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SCENE ONE
| NT. OFFI CE, DAY

The rain outside beats gently against the w ndows.
A conputer trills and a voice begins to speak, close to the
m c.

| NACHUS:
When it rains on Ganynede, the sky
lights up like the Borealis on Earth
agai nst a backdrop of Jupiter. It is
frankly, one of the wonders of the
sol ar system but has the unfortunate
effect of draining the colour fromthe
settlenments below. Not only that but
it'"ll strip the flesh right off you if
you're not suitably attired; and it
stinks like cat- His lighter clicks
and hisses. He wal ks across the room
away fromthe mc. - inhale, ah,
Proxi ma Beta Coral wood (beat) better.
Conmput er [conputer trills again]
ti mestanp recordi ng, please.

COVPUTER
Case File Thirteen, Status, unsolved,
Earth day six hundred and ni nety-one.
I nterview four thousand and three
comences at ei ghteen hundred.

The conputer beeps and trills, confirmng its activity. Janie
sl ans her papers on the desk in a huff.

JAN E:
Jim I'"'mnot a case fil el
| NACHUS:
Then why am | not in a | ow G bar where
| can still cut sone nobves, Janie?
JAN E:

Because soneone is stopping nme from
sendi ng nessages off worl d!

| NACHUS:
You sure they ain't just stopped
replyin'? "Cause this ain't the
tallest story I've heard fromthose
l'ips.



JANI E:

Jim please! 7
| NACHUS:

Ckay Janie, as luck would have it, | 8

got nothin' better to do and on the
of f-chance you're right, nost of ny
wor k comes down the wire so | can't
take the chance. Conputer, put this
recording in a new case file, title
"Down the Wre'.

COVPUTER
Case seventy-three, please state fee 9
and paynent nethod.
JANI E:
Uh- 10
| NACHUS:
Pro bono. 11

The conputer acknow edges the input again and the noi se of
the office fades. Jimcl oses the recording, again close to
the mc.

| NACHUS:
It always rains on Ganynede... which 12
is why all our off-world comms rely on
an orbital station connected by an
i nposi ng rope of data cables known as
The Wre. Getting across the city to
the ground base is trickier than
getting in to ask awkward questi ons.
Galillei is a bit of a ghost town
t hese days. A waystation for crews
wi th nmuch | onger voyages ahead and
practically forgotten by the
commonweal th is not exactly littered
with security forces... but |I hate
getting into out-door wear.

Radi o switches off with a click. The acoustic is brittle now,
Jimstands in an airlock squeezing into a tight-fitting, kind
of rubber space suit that protects himfromthe rain. As he

| ocks in his helnet the conmputer powers down.

SCENE TWO. | NT. LARGE | NDUSTRI AL CORRI DOR, DAY.

Jimis wal king through alone and his steps echo. The conputer
trills and announces the scene.



COVPUTER
Case seventy-three investigation
not es, begin recording..

| NACHUS:

(rmuf fl ed)
At its height, downtown was a bustling
nest of mal contents, debt-runners and
desperat e people who ran out of cash
at the edge of the solar system Jim
fiddles with a swtch, there is a hiss
and the acoustic changes. He can now
be heard inside his helnet as he wal ks
down a long tunnel. The fall of the
great done did little to inprove its
appeal . The conms station encircling
the base of the Wre is supposed to be
off-limts to civilians but the guards
are usually too busy playing poker to
noti ce anyone snoopi ng around.

The hum of machinery grows and a door opens. The sound of a
| arge conputer powering up. Corporate nusic plays.

OWNI :
H there, 1'mOmi! How can | direct
your comruni cation query?

| NACHUS:
Great, a hologram .. Do you keep al
i ncom ng and out goi ng nessages through
this station?

OWNI :
Messages are encrypted but al
participants are | ogged for security.

| NACHUS:
Pull up the log for Janie C earsky.

OWI :
|"d love to help but your security
cl earance is...very expired.

| NACHUS:
Wul d you rather | stuck a screwdriver
into your cognition processor?

OW :
Conmuni cation records for Janie
Cl earsky. Pl ease state date range.
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| NACHUS:
Let's start with | ast week.

OWNI :
|'"msorry, nost recent records are
point four Earth cycles ago.

| NACHUS:
That' s i npossi ble. Check for record
del eti on.

OWNI :

St andby... System checks i ndicat e-

Omi powers down.

GUARD:
Hey! Who's in there?
| NACHUS:
Oh, sh..... end | og! Rubber, fabric and

shoes shuffling as Jimretreats.
Conput er powers down.

SCENE THREE
I NT. JIM S HELMET, DAY.

The conputer trills. Not nmuch can be
heard in the background and Jimis
back in his helnet, breathing heavily
and close to the mc.

COVPUTER
Case seventy-three suppl enentary note.

| NACHUS:
Sone cases take on a sour note real
fast. Only a handful of people on this
rock could cause the neltdown | just
saw and | can't think of one with
nmotivation. Just when you thought a
hol ogram was bad conpany, you have to
go chat with an avatar...

Jimhuffs and keeps wal king. A heavy door slides open with a
hi ss and creaking. The sound of the rain takes over the m x
as the conputer powers down.
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SCENE FOUR
| NT. UNDERGROUND MARKET, DAY

The conputer trills. The sounds of rotor blades and things
being hit. The sound of soneone being accosted. Al the
commotion nearly drowns out the introduction nade by the
conputer. Miusic plays in the distance of what sounds like a

war ehouse or hanger.

El ectri cal
t he scene becones nore prom nent

COVPUTER
Case seventy-three, interview two.
Recordi ng begins at twenty hours and
twenty m nutes.

DERELI CT_09:
Jupiter! 1'Il talk already! There's no
need for...
(as if offended by a bad snell)
physi cal contact.

| NACHUS:
Perhaps if 1'd got a warner wel cone?

di es abruptly.

DERELI CT_09:
My drone!
| NACHUS:
Stop wasting ny tinme, Terrence!
DERELI CT_09:
Can we at least be civil?
| NACHUS:
Fine. Derelict Nine, | need

i nformation...and pronouns.

DERELI CT_09:
( Deadpan)
It. As in what can it tell you to make
you | eave?

| NACHUS:
Who' s been nessing with the Wre? How
bad?

fizzing and whirring that had continued throughout
inthe mx as it sparks and

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39



DERELI CT_09:

(Amused)

If I told you that you' d be

upset...and well, it

woul d end poorly

for me. I'll give you half to wal k out

that door: it's bad.
your pay grade!

And it's above

Jimand Derelict _09 begin to regain their conposure and Jim
rel eases his grip on bunched up cl ot hi ng.

| NACHUS:

Says every two-bit Mbog | ever took

down.

DERELI CT_09:
Look, | wouldn't touch it. And a | ot
of people have died over stuff | did

touch. You ken?

| NACHUS:

You're a usel ess, spinel ess,

backst abbi ng. . .

DEREL| CT_09:
| nvertebrates have feelings too, but

|'"ma survivor, Jim

just like you.

Heavy netallic footsteps approach. Pneumatics hiss.

DEREL| CT_09:
Well, maybe | tread a bit nore
lightly... Is this your lift?

Sharp whir and a thud. Pronounced silence replaced by
concussive ringing as the nusic cones back in and quickly

f ades agai n.

SCENE FI VE:

I NT. SMALL SPACESHI P I N FLI GHT.

Qui et piped nusic through sone tinny speakers. The qui et hum
of a shuttle engine and nuted sounds of nmachinery.

COVPUTER
Case seven...teeeee

Wres being pulled as the conputer stutters and becones

gar bl ed. Recordi ng conti nues,

slightly nmuffled or distorted.
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TABI THA:
Is the blasted thing off? Julian
| nachus Moog? | need your full
attention, please.

| NACHUS:
Jim please, and that woul d be easier
if your “roid hadn't clocked me in the
head.

TABI THA:
You' ve been ki dnapped and your first
concern is the service? Look, | didn't

cone halfway to that sad little rock
just to trade quips, so unless you
want to end up drifting in a pod
waiting to be picked apart by vultures
| would recommend that you listen
carefully to what | say next.

| NACHUS:
|'mat least...70% ears, we'll nmake it
wor K.

TABI THA:

Your little expedition is in danger of
sheddi ng Iight on things that are..
not quite ready to be known.

| NACHUS:
|"msure | don't know what you're
tal ki ng about, | just wanna cl ose a

case and pay sone bills.

TABI THA:
Bills! Ch, | do like bills. It's far
easier on the stomach to nmake those
di sappear; wouldn't you agree? Jim
starts to speak but she cuts himoff.
So if | say you don't have any bills,
you can tell nme you don't have any
cases, yes? Say anything el se, and
hope the radiation gets to you before
t he vul tures.
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Growing static noise swells and no nore recording is heard.

SCENE SI X:
| NT. OFFI CE, NI GHT.

Spar ks crackl e and hiss. Tools clatter.



| NACHUS:
Ah come on, work dammit!

Repair work seens to be going poorly.

SCENE SEVEN
| NT. OFFI CE, NI GHT.

Computer trills as in other scenes but the sound falters.

COVPUTER
Case seventy-three. Status: redacted.
Cl osing statenent, recording...

| NACHUS:
There was a nonent. After the gl ass
sl ammed across ny face, but before the
wal I knocked nme in the back of the
head, where | floated wondering which
answer | had even given. My head was
filled with questions | woul d never
get to ask and then, thanks to rapid
decel eration, | was unconscious. This
case i s hereby cl osed w t hout
i nvestigation, all nanes and dates
expunged. Remind nme why | can't just
delete this case file altogether?

COVPUTER:
Tax return.

JANI E:
(Di stant)
O course you took the noney.

Jeani e unl ocks her weapon and we hear it powering up.

| NACHUS:
It meant living a little |onger.

JANI E:
Not as much as you'd think. Soon this
whol e place will be dead, but | don't
suppose it wll trouble your gorm ess
expr essi on.

She fires the weapon and Jimthuds to the floor. As her
footsteps recede, the faint whir of the door is replaced by a
growm ng fire.

The conputer powers down.
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FI'N

SPARE | DEAS/ CUT SCENES

[ pi nk static, nmechanical click, the sound of diodes warmnm ng]
| nachus: Case seventy sonething, investigation notes. |'ve
got a killer hangover and | don't even know if it's for a
good reason. | renmenber sonmeone warned nme of f the case but it
felt like the hand of a corporation. | don't know what they

t hought I was onto but | doubt I"'mlikely to get in their
way. SOBs are the only people that still get their privacy

t hough, so now | need to find a gadget genius. Conputer:

Pl ease reenter password after [android voice] getting ne
smashed to pieces Inachus: [rmuttering] MogerFooger597 theta
pi Conputer: Conpiling. Additional data found. I|nachus: | had
to inprovise. Conputer: Fidelity poor, attenpting to repair.

| nachus: You're starting to sound |ike...neverm nd. Any

obvi ous connections |I'm m ssing? Conputer: Undoubtedly. Your
file to date suggests a strong assunption of crim nal

hacki ng. Inachus: Let's just say the alternatives
are...distasteful. Conputer: Probability is [android] twenty
one per cent[/android] that your current |ine of
investigation will resolve. Inachus: (reluctantly) Wat do
you cal culate for the alternatives? Conputer: [android]
thirty seven per cent |Inachus: Wthout getting nmyself killed?
Computer: Twenty f- Inachus: Can we nmake that an autonatic
assunption please? Conputer: Error. [/android] Behaviour
inconsistent wwth case history. [power down] O Rien



