. No blind futurists! 
No barren baronesses! Off you all go. Chop chop!

DR SULEIMAN claps twice on the ‘chop chop’.

WOLFGANG Dein Wunsch ist mir Befehl! 

WOLFGANG grabs quam and heads to the door with it.

ASTRID/OLYMPIA Put that down!

ASTRID You can’t make us leave.

OLYMPIA I’ll have you sacked!

DR SULEIMAN You’re remnant stock, baroness. Past your use-by date by a 
good decade or two.

OLYMPIA But you said they’d find me fascinating! My body expels its 
own pollutants!

DR SULEIMAN I’m afraid your pros are outweighed by your many, many 
cons. Both of you.

OLYMPIA And you’re only telling us this now?
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DR SULEIMAN Oh, for god’s sake. You’ve had weeks to figure it out! Don’t 
make it harder than it needs to be. You’ll be fine on Rapanui. 
If the islanders survived their own local extinction event, 
I’m sure you’ll all live out the Great Collapse.

OLYMPIA I’ll speak directly to Ronald Thorn about this!

DR SULEIMAN All hail Ronald Thorn!

WOLFGANG salutes. A deafening whooping siren sounds. 
Flashing red lights flood the room.

VOICE OVER Viral alert! Viral alert! 

DR SULEIMAN What?

VOICE OVER New Babylon to the Spiritus Mundi. Contagion has been 
detected in Pod Three.

DR SULEIMAN Yes, we’re having them eliminated right now!

VOICE OVER Viral alert! Viral alert! 

DR SULEIMAN The contaminants in Pod 3 are physical and cultural, New 
Babylon. The ship is free of all microbial infection.

VOICE OVER A novel zoonotic virus has been detected. 

OLYMPIA What’s that?

WOLFGANG It’s an animal-born virus.

VOICE OVER Sealing air supply. Identify source of contagion and 
commence evacuation immediately. Eliminate in T minus 
two minutes. Prepare to abandon passage to New Babylon.

DR SULEIMAN frantically scans the audience with a 
temperature gauge.

DR SULEIMAN Which one of them has it!?

OLYMPIA One of them brought it aboard! They’ve been bitten by 
mosquitoes.
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WOLFGANG Allow me to assist, doctor.

WOLFGANG also runs thermal diagnostics with his hands.

OLYMPIA Or one of them’s been sleeping with pigs. 

 Or eaten a mad cow. 

 Or a bat … 

 Or a pangolin … 

 WOLFGANG and DR SULEIMAN stop what they’re doing 
and turn and stare at OLYMPIA. 

 Or a … 

 Or a …

ASTRID Or a stir-fried fucking marine iguana!

WOLFGANG and DR SULEIMAN scan OLYMPIA 
simultaneously.

DR SULEIMAN It’s you.

OLYMPIA Nonsense. I’m immune to everything.

DR SULEIMAN You’ve generated a novel virus. You and that stupid, 
disgusting lizard you brought aboard!

OLYMPIA That’s absurd! I’m as fit as a fiddle.

WOLFGANG You’re asymptomatic.

OLYMPIA That’s because I don’t have a virus. Your instruments are all 
malfunctioning. Tell them it’s a mistake. 

WOLFGANG Your thermal diagnostics are off the chart, Liebling. 

DR SULEIMAN Your body is generating inexplicable heat.

OLYMPIA But I’m not sick! I’m not!
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DR SULEIMAN [into pager] Spiritus Mundi to New Babylon. Source of 
contagion has been identified. Elimination imminent.

VOICE OVER Roger that, Spiritus Mundi. You have T minus 60 seconds.

DR SULEIMAN [to WOLFGANG] Throw her overboard.

OLYMPIA Don’t you dare!

DR SULEIMAN Get rid of her! Get rid of her!!

WOLFGANG It doesn’t make any sense. She can only generate 
temperature like this if her immune system is rallying —

OLYMPIA Keep your hands off me. 

 OLYMPIA rushes over to the audience. 

 Lay another finger on me and I’ll breathe all over them. I’ll 
infect the lot!

WOLFGANG DR SULEIMAN – 

DR SULEIMAN Don’t you dare!

OLYMPIA I’ll cough!

WOLFGANG Dr Suleiman — 

OLYMPIA Or I’ll bite them! How is it transmitted?

DR SULEIMAN Who cares!

OLYMPIA I’ll spit!

DR SULEIMAN Keep away from the stock!

ASTRID The stock?

OLYMPIA Take me to sick bay. Take me to New Babylon!

DR SULEIMAN Are you insane?
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OLYMPIA I’m a superspreader!! Let me into New Babylon or I’ll 
infect every one of you!!

WOLFGANG Dr Suleiman —

DR SULEIMAN Kill her! Strangle her!

WOLFGANG You don’t understand. Her body is doing what it did to 
the plastics. 

OLYMPIA Of course it is! 

WOLFGANG Viral surges like these are only possible if her body 
is producing antibodies in greater numbers than the 
infection itself.

ASTRID She’s expelling the virus?

OLYMPIA I told you, I never get ill.

WOLFGANG You are ill.

OLYMPIA I’m — what? 

WOLFGANG You’re the source of the contagion, but you’re the cure to 
it as well. 

OLYMPIA Am I infectious, or aren’t I?

WOLFGANG Highly infectious. But your response to the novel virus is 
— well, it’s novel. 

ASTRID She’s patient zero.

OLYMPIA I don’t understand.

ASTRID You can infect everyone. But you can cure everyone as well. 

DR SULEIMAN No one else is infected. 

ASTRID How do you know?

DR SULEIMAN No one else is registering thermal variation.
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ASTRID We could all be asymptomatic. We don’t know how it’s 
transmitted. 

DR SULEIMAN You’re the only ones who’ve had physical contact with her. 

ASTRID Oh, really? No one else has had direct exposure to her 
body fluids? No one else has had their hands inside her 
body, say, stitching her up, mopping up her blood … ?

WOLFGANG approaches DR SULEIMAN, holds a hand 
up, reads temperature.

WOLFGANG I think you might need to isolate, Doctor.

OLYMPIA Oh. 

 Oh, I see. 

 Well this rather changes things, doesn’t it?

VOICE OVER New Babylon to Spiritus Mundi. Eliminate source of 
contagion in T minus twenty seconds. Nineteen. Eighteen — 

OLYMPIA I think the bargaining chips might be stacked on my side 
of the table now, doctor. Either we all enter New Babylon 
— healthily and free of contamination — or none of us do.

VOICE OVER Ten seconds. Nine … 

OLYMPIA Need a transfusion, doctor?

VOICE OVER Five seconds … four … three  …

DR SULEIMAN Spiritus Mundi to New Babylon. Source of novel zoonotic 
virus has been contained. 

VOICE OVER Contained how? Virus source must be eliminated.

DR SULEIMAN We have identified the source, and identified the treatment 
as well.

VOICE OVER Eliminate source now, Spiritus Mundi.
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DR SULEIMAN The source and the treatment are one and the same, New 
Babylon. The vaccine is a living one.

VOICE OVER Repeat — eliminate source of virus now, Spiritus Mundi!

DR SULEIMAN That’s exactly what I am doing, New Babylon. Requesting 
permission to proceed and demonstrate.

VOICE OVER Eliminate source of the virus now, Spiritus Mundi.

DR SULEIMAN Scan the room again!

Pause while this happens. A lighting/sound effect?

VOICE OVER Viral load decreasing.

DR SULEIMAN You see?! Delivering you invaluable cargo, New Babylon. I 
believe we have a patient whose immune system — whose 
blood might quite literally be worth bottling.

Another silence.

VOICE OVER Proceed with extreme caution, Spiritus Mundi. Arrival 
in New Babylon in 48 hours. If there is any sign of 
recontamination in 24 hours, entry will be denied.

DR SULEIMAN Of course. Thank you, New Babylon.

VOICE OVER Over and out.

DR SULEIMAN [to WOLFGANG] Get her into sick bay. Now. Hook her up 
to a transfuser! Hook us both up.

OLYMPIA No need to thank me, dear. Am I still contagious, Wolfgang?

WOLFGANG I don’t know, Liebling.

OLYMPIA Be a dear and do a deep clean while I’m gone, will you? 
You might want to start with the chair.
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SCENE ELEVEN 
ASTRID is alone with quam.

ASTRID I don’t have a choice! 

 They’re going to throw me to the sharks otherwise! 

 Beat. 

 I can’t buy my way in! I’ve lost all my money! The baroness 
is the only one with any cash! She and her freaky genes. I 
don’t have the bargaining chips she does. 

 Well, I don’t know why she’s asked them to bring me along! 
But. They. Will. Not. Let. Me. In. Unless I do this. What 
part of that don’t you understand? 

 Beat. 

 I’m blind, quam. Don’t you get it? I either enter as a perfect 
physical specimen, or I don’t enter at all. 

 Beat.

 quam, we have to end things. 

 You know why. 

 You heard Suleiman. 

 Don’t pretend it doesn’t come as a relief.

Arc lights up suddenly on the audience again. DR 
SULEIMAN enters with a note-taking device.

DR SULEIMAN Let’s get this over and done with.

ASTRID Good to see you too, Doctor. How are you feeling? 

DR SULEIMAN I’m fine. I don’t know how you’ve managed to weasel your 
way into her affections, but the baroness seems to want you 
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there. If you’re going to enter New Babylon, you’re going 
to have to look the part. You’ve made your selection?

ASTRID There was one over here somewhere. 

 She feels her way across. 

 She settles on someone. 

 Them.

DR SULEIMAN You’re sure?

ASTRID I think so. 

 No. 

 I don’t know. 

 I can’t remember.

DR SULEIMAN You’re really going to have to make a decision. This one 
will have to do.

DR SULEIMAN takes a photograph of the person with 
a device.

ASTRID quam always liked Vivien’s eyes. 

 Is there someone who has eyes like hers?

Beat.

DR SULEIMAN Perhaps there is.

Lights down.
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SCENE TWELVE 
An image of New Babylon appears on the horizon; a hive 
of fabricated, interconnected domiciles rising on stilts 
from the ocean.

VOICE OVER Disembarkation will take place in four hours. Please have 
your luggage ready for collection outside your rooms. 
Lottery winners … sit tight.

Fog horn. OLYMPIA is doing her tarot for quam.

OLYMPIA [turning over the cards in a ‘celtic cross’] These are 
your hopes and fears, and this is the final outcome. The 
Hierophant again. Oh! The gifted counsellor! You know, 
the first time this turned up in my spread, I thought it was 
referring to Dr Suleiman. But I believe the Hierophant was 
you all along, quam. You’re the wisest one of the lot of us. 

 She pats quam. 

 You’re much better off without her. 

 Oh, no, not at all. Of course I wanted her to come! 

 She’s prickly, but she has pluck. 

 And she works things out quickly. She tried to warn me 
what was going on.  

 I suspect she’ll be a useful ally in this New Babylon.

DR SULEIMAN enters.

DR SULEIMAN All set for arrival?

OLYMPIA Wolfgang is transferring our luggage.

DR SULEIMAN New Babylon is expecting you. 
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OLYMPIA They should be more than ‘expecting’ me! They should be 
rolling out the red carpet! They should be hailing me with 
my own salute!

DR SULEIMAN Yes, well, let’s not go overboard.

OLYMPIA I very nearly did, dear. To think now I’m not just a 
potential superspreader — I’m a super cure! To everything!

DR SULEIMAN Not to everything. Just to novel zoonotic viruses.

OLYMPIA Well, you don’t know how many more of those there’ll be, 
do you? Now that we’re eating whatever it is we need to 
eat to survive. What are they feeding on in New Babylon? 
Minke whales? Deep Sea Squid?

DR SULEIMAN Everyone’s keen to understand how you’ve managed it. 

OLYMPIA Well that’s exciting, isn’t it? I can’t wait to meet them all. 
You must be looking forward to entering too. With your 
cargo all in good health.

DR SULEIMAN Quite.

OLYMPIA You don’t actually work for them, do you? You’re just a 
delivery person. Was there a deal of some sort? Have you 
bought your way in with this lot?

DR SULEIMAN Something like that.

OLYMPIA  And used our money to fund the expedition. I have to 
admit, you’re fiendishly clever. But you haven’t outsmarted 
me. So! Will there be anyone I know there?

DR SULEIMAN You’ll recognise the type. 

OLYMPIA I’ll have rubbed shoulders with them, I expect. We can all 
pretend we’re postcapitalist together. Endless leisure time, 
fresh adventures. 
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DR SULEIMAN [wearily] Oh, happy day.

OLYMPIA Where’s Wolfgang? Has he collected Astrid’s things?

DR SULEIMAN They’re assembled outside her cabin.

OLYMPIA Where is she exactly? She was very furtive about the details.

DR SULIEMAN In the clinic.

OLYMPIA Is she all right? She’s missing the view of arrival.

DR SULEIMAN She’s missing the view of everything, dear.

OLYMPIA Her eyes, yes, but — 

DR SULEIMAN But not for much longer.

OLYMPIA What do you mean?

DR SULEIMAN She’s having them done.

OLYMPIA What do you mean ‘done’? Some sort of laser treatment?

DR SULEIMAN Replaced.

OLYMPIA Replaced with what?

DR SULEIMAN What do you think? 

 WOLFGANG enters, leading VIVIEN into the room. There 
are bloody bandages over her eyes. She is also showing a 
small baby bump. 

 Ah! Here she is!

OLYMPIA Vivien! You’re alive!

DR SULEIMAN Of course she is.

OLYMPIA But we heard …

DR SULEIMAN Heard what?
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OLYMPIA A scream. 

DR SULEIMAN The surgery wasn’t entirely pain free.

OLYMPIA Before then. A splash …

VIVIEN People have been disappearing. It wasn’t me. 

OLYMPIA Well, that is a relief.

 Your eyes, dear …

VIVIEN A small sacrifice. 

 For the greater good. 

 I’m having a baby, you know.

OLYMPIA Yes, I — I do recall a plan along those lines.

VIVIEN For New Babylon. 

 It’s been injected with your stem cells, Baroness.

OLYMPIA I don’t recall expressly donating those …

VIVIEN The baby will be immune to the pandemic. 

DR SULEIMAN Perhaps all pandemics.

OLYMPIA Marvellous. 

WOLFGANG Do you want me to direct you back to your seat?

VIVIEN Can I sit with you? Please? Just this once?

DR SULEIMAN Just this once.

VIVIEN We’re all in this together. Aren’t we? 

DR SULEIMAN Yes, dear. We’re all in this together.

[The lights blind us they stare at the ‘stock’.]
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VOICE OVER Dear Patrons, it’s Gratitude Thursday. We salute our 
health workers, our scientists, and the Thorn Corporation 
for delivering us salvation. Please rise and applaud the 
Thorn Corporation. All hail President Thorn. All hail 
New Babylon.

Black out.

End of play.
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Over the past 25 years, the company has provided hundreds of professional 
development and wage-earning opportunities to Northern Territory theatre 
practitioners. It has also been strategic in bringing interstate skills development 
opportunities, networks and connections into the Northern Territory as well as 
exporting NT work to interstate theatre companies, demonstrating outstanding 
planning and collaboration, innovative thinking, resourcefulness and a dogged 
pursuit of craft at every turn. KeDT’s Artistic Directors are Mary Anne Butler, 
Stephen Carleton and Gail Evans. 

Standing proudly on Larrakia land and housed in one of the most significant 
heritage buildings in the heart of Darwin city, Brown’s Mart is an iconic, much 
loved performance space that has been the centre of community arts development 
for nearly 50 years. We deliver a varied program of creative development, 
residencies and presentation. Engaging with artists from across the Top End, we 
provide the opportunity for artists and audiences to connect with our unique 
space. It is the only venue in Darwin that supports a continuous program of new, 
local theatre in an intimate setting and welcoming atmosphere, entertaining 
audiences with stories that are engaging, culturally diverse and thought provoking.
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Creative Team

Gail Evans — Director
Gail Evans is a multi-skilled theatre maker with over twenty-five years’ experience 
in the performing arts as an actor, director and writer. Recent directing credits 
include the creative development and subsequent productions of Broken and The 
Sound of Waiting by Mary Anne Butler, A Doll’s House by Henrik Ibsen, Dog Dog 
by Sarah Hope and The Bunker by Creatures of Habit physical theatre collective. 
Gail is published with Playlab Theatre and the Australian Script Centre, and has 
had her plays produced in Darwin, Cairns and Melbourne.

Saffron Benner — Dramaturg
Saffron Benner has worked with some of Australia’s best writers and leading 
companies, including Queensland Theatre Company (QTC), La Boite Theatre, 
Tasmanian Theatre Company, and Australian Theatre for Young People. She 
is the former Executive Director of Playlab Theatre: peak service organisation, 
producer and publication house for Queensland playwrights. She is also an 
experienced administrator and academic researcher and teacher.

Rebecca Adams — Set Designer
Rebecca Adams is an architect and theatrical set and lighting designer. Before 
returning to her home town of Darwin in 2010, Rebecca worked in theatre 
lighting in Melbourne for 15 years doing ballet, opera and musicals. Recent 
productions include Jehovah’s One Table Restaurant, When The Rain Stops Falling 
(set and lighting design), Book of Shadows (set design) and Mr Takahashi, The 
Glass Menagerie, And I'm The Queen Of Sheba, Contagion’s Kiss, Slow Falling 
Bird and God of Carnage (lighting design).

Matt Cunliffe — Sound Designer
Matt Cunliffe is an ARIA award winning musician, sound engineer and 
composer with a wide range of live and studio based experience. Career 
highlights to date include 13 years as a keyboard player with Yothu Yindi, 
recording and mixing credits on 100+ albums of Australian indigenous music 
and 30+ soundtracks for NT arts companies including ARDS, Brown’s Mart 
Productions, Darwin Theatre Company, Gary Lang NT Dance Company, Tracks 
Dance and the Yothu Yindi Foundation.
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Kirstin Fausett — Costume Designer
Kirstin Fausett is a long term Territorian and passionate supporter of the 
Darwin theatre industry. She has designed costumes for numerous productions 
at Brown’s Mart Theatre including: God of Carnage (2013), Jehovah's One Table 
Restaurant (2014), Bastard Territory (2014), When the Rain Stops Falling (2016) 
and assisted with costume design for productions of And I’m the Queen of Sheba 
(2016) and A Doll’s House (2017).

Todd Williams — Videographer
Todd Williams is a film-maker, animator and graphic designer who has worked 
in the NT’s creative industries since 1995 [Burrundi Pictures, Cutting Edge]. 
In that time, he has collaborated on many projects with NT theatre makers, 
including five revues for KeDT, and design and animation for Undercurrent, a 
cross cultural theatre collaboration with Yum Cha Arts and Wandering Moon, 
Chang Mai, Thailand. He is currently the director/producer for the VAMPtv 
project, an online arts vodcast for NT community schools.

Sean Pardy — Lighting Designer
Sean Pardy has been involved in many aspects of theatre making for over 20 
years. His Lighting Design credits include: Broken and Highway of Lost Hearts 
by Mary Anne Butler, Marbles by Kate Wyvill, Head Full of Love by Alana 
Valentine, The Adventures of Namakill by Lynette Hubbard and Stephen L 
Helper, I AM MAN by Ben Graetz and Bastard Territory by Stephen Carleton. 
Sean has lit shows for the Darlinghurst Theatre Company, Shop Front Theatre 
for Young People, and Darwin Community Arts amongst others.

Marnie McDonald — Stage Manager
Marnie McDonald has worked with Melbourne Theatre Company, Queensland 
Theatre, Playbox, Handspan and Arena in her long and varied stage 
management career. She has toured nationally and worked with luminaries 
such as Robyn Nevin, Simon Phillips and Geoffrey Rush. A specialist in drama 
productions, Marnie has also worked in dance and puppetry.
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Cast

Nicola Fearn — Olympia 
Nicola Fearn has worked in professional theatre as a performer, writer, teacher and 
director since 1980. She is Artistic Director of Darwin-based company Business 
Unusual (BUU). As well as being a regular on the Darwin arts scene, Nicola works in 
the UK with Horse and Bamboo Theatre, one of the UK’s leading visual companies and 
with mask company Vamos. She was co-founder of Skin and Blisters (London 1987-
1991), a circus theatre company that toured major festivals in Europe and the UK.

Sarah Reuben — Vivien
Sarah Reuben is a performer, theatre maker and writer. Her performance credits 
include: The Hurting Game, Brainstorm Productions; The Musicians, ATYP; The 
Laramie Project, Black Swan State Theatre Company and Pollyanna, Weeping Spoon 
Productions. For her own Theatre Company, Ruby Gaytime Productions, she wrote 
and performed in: Best, Short Change, Death Party and This Jew Sits. Sarah co-
created I’ll Tell you in Person, which had seasons at both Darwin and Perth Festival 
and co-devised and performed Lower The Bar, for both the Darwin season and an 
NT tour. In 2020 Sarah Reuben was awarded the NT Literary Award for her new 
play, The Hypotheticals.

Kyle Walmsley — Dr Suleiman
Kyle Walmsley is a performer and theatre maker having worked with companies 
around Australia including Canberra Youth Theatre, Queensland Arts Council/
ArtsLink, Brown's Mart Theatre, Corrugated Iron Youth Arts, Darwin Festival, 
Polyglot, The Flying Fruit Fly Circus, and HotHouse Theatre. For Brown's Mart, 
Kyle has performed in: A Smoke Social, The Sound of Waiting, and numerous 
creative developments. Kyle has trained with Ecole Philippe Gaulier in Paris, the 
Royal Academy of Dramatic Art in London and at USQ

Merlynn Tong — Astrid
Merlynn Tong is an Actor and Playwright. Some of her recent performances include 
White Pearl (Sydney Theatre Company & National Theatre of Parramatta), The Shot 
(Queensland Theatre, The Scene Project), Harrow 2 (ABC), Top of the Lake: China Girl 
(BBC & Sundance Films, Jane Campion), Mathematics of Longing (La Boite Theatre), 
The Lost Lending Library (Punchdrunk & Imaginary Theatre), Hotelling (Bleached 
Arts) and Bitch: Origin of the Female Species (Brisbane Festival).
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Kadek Hobman — Wolfgang
Kadek Hobman was born in Bali and raised between there and Darwin. He is an 
actor, stand-up comedian and musician who plays in varying genres of music from 
jazz, funk, blues and soul. His productions include: Rozencrantz and Guildenstern 
are Dead, Levin Diatchenko’s live radio play for stage, Darwin versus Matilda, 
Creatures of Habit live circus show The Bunker, the Royal National Theatre of 
Jingili’s productions The Fah King Ridiculous and Hillbilly Horror, The Glass 
Menagerie, Stephen Carleton’s The Turquoise Elephant and most recently Cosi by 
Louis Nowra. After residing in the desert for two and a half years, he is happy to 
call Darwin home again. Despite the sweat.


