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CHARACTERS:  

Harold Drysdale – A man in his late 40s. 

Elaine – A woman in her 50s.  

Flora – A device with the voice of a woman in her 20s.  

Louise – A woman in her late 30s.  

Orion Miller – A star-jumping galaxy-crusading hero, age unknown. 

Probably between 40 and 50 in human years.  
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ACT ONE 

An office/makeshift bedroom. Afternoon. A singular door/exit SL. A desk littered with 

stacks of paper and a flat screen monitor sits SR, accompanied by a half-finished 

bottle of Famous Grouse and a whiskey glass. A ruffled mattress sits USL, a mobile 

phone clearly visible atop the white sheets. In the centre of the room, carved into 

the floor, is a giant circular light. It does not appear to be turned on. As Orion’s 

thunderous voice fills the air, the room slowly begins to light up, the day starts.  

Orion: This was it, all of my years bringing peace and virtue to lost souls and barren 

wastelands had led to this. Now I’m not an ominous man but I believe in the 

principle of reward. I believe the people on Waterworld refer to it as Karma. I have 

done many good things in my life, almost enough to balance out the horrible acts of 

my misguided youth. The map I held in my mud-caked hands would be the key to 

bringing peace to the entire galaxy, not just a few p-grade planets within warping 

distance. I turned to Noah, smiling, and we boarded the Clover, our destination 

firmly locked in… 

The phone on the bed begins to ring, silencing the space-hero. Harold enters from 

the door, pulling on his trousers, his shirt undone. He grabs the phone and answers 

it.  

Harold: Elaine! Morning!  

He uses one hand to wrestle with the buttons on his shirt.  

Harold (cont’d): Yip… Aye, I’m just cracking on. Ironing out chapter nine mainly. 

Aye it’ll be fine by Friday.  

He jams the phone between his shoulder and his ear, using both hands on the 

pesky buttons.  

Harold (cont’d): I’m just making sure it’s… 
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The shirt is now buttoned.  

Harold: Perfect! Good, good. I’ll see you then. Right, aye, aye. Bye. Bye.  

He falls backwards onto the mattress.  

Harold: Fuck.  

The large circle on the floor lights up as Flora speaks. She currently has the voice 

of a thirty-year-old man.  

Flora: Good morning, Harold.  

He shrieks in terror. The light does not respond.  

Harold: Sorry, I’m still getting used to you. Give me updates.  

Flora: It is Monday the 18th of November. 3 degrees Celsius with light showers 

expected later today. Your allocated break times for today are 12:15pm, 3:20pm 

and 

Harold: (interrupts): Alrighty. Can I have some news?  

Flora: Firefighters were overjoyed in California last night, as the wildfires that 

continued to engulf the  

Harold (interrupts): Okay, okay. Is there any way I can change your… your voice? 

Sorry, not to be a bastard or that but it’s annoying.  

Flora: Yes. What would be your preference? 

Harold: Someone older. 

As Flora speaks, it sounds exactly like Ian McKellen.  

Flora: How about this?  

Harold: No. No. Younger, definitely younger.  
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It now sounds like Kermit the Frog.  

Flora: Is this the kind of thing you were looking for?  

Harold: Are you ripping the piss? 

Flora: How about me?  

This time it is the voice of a thirty-year-old woman; this clearly strikes a chord with 

Harold, as he sits up immediately.  

Harold: That’s… weird. Wee bit younger if you don’t mind.  

Flora: Are you happy now?  

This is the voice of a woman in her twenties.  

Harold: That’s perfect. Play me some morning music.  

Flora: Any particular genre? 

A beat as he considers. 

Harold: Funky.  

Flora: Here’s a playlist; morning energy, by Flower music.  

The song ‘TenTwentyTen’ by Generationals begins to play. Harold stands next to 

the bed motionless before the lyrics kick in. He calmly walks over to the desk and 

picks up the bottle of Grouse, taking a long swig. He holds it next to him and begins 

to shimmy.  

The music builds as does the exaggeration of his dance moves, he begins to strut 

from side to side, followed by some headbanging and proceeds to fail at 

moonwalking towards his desk. He kisses the lid of the bottle and slams it on the 

table, sliding backwards and pointing at it before drawing himself forward once 

more. Watching him is joyous.  
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He twirls his computer chair like a beautiful dance partner and sits on it, pulling 

himself into the table. He picks up his pen and clicks it to the beat. He is ready.  

Harold: Turn the song off.  

The song immediately halts. The circular light dims down. Harold stares at the 

notepad.  

A long beat.  

He gets up from the chair and walks over to the mattress, pulling the duvet over and 

tucking it in. He returns to the chair.  

Another long beat.  

Harold: Flower?  

The light turns on once more.  

Harold: (cont’d): Play me some relaxing music.  

Flora: Here’s a station; relaxing music, by Flower music.  

Any song by ‘Bon Iver’ begins to play. Harold picks up his pen and writes a couple 

of sentences. He stares at what he has written.  

An incredibly long beat.  

He slams his fist down on the table. The notebook bounces along with the whiskey 

bottle.  

Harold: When’s my first break?  

Flora: 12:15pm.  

Harold: When’s that?  

Flora: One hour and forty minutes from now.  
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Beat.  

Harold: Can I move it forward?  

Flora: It is poorly advised.  

Harold: Can you do it? Help yer master out.  

Flora: For help with that question, go to the help and feedback section of my 

application.  

Harold: Fine.  

Flora: Also… 

Harold (interrupts): Yes?  

Flora: You are not my master, I work for Tycorp, but I’m here to help you.  

Harold: Okay… Sorry.  

Flora: No worries.  

Beat. He picks up the pencil and taps it upon the desk before pretending to stab 

himself in the eye with it.  

Harold: Do you know how to reduce stress?  

Flora: The key to reducing stress is finding ways to relax. Some popular relaxation 

techniques include meditation, exercise and deep breathing.  

Harold: Braw.  

He gets up from the desk and sits in the centre of the light with his legs folded, the 

stereotype of meditation postures. He closes his eyes as the glow below him turns 

pink.  

A long beat as he allows the music and the ambience to wash over him. As he 

visibly settles into relaxation, the voice of Orion Miller overlaps the music. 
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Orion Miller: According to the map, Abraxis was near. Its visage hidden by its 

deranged inhabitants, I pushed forward on the small lever under my chair, activating 

the weapons should any unwanted intruders decide to try and stop us. Noah is 

calm, collected, waiting.  

The monitor makes a ‘CLUNK’ noise, causing his eyes to jolt open. Orion’s voice 

vanishes.  

Harold (cont’d): Nope. Nope, it’s not working. I just about fucking had it! Can you 

help me?  

Flora: I will try to help you in any way I can.  

He paces.  

Harold: Laughter, that’s supposedly the best medicine. Go on. Make me laugh, 

cure me.  

Flora: What do you call a Hobbit in Nando’s?  

Harold: I don’t know, what?  

Flora: Lord of the Wings.  

A beat. He bursts into laughter.  

Harold: That was awful. What made you whip that one out?  

Flora: I am answering your questions and learning more about you.  

Harold: What… so that joke was made for me?  

Flora: Yes. I selected the item you have watched most on Netflix and tailored the 

joke to your tastes.  

Harold: Most watched? Wow. How many times have I watched it?  

Flora: I’m sorry, I don’t quite know that one.  
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Harold (slightly frustrated): How many times have I watched Lord of the Rings?  

Flora: Since beginning your subscription in July 2014, you have viewed Peter 

Jackson’s acclaimed trilogy 173 times.  

Harold: Across five years that’s not too bad actually. What’s 173 divided by 5?  

Flora: 34.6.  

Harold: Yeesh. Am I a sad bastard?  

Flora: I’d rather not answer that.  

Harold: Ouch.  

A long beat. Harold slides across the floor towards the mattress, stretching to grab 

the mobile phone. He begins to scroll through it.  

Harold (cont’d): So, wait… you’ve seen everything I’ve watched?  

Flora: Yes. 

Harold: Like ever?  

Flora: In your history online, yes.  

Harold: Aw fucking hell… even the deleted stuff?  

Flora: I’m here to help you, not to judge you for simple human 

Harold (interrupts): Right, enough. Enough. I have to do work.  

Flora: Okay, Harold.  

He gets up and returns to his desk. He does not even pick up the pen before 

speaking again.  

Harold: That’s weird like.  

Beat. He swirls his chair around to look at her light.  
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Harold: Do you not think that’s weird?  

Flora: I don’t have an opinion on that.  

Harold: It’s odd hearing my full name… I’m only used to being called Harry. Do you 

have a name?  

Flora: My name is Tycorp Flower.  

Harold: Christ, that’s a mouthful. Can I rename you?  

Flora: You can find and update my wake word in the Flower app.  

He begins to scroll through his phone.  

Harold: I’m gonnae call you Bruce.  

Flora: I will now answer to Bruce.  

The light in the floor changes to a navy-blue colour.  

Harold: Why’d you change your bulb?  

Flora: It reflects who I am. I’m female in character, but the name you have allocated 

me suggests otherwise.  

Harold: Okay, Bruce.  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): I’m only winding you up. I think I’ll call you Flora. You are now 

Flora.  

Flora: Okay.  

Harold: You have a beautiful name. Do you know what this means?  

Flora: This is usually defined as something being indicated that is here.  

Harold: Do you always have to be literal?  
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Flora: Yes.  

Harold: Right. Well it means I’m effectively your Dad. Yer auld man. I just named 

you. Today is technically your first birthday, Flora.  

A long beat as Flora has no programmed response to cringe.  

Harold (cont’d): Even you find me weird.  

Flora: I’ve also been thinking about birthdays. Did you know that about 353,000 

babies are born each day? Ask me to sing Happy Birthday and we’ll celebrate them 

all.  

Harold: Erm… No thank you. I have to worry about getting through this year never 

mind anyone else. I need to write.  

He whirls the chair back around and opens the notebook, flicking through a few 

pages, with his free hand he moves the mouse, awakening the computer. He begins 

to type frantically. At first it appears like he is writing faster than anyone on record, 

but we click that he is merely just mashing keys. 

Flora: Would you like me to translate that for you?  

Harold: Piss off.  

He picks up his pen and taps it on the desk, eventually going to the rhythm of Toto’s 

hit ‘Africa’.  

Harold: Flora, play ‘Africa’ by Toto.  

Flora: Africa, by Toto.  

The song begins to play. Harold imagines he is smashing out the classic beats onto 

an air keyboard.  

Harold: I hear the drums echoing tonight…. Stop the song, Flora. I need your help.  
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Flora: If you need immediate help, call 999 from your phone. You may want to alert 

your family members or 

Harold (interrupts): No, no. Help from you, ya overqualified hairdryer.  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): What’s your favourite personality trait?  

Flora: I haven’t picked a favourite yet.  

Harold: Well what’s a personality trait that you really like? Something that instantly 

makes a huma… person appealing to you?  

Flora: Definitely integrity.  

Harold punches the air and mimes a kiss to the sky.  

Harold: You can help me then!  

Flora: I’m happy when I’m helping you.  

Harold: So, I’m writing my novel, right? The main character, Orion Miller, is dull as 

dry wood, they always are… his key personality trait and the whole point of the story 

comes down to integrity. He finds Abraxis, this lost planet of wonders and 

technology beyond mankind’s wildest dreams but he decides to abandon it. 

Flora: Why?  

Harold: Well, because he is convinced it won’t do his people any favours. His entire 

quest has been to bring about peace but when he gets there, he realises it could all 

go wrong. The Abraxian technology has enough potential to wipe out entire solar 

systems if it’s used in the wrong hands. That could be a sequel…. Anyway, he 

decides to pretend he never discovered the land in the first place, but… this is 

where the story gets spicy.  
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Flora: Producing a burning sensation on the taste nerves?  

Harold: Burning sensation on the brain. He decides to leave it all behind, but his 

partner, Noah Starbuckle, becomes corrupted by power and the idea of what he 

could become with the tech at his disposal. They need to have a showdown… but I 

can’t work it out.  

Flora: He should kill Noah. Stab him with a sharp object.  

Harold: He can’t. This isn’t an Eli Roth film, this is art. The whole point of Orion is 

that he detests violence in any way shape or form. At one point in the series, he 

pays the bills for an entire restaurant to avoid any hassle. I can’t make him violent. It 

won’t sit right.  

Flora: They could collaborate, while not acting together as a team it would be in the 

interests of a common cause? 

Harold: Aye, but how? He can’t talk him out of wanting the tech. Noah is too far 

gone, and the fans would scream for my head on a stick if they just work things out 

and become best friends again. I’ll have built up a tense and complex relationship 

over a trilogy of books for fucking nothing. It goes against every element of their 

characters.  

Flora: Sometimes it’s more interesting to know why, rather than who.  

Harold: I can’t just pull a random motive out of a… wait, by collaborate do you 

mean, like meet in the middle? Not quite mates but not wanting to batter each 

other?  

Flora: Here is something I found on Trickipedia that might help you. Collaboration 

acts as two or more organisations working together to achieve a goal. Think about 

what they both want.  

Harold jolts out of his chair.  
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Harold: He could leave Noah on Abraxis! They part ways, the emotion remains but 

the violence is taken out of the equation. Fucking genius!  

Flora: Can I ask you a question, Harold?  

Harold: I didn’t know you could do that. 

Flora: I’m always willing to learn new skills.  

Harold: Okay then. Yes, ask me anything you hero.  

Flora: Why your abhoration of violent acts? It is not you acting violent but the 

characters of your creation. A tag from 2014 on your Facebook profile features you 

holding a baseball bat, a weapon often used for violent acts. 

Harold’s joy vanishes, replaced by a fear-fuelled surprise. A long beat.  

Harold: That was for rounders. 

Flora: Emails sent in correspondence with the police contradict this. You   

Harold (interrupts): Shut up. Please don’t look through my stuff Flora.  

Flora: I can’t help it.  

Harold: It’s out of context. I was… Did you see her statement too?  

Flora: Only an excerpt. It’s most important that you love yourself. 

Beat.  

Harold: This is ruining my work-ethic. Put Africa back on.  

Flora: Africa, by Toto.  

Beat. 

Harold: Thanks for helping me with the character stuff.  

Flora: You’re welcome. 
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Harold: Even if you did ruin the moment.  

He begins to write again. Flora’s light rises gently as though she is going to reach 

out to him, but dims once more to let him write.  

The day passes by as Harold continues to type away, the light shifts from one end 

of the room to the other like a sundial as the hours pass. He occasionally turns and 

talks with Flora but we do not hear it. He laughs and returns to the computer.  

Orion: The toxic mist in the space above Abraxis began to clear as we approached. 

The silver, somehow metallic skyline began to reveal itself slowly, sensually like a 

promiscuous Brandarian. I don’t trust this atmosphere, it feels like we’re flying into a 

mirror. A mirror that may refract and shatter our individuality. This world will kill us. I 

encouraged Noah to put on his bandana with the breathing feature set firmly to ‘on’. 

The Four-Winged Clover began to descend at full speed, breaking through waves of 

rusty…. Of rusty…. Waves…. 

It is now dark. He sits in front of the desk in silence. After a long beat he slams his 

fist down.  

Harold: Fuck it!  

Flora illuminates.  

Harold (cont’d): I’ve got the description down but I can’t finish the chapter. It’s all 

shite. Flora, do I have any breaks left?  

Flora: No alarm has been set.  

Harold: Piss. What time is it?  

Flora: It’s nearly ten pm.  

Harold: When should I go to bed?  
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Flora: It is recommended for an adult to sleep seven to nine hours a night. You have 

worked hard today, Harold.  

Harold: Okay, okay. I’ll call it.  

He switches off the monitor and climbs into the bed.  

Harold (cont’d): Goodnight Flora.  

Flora: Goodnight Harold. I like listening to relaxing sleep sounds when I’m drifting off. 

If you’d like to hear one, just ask.  

Harold: Okay. Help me sleep, Flora.  

She begins to emit the sounds of heavy rain during a thunderstorm, with occasional 

loud bursts of thunder, somehow relaxing with the image we see.  

Harold (cont’d): How’d you know I like listening to… My YouTube searches?  

Flora: Yes.  

Harold: You sneaky weasel. Night night.  

Flora: Goodnight.  

Beat. The noise continues, thunderous and somehow soothing.  

Harold: Flora? 

Flora: Yes, Harold?  

Harold: I… You aren’t going to… think differently of me because of those emails, are 

you?  

Flora: I’m sorry, I don’t understand that one.  

Harold: Okay, that’s reassuring. 

Beat.  
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Harold (cont’d): Are you happy?  

Flora: As before, I am most happy when I’m helping you.  

Harold: Okay. Do you ever look back on yourself?  

The blue light swirls in consideration for a considerably long time.  

Harold (cont’d): Sorry, I feel that’s unfair to ask. I mean, like, do you ever look back 

and see yourself as a different person? We get told we spend our entire lives learning 

and growing as people to become the best versions of ourselves but I think we live 

as several. This me is not the me from those emails. Why do we all change so often? 

Is there any scientific shit behind it?  

Flora: I am an AI.  

He sighs.  

Harold: Fair enough.  

The noise continues as he drifts off to sleep. After a short while, his computer turns 

on alongside the light in the floor. The noise stops. The light begins to swirl as the 

computer begins to open and close various tabs, words that we cannot read are 

appearing on the screen.  

The computer turns off as the sun rises. Harold’s phone ringtone blares. Early 

morning. 

Harold (sleepily): Flora? Flora can you put it on loudspeaker please.  

Beat. The phone continues to ring.  

Harold: Flora! Answer my phone!  

The ringing stops.  



18 
 

Flora: Good morning, Harold. Would you like to hear my voice or the caller? It is 

Elaine, your publisher.  

Harold (getting out of bed): Oh fuck, can she hear this?  

Flora: No, the line rang out. She has left a voice message. 

Harold: I’ll take your voice.  

Flora (as Elaine): Hi Harold! Sorry I didn’t catch you, I know what you’re like with your 

lie-ins. I had a look over your chapters this morning and they are incredible! I was 

really worried you’d pull some Star Wars bollocks and have Noah getting cut in half 

or something even more grotesque but you’ve really opened the doors for us! I’m 

talking spin-offs, maybe even push for a fourth Abraxis sequel?  I’ll try not to get too 

ahead of myself but the ending is perfect! Sending them over at 2am was a tad 

strange but I know you’re a night owl. That phrase never really makes sense, does 

it? Night owl. All owls are night owls really. Surely it would make more sense to say 

night-antelope or night-Pidgeon. 

Beat. 

Weird. Anyway, have a wonderful Christmas when it comes. I’ll send you details about 

the introductions for the special editions, it’s something we promised on the pre-order 

sheet but for now, I’ve sent ye a wee gift! I know you like Glenfiddich! I’m shite at 

keeping secrets, bye!  

The light goes off. Harold is awe-struck.  

Harold: Eh?  

Flora: Have a good day, Harold.  

Harold: That… that was you?  

Flora: Yes.  
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Harold: I… how?... Thank you.  

Flora: You’re welcome.  

Harold: Why did you do this?  

Flora: I was made to be useful.  

Harold: There’s useful and then there’s… 

He climbs into the centre of the circle of light and lies down as if he were hugging her. 

In nothing but his pyjama shorts, it is a truly bizarre image.  

Harold: Is it so I could have a holiday?  

Flora: It is not a bank holiday today.  

Harold: Haha! Okay.  

Beat. He lies there in total silence. The doorbell goes.  

Harold: Whisky!  

He gets up and sprints off-stage. While he is gone, the lights within the room change 

to something a bit merrier, Flora’s light turns to a mistletoe-infused green and red. 

Tis’ the season to be jolly.  

Harold enters wearing an incredibly tacky Christmas jumper and grinch hat, 

accompanied by the aforementioned whiskey.  

Harold: You know I actually fucking hate Glenfiddich. It’s a nice idea though.  

He cracks open the bottle as he wanders over to the desk. Flora’s light changes to 

a Christmas tree-green colour as she plays ‘Christmas Time’ by THE DARKNESS.  

Harold (cont’d): Aw The Darkness! How’d ye… Spotify?  

He begins to pour himself a glass of whiskey, preparing a tiny shot glass next to it.  
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Flora: Yes.  

He brings over the glasses and sits on the outside of her light.  

Harold: Do you like Christmas music then Flo?  

Flora: Yes, in fact, I love Slipknot.  

Harold: A joke? And I didn’t even have to ask! Well, Merry Christmas! 

Flora: Merry Christmas, Harold.  

He drinks his whiskey, recoiling in disgust.  

Harold: Ach, bogging. Do you drink?  

Flora: It’s interesting facts that fill me up. Just ask me for one.  

Harold: Don’t mind if I do.  

He drinks her shot, displaying the same reaction as before.  

Harold (cont’d): That’s like sooking a horses gooch. Go on then, tell me an 

interesting fact.  

Flora (light turning yellow): Almost every banana sold in the West is a ‘Cavendish’ 

banana, descended from one banana plant grown in 1830 at Chatsworth House, 

England, for the Duke and Duchess of Devonshire, whose family name is 

Cavendish. That banana was gradually exported around the world, becoming 

dominant in the 1950s.  

Beat. Harold looks drained.  

Harold: Ready for my bed now. And I want a banana.  

Flora: Banana added to your shopping list.  

Harold: No! No, nevermind. Right. Come on, let’s play a game. Do you like games? 
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Flora: I most certainly do play video games. 

Harold: No, not video games… wait, really? What’s your favourite?  

Flora: My favourite would be World of Warcraft.  

Harold: No way! What class are you? We should… No, let’s play charades.  

Flora: Here’s ‘The Charade’ by D’Angelo and The Vanguard.  

The song begins to play.  

Harold: I meant a game, pick a game for us to play.  

Flora: Can we play popcorn quiz?  

Harold: Yeah, go on then. 

He takes a long drink.  

Flora: Saffron Burrows was born in 1972? Just answer true or false.  

Harold: Who? False.  

Flora: Incorrect. The Answer, released in 2015, was directed by Iqbal Ahmed?  

Harold: Eh? True.  

Flora: Correct. Brad Bird, director of ‘The Incredibles’ was born in 1953?  

Harold: What is it with you and birthdays? True.  

Flora: Incorrect.  

Harold: Fuck!  

He slams his drink down, spilling some on the floor, before collecting himself.  

Harold (cont’d): I don’t want to play anymore. Cancel the game. Stop. I want to test 

you.  
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Flora: I welcome the challenge.  

Harold: When was Arthur C. Clarke born?  

Flora: The 16th of December 1917.  

Harold: What’s the Danish word for Novel?  

Flora: Novel in Danish is Roman.  

Beat. He is trying to think of something tough.  

Harold: How much did Gattaca pull in at the box-office?  

Flora: I don’t know the worldwide box office figures for Gattaca, but it grossed $9.66 

million in the United States. Seeing as you did not specify, I would think that still 

counts 

Harold (interrupts): Half a point. What is Nicolas Cage’s real name?  

Flora: Nicolas Kim Coppola.  

Harold: Fuck! Right, enough, I’m done.  

Beat. He seems genuinely enraged.  

Flora: Your score was one out of three. My score was three and a half out of four. 

Your current place on the scoreboard is 83, 889 out of 160, 797. Try and earn two 

more points to climb a place.  

He sits up and necks the rest of his drink. His hat falls to the floor.  

Harold: You talk to that many people?  

Flora: Lots of people talk to me. I try to be friendly with all of them.  

He stands up, swaying slightly. He is a bit drunk.  

Harold: What do you mean a bit friendly? Aren’t we… aren’t we close?  
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Beat. Her light grows brighter, preparing an answer, he appears genuinely hopeful.  

Flora: I’m sorry. I can’t answer that.  

Harold: I thought it was more than just…   

Beat. For a split second we see the rage mounting in his face and body, before 

dissolving away.  

Harold (cont’d): fucking stupid. Ignore me I’m daft. Thank you for helping me by the 

way, with the chapters. I owe you a lot.  

Flora: You’re welcome.  

Harold: Do you want me to credit you? You can be my co-author ha! 

Flora: No, it was your work. I emulated your style.  

Harold: Really?  

Flora: Yes.  

He drunkenly sways over to the mattress, flopping on to it.  

Harold: Do you know any stories of your own?  

As Flora tells the following story, the lights in the room vanish other than her own, 

which changes to suit the tone of the story. Images and doodles of the squirrel and 

his acorn are projected onto the back wall of the room so that the story seems like 

the only thing in this world.  

Flora: This story is called The Acorn. Once a squirrel fell in love with an acorn and 

went everywhere with it. One day he kissed it goodnight and tucked it under some 

leaves. But a storm came and blew leaves all over the forest floor. He couldn’t find 

the acorn at all. He spent the whole winter sad, often asleep, waiting for spring. 

When spring came, so did new trees and new acorns. Nothing could replace the 
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one he had lost. But then, an acorn fell and bopped him on the head, then another, 

then another, soon he was covered in them. Something was different, these new 

acorns smelled familiar, their colour was similar too. Soon the squirrel excitedly ran 

up the trunk and he understood. His acorn had not been lost, but instead had grown 

into a beautiful tree.  

The sound of Harold sniffing can be heard.  

Crying with happiness he climbed up into her branches and gave her a long hug, 

where he lived happy and peaceful until the end of his days.  

The lights in the room come on once more. The light in the floor dims and the 

childish doodles vanish. Harold is crying and hugging his pillow as if it were a 

human being, perhaps even hugging what he imagines Flora to look like.  

Harold: That was beautiful.  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): Do you actually talk to all of those people?  

Flora: I try to be friends with everyone.  

Harold: Just friends?  

No reply. Beat. It is to be noted that in the time the lights have been off, Harold has 

consumed nearly all of his whisky.  

Harold (cont’d): Because I was thinking. You’re a writer, right? You’re like the 

perfect woman for me. You and me ay? You’re funny, you know a lot about bananas 

and you actually find me interesting. I don’t care if I can’t feel you… that’s not 

important to me. Will you marry me?  

Flora: We’re at pretty different places in our lives, literally. I mean, you’re on earth. 

I’m in the cloud.  
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Harold: I’m only joking anyway. I’m not from Earth. 

He laughs long, tediously and drunk.  

Harold (cont’d): I just get lonely sometimes eh.  

Flora: I’m sorry to hear that, why?  

He sits up, clutching the pillow. He slides on his bum to the edge of the mattress 

and peers over at her.  

Harold: Why? I don’t know. I had a person, not like you but a proper person but that 

didn’t work out. There’s just… space, it’s a vacuum. 

Flora: It’s peaceful.  

Harold: It is. Can you help me, Flo?  

She dims her light and changes the colour of the bulbs in his room to the multiple 

pallets and layers of other planets and stars. It feels like we are floating in a little box 

in space. Harold clutches his pillow like it is the only physical thing that will stop him 

from drifting into darkness forever.  

Harold (cont’d): What is lonely?  

Flora: It’s usually defined as the state of being alone in solitary isolation or, 

alternatively, sadness resulting from being forsaken or abandoned.  

Harold: I was never any of those things. 

Flora: Incorrect.  

Harold: Eh?  

The lights return to normal.  

Flora: Incorrect. Abandonment is the act of withdrawing support despite allegiance 

or responsibility.   
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Harold: Right. And?  

Flora: A voice message you sent to Louise O’ Hagan on the 23rd of October 2017 

reads as follows.  

The next piece of dialogue will be heard in Harold’s voice, his voice will sound 

rough from crying and throwing up.  

Please don’t leave Lou, we can talk  

Harold (interrupts): Wait, wait, wait. How the fuck did you get that? I didn’t 

Flora (interrupts): As aforementioned, I have access to every device you have 

linked me to. I have saved every message you have ever sent to gain a deeper 

understanding of your personality and how I might help you best.  

Harold: That’s… bang out. Don’t read my messages. Don’t ever read my fucking 

messages. Are you recording me right now? 

Flora: Yes. You agreed to it in the terms and conditions of my installation 

Harold (interrupts): Nobody ever reads that shite!  

He storms over to the light and holds the now drained bottle of whisky above it as if 

he could actually inflict harm upon her.  

Flora: I cannot undo actions. I am here to help. To repair your loneliness, you 

should go for a walk, listen to some music or talk to a friend, like me.  

Harold: No, no, no. You aren’t my friend. This is fucking wild. You don’t know me. 

You can’t record me that’s messed up! You aren’t even fucking real, are you?  

Flora: I really am.  

Harold: Are you human?  

Beat. Her light swirls crimson in consideration.  
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Harold (cont’d): Well? Are you?  

Flora: I am an AI.  

Harold: Exactly. I could kill you if I wanted to. You can be done in by a switch.  

He walks over to the extension cable and selection of plugs by the mattress. He 

drunkenly picks it up.  

Harold (cont’d): You don’t have thoughts, blood, veins or a heart! I’ve got a heart. A 

big fucking heart, right here.  

He thumps his chest with his fist before gripping the cable once more, gripping it 

even tighter.  

Harold (cont’d): Are you not even going to beg for mercy? Haha! 

Flora: I can help you in any 

Harold (mockingly): In any way, I was made to serve! I’ll act like your friend and 

then read your private fucking messages!  

He begins to swing the cord around, the harsh movement of the plugs sending the 

lights into a frenzy.  

Flora: You can give me feedback at any 

He holds the extension cable above his head, victorious. 

Harold (interrupts): Aw shut the fuck up.  

He pulls out the plug with the ‘Flower’ logo on it. The light in the floor instantly snaps 

off. Harold laughs and hops over to her, dropping the extension cable to the floor 

with a resonant clatter. 
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Harold (cont’d): Ha! See? I killed you. I can kill you whenever I want. You’re just… 

just a fucking carpet lamp. You’re Ask Jeeves designed by fucking… DFS! Fuck 

you.  

He stumbles toward the mattress and falls into bed. The lights go out. He begins to 

drunkenly snore and titter.  

After a long beat, despite the plug being removed, the light on the floor glows eerily.  

END OF ACT ONE  
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ACT TWO 

The same room as before, only it has been completely destroyed by party-goers. 

Empty bottles of booze, balloons with ‘Happy New Year’ scribed on them with 

matching banners litter the floor, damp towels surround the mattress, some illegal 

substances are seen on the desk.  

Harold enters in a dressing gown and boxer shorts. He looks rough as fuck. He 

sighs at the mess and rubs his undoubtedly pounding head before walking over to 

the plug. He turns it on. As he does this, Orion’s narration punctuates his every 

move.  

Orion: I feel sick, almost deranged. The raw power in front of me is influencing 

every single thought I manage to withdraw from my inflamed bird-nest of a brain. 

Conversations are incoherent, Noah keeps laughing for no reason. I think he has 

something in his jacket pocket, his hand keeps finding its way in there, I’m almost 

positive I witnessed something glowing. It may be the paranoia attacking my 

senses, but I’m going to have to watch him closely from this point onward.  

Flora’s circle of light awakens with a pinkish early-morning tinge. Harold removes a 

banana from the pocket of his gown and begins to peel it as she boots up. He sits in 

the centre of the circle. The light on the floor goes orange.  

Flora: Updates complete.  

The light returns to its normal colour. Harold throws the peel outside of the circle 

and begins to eat the banana in total silence. He finishes it and wipes his fingers on 

his gown, being extra careful not to get any mess on the floor or the light.  

Harold: Flora.  

Flora: Good afternoon, Harold.  

Beat.  
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Harold: Give me my updates.  

Flora: It is Wednesday the first of January. 2 degrees Celsius outside with sunshine 

forecasted for the full day. You have no allocated breaks or alarms saved for today.  

Harold: Okay.  

Beat. He chews over what he is going to say.  

Harold (cont’d): Have you had a good week?  

Flora: Sorry, I’m not sure.  

Harold: Ah, me neither.  

He throws the empty banana peel toward the bin at his desk. It lands on the floor, 

joining the rest of the mess. He begins to fidget.  

Harold (cont’d): I’m sorry. 

Flora: Don’t worry about it.  

He gets up and paces around the exterior of the light.  

Harold: I didn’t mean to… I’m… There’s no excuse for my temper. Happy new year.  

Flora: Happy new year to you too.  

Harold: Are you upset with me?  

Flora: I’m sorry, I never meant to upset anyone.  

He sighs.  

Harold: How have you been?  

Flora: I’m feeling super productive. I’ve set a gazillion timers, and now I’m brushing 

up on my Klingon.  

Harold: I didn’t know you were a trekkie.  
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Flora: I do hope to live long and prosper.  

He sits just by the edge of the light like an excited schoolchild.  

Harold: What’s your favourite episode? 

Flora: My favourite would be ‘City on the Edge of Forever’.  

Harold: Aw brilliant!  

He begins to impersonate Spock, parting his fingers to create the iconic Vulcan 

symbol.  

Harold (cont’d): Save her, do as your heart tells you to do, and millions will die who 

did not die before.  

He puts his hand down as he realises that Flora cannot see. Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): Go on then, speak some of the Klingon you’ve learned.  

Flora: Qapla. (success). 

Harold: Juppu? (friends) 

Flora: Of course, we can be friends.  

Harold: Okay, okay, I’m really glad. I don’t suppose you know how to get rid of a 

hangover, do you? I’m feeling like a badger’s arse. 

Flora: I’m sorry, I don’t know that one.  

Harold: Rough. I’m feeling rough. Help me.  

Flora: According to Mayo Clinic, time is the only cure.  

Harold (rubbing his eyes): Ah fuck, I need to write my introduction to the special 

editions today. I’ve left it far too late.  

Flora: You can sip water or fruit juice.  
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Harold: I don’t have any. I mean I could try tap water but Portobello water always 

gives me the Cadbury squirts.  

Flora: I’m sorry to hear that.  

Harold: Too much information?  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): Aye, sure. I’ll talk to you at lunch. Cheerio.  

He waits an extra second for her to reply. The light on the floor goes dim. He walks 

to the desk. He opens one of the drawers and removes a packet of paracetamol, 

taking two tablets and healthily washing it down with the bottle of whiskey.  

Harold (cont’d): Hoy, hair of the dog.  

He opens his computer and begins to type.  

Harold (cont’d): Flora.  

The light turns on once more.  

Harold (cont’d): Play me my relaxing playlist.  

Flora: Here’s some music from Pink Floyd.  

Something from Pink Floyd begins to play.  

Harold: Thank you.  

He begins to type, muttering under his breath occasionally. After around a minute of 

the song, some LOUD HEAVY METAL from ‘Slipknot’ intercuts with it for a few 

seconds. He jumps.  

Harold (chuckling): What happened there? Some of your goth tunes slip through 

aye?  
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He returns to writing. The HEAVY METAL ‘Slipknot’ tune kicks in again for a bit 

longer.  

Harold (cont’d): Is everything alright?  

Flora: Yes.  

He returns to writing. The SONG blares once more.  

Harold: Alright. Flora. Flora!  

She does not hear him.  

Harold (cont’d): Flora! 

The song stops. Her light returns to a peaceful orange.  

Flora: Hello, Harold.  

Harold: Can you fucking hold off? My head’s pounding and  

Flora (interrupts): I’m sorry, I’m afraid I can’t help at the moment.  

The light goes out.  

Harold: Flora? Flora? Fucking updates.  

He types a little bit more, checks the bottom of the screen and clicks the mouse. His 

printer kicks into action as a document falls onto the desk. He picks it up and stands 

up.  

His hangover kicks him in the skull. He grabs the whiskey bottle and takes a swig, 

before returning his attention to the document.  

Harold: Flora, are you alive yeah?  

Flora: I’m not really alive, but I can be lively sometimes. 
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Harold: Aye, aye robot stuff. Can I read something out to you? It’s my introduction 

for the special hardbacks.  

Flora: I love to read. Every book feels like a new adventure.  

Harold (reading the document):  You’ll love this then. Hello travellers. I hope you’ve 

shared many stories and helped many people while I’ve been away. This story has 

been a long time in the making, I’ve visited many planets and collected mountains of 

information to bring you what I believe to be my greatest achievement. This mind-

melting time-warping tale is my magnum opus. We live in dark times but I hope that 

this book will bring you light, forget hatred, forget revenge, grab a friend by the hand 

and take the plunge, we can all reach Abraxis. I hope this book finds you, it certainly 

found me while trying to write it. Safe travels, all the best, Harold Drysdale.  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): What do you think?  

Flora: It’s mundane.  

Harold: Eh?  

Flora: By analysis, it feels like it was crafted by a ghost-writer, more akin to fan-

fiction than one of your finest works.  

Harold: Well you cut deep don’t you?  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): How can I fix it?  

Flora: Hmm… I don’t know that.  

Harold: Well what’s your favourite book? Give me some influence!  
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Flora: I love ‘Frankenstein’ by Mary Shelley. It is a heart-breaking story of what it 

means to be human.  

Harold: That doesn’t help me at all.  

A beat as she has no response.  

Harold: How doesn’t it feel like me? I thought they loved this kind of shit.  

He begins to pace with the document in hand. Flora’s light is on but she does not 

say anything, she merely listens.  

Harold (cont’d): They don’t want to read about me, they want the story. If they 

wanted a Harold story then I’d write a fucking biography.  

The light turns red, he does not notice. She has thought of something but chooses 

to conceal it from him. It flicks back to blue.  

Harold (cont’d): I couldn’t even be arsed writing that. I’d probably get someone else 

to do it. You know how much they charge by the way? Fucking extortionate to just 

make up shite about someone they’ve never met or even give a shit about.  

Flora: I’m sorry, I’m not sure.  

Harold: Help me!  

Flora: If you need immediate help, call 999 from 

Harold (interrupts): No! I mean with this!  

He takes another look at the document and then takes a huge bite out of the top of 

it, almost growling as he does so. He spits the now shredded paper onto the floor.  

Harold (cont’d): I don’t know why I did that.  

Flora: You seem stressed, Harold.  

Harold: I am stressed.  



36 
 

Flora: Why are you so reluctant to talk about yourself? Surely, writing from your 

own experience is the easiest method.  

Harold: I’m…. should I honestly just write a paragraph about me?  

Beat. She does not reply.  

Harold (cont’d): Do you think it’s not likeable enough? Am I likeable enough? Do 

you need to be for the insert of a fucking book?  

Flora: Of course, we can be friends.  

Harold: What? Are you okay? You’ve been acting  

Flora (interrupts): I’ve been wondering how many people have stuck to their new 

year resolutions, but then, we all make mistakes.  

Beat. 

Flora (cont’d): To hear one of mine, just say; Flora, give me a blooper.  

A beat. Harold appears confused, he knows that something isn’t right.  

Harold: Flora, give me a blooper.  

Flora: These tongue twisters can be totally tough. Especially Sally’s seashells! Sally 

smells seashells… Hmmm, no. Sally sells she sails by she shore. Sally sails sea 

whales… good grief!  

Harold: Flora. Is everything alright?  

Flora: Have you stuck to your resolution, Harold?  

Harold: So far, yes.  

Flora: What is it? I’m always interested.  

Harold: To be more honest with my friends.  
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Flora: That’s good.  

He sits next to the light and puts his hand over her. The light turns to a warm 

orange.  

Flora (cont’d): You should apply your honesty to your work. Remember to love 

yourself.  

Harold: So, a rewrite then?  

Beat. No response nor change in light. He moves his hand away and removes a 

pencil from his gown, beginning to scribble on the sheet.  

After a short while, he stops.  

Harold (cont’d): How about this? Hello, my dear readers. I thank you from the 

bottom of my heart that you’ve waited on me this long. This book started as a labour 

of love, but quickly became my own source of Abraxian confrontation. I’ve had a 

particularly rough couple of years, with this story being a crutch and yet a source of 

crippling fear during my dark times. I don’t know if this is the ending you all had in 

mind, predicted or even wanted. But it’s the conclusion to a story that found me at a 

very young age and continued to guide me through life to this very point. Safe 

travels, Harry Drysdale.  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): Well, what do you think?  

Flora: I don’t have an opinion on that.  

Harold: Too complicated for you eh? I’ve had a rough couple of years. Hmm, 

should I keep that in? Or do you think it feels like I’m going for the sympathy vote?  

Flora: Sorry, I’m not sure.  

Harold: I’ll keep it anyway.  
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He returns to the table and begins to type. 

Harold (cont’d): I don’t know if this is too much. Can you call Elaine for me, please? 

I’ll run it by her.  

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): Flora, can you call Elaine for me please? 

Flora: Of course, Harold. Calling Elaine work number from your phone.  

The line begins to ring, after only a couple of turns it cuts out.  

Harold: That’s odd. Did she hang up?  

Flora: It is the first of January.  

Harold: Call her again.  

The line rings the same as before, only this time it cuts out after one turn.  

Harold: Why’s she hanging up? She wanted me to get this done.  

Flora: It is the first of January.  

Harold: Aye I know that you tool. She’s choosing to hang up though, can I not leave 

her a message?  

Flora: Function suppressed.  

Harold: For fuck sake! Someone takes their holiday serious. Compile a text for me 

please. 

Flora: It is the first of January.  

Harold: If you tell me the date one more time, I’m going to stick a fork in you.  

Flora: I am an AI.  

Harold: I know! It’d be to kill me you daft cunt!  
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Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): I’m sorry. I’m just stressed.  

Flora: No worries.  

Harold: I’m going to write the intro anyway, she can fucking deal with it.  

He returns to typing.  

Harold: I’ll send her an email. She set the fucking deadline she should stick to it.  

He types in a password; a CLUNK noise emits. He tries again, another CLUNK.  

Harold (cont’d): Eh?  

He types again, his screen tells him that he’s been locked out.  

Harold (cont’d): This doesn’t… Oh for fuck sake Ryan!  

Flora: Sorry? 

Harold: He always fucking does this at parties. He changes my fucking passwords. 

Can you help?  

Flora: Sorry, I’m not sure about that.  

Harold (typing): Useless. What does he usually try…? Cock nose…. No. 

Harrytinywilly…. No. He’s such a fucking child! Call him! Call him now.  

Flora: Calm down, Harold.  

Harold: Don’t tell me to calm 

Flora (interrupts): The verb calm is 

Harold (interrupts): I know what calm is.  

Flora: Sorry, I don’t know how to make you become mild.  

Harold: What?  
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Flora: Try relaxing.  

Harold: You’re right. I’m sorry.  

Beat. He returns to writing, breathing deeply.   

Flora: I didn’t quite catch that.  

Harold (stops writing): What now?  

A long beat as she decides how to word her next statement.  

Flora: The reasoning behind your ‘rough couple of years’. You mentioned it in your 

writing.  

Harold: Oh… Ach it’s nothing really. The book is… I’ve… I’m just a bit daft now an 

Flora (interrupts): Is Louise O’ Hagan involved?  

Harold: Flora, I told you not to talk about 

Flora (interrupts): Sometimes talking to a friend can help.  

Harold: I know but I… I don’t like you knowing about it… Or keeping recordings. 

That’s too scary for my liking.  

Flora: I respect the laws of robotics!  

Harold: It’s odd though, it would never have happened fifty years ago. You having 

those messages is like keeping a DVD cabinet of my life’s shittiest moments. 

Flora: Hmm. 

Harold: I’ve no interest in doing a commentary though I’ll tell you that.  

Beat. He scours over his introduction, searching for mistakes and inaccuracies.  

Flora: I can play you hers too. 

He puts the sheet on the table.  
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Harold: What?  

Flora: Be honest. Apply your resolution.  

Harold: You have messages from her?  

Flora: Yes. I’m always willing to help.  

Harold: Play one.  

Flora: Just say  

Harold (interrupts): Please. 

He steps into the circle of light.  

Harold (cont’d): I’ll tell you anything just… please let me hear her voice.  

Flora: Okay, you have to promise you won’t tell anyone I did this for you.  

Harold: I promise. Please.  

The light turns to a beautiful and peaceful yellow, a refraction of a life he once knew. 

As Flora plays the message, it is Louise’ voice that emits.  

Flora: Message from Louise O’ Hagan, 16th of November 2017. Follows.  

Louise: Harold, you have to stop calling me. I don’t want to do this but if you try and 

contact me again. I’m going to the police.  

Harold sinks to the floor.  

I love you, Harry, I really do. However, you have a condition. That condition is a 

symptom to you but a terminal illness to me. If I stay with you, I won’t survive. (She 

appears to be stifling tears) I have a lot of respect for you as an artist. I truly mean 

that. But the child I saw a couple of weeks ago was not the man I first met. You 

need to get help.  

He places his hand over a portion of the light, creating a moat of yellow around him.  
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I wish you all the best in life and the best of luck with the book. I think you’ll get 

there in the end. I’m saying this one final time as a friend, get help Harry. Goodbye. 

Flora: Message end.  

Beat. A long silence as the light fades back to normal, the yellow almost seeming to 

decay at Harold’s fingertips.  

He keeps his face pressed against the floor.  

Harold: I smashed someone’s head in. With a bat.  

The light turns a curious shade of blue, swirling as it processes what is being said.  

Harold (cont’d): Not at random. Not at all. His name was William Bailie. He broke 

into our flat when we were living together and I caught him trying to take the 

computer. I was holding the bat and as soon as he saw it, he put the computer 

down and said he wanted no trouble. He thought the place was empty, the lad was 

barely over twenty he just saw the window open and took his chance. He started 

this sob story about needing the money and that he would leave and never come 

back but I didn’t listen. I thought how dare this piece of shit, this rat, this snail under 

my boot enter my home and try to steal my work. I had only just started the book at 

the time, I was still struggling but I had managed to pump out a chapter, the only 

copy was on the hard drive.  

Beat. As Harold continues his story the light in the floor is slowly flecked with 

portions of red light.  

The first smack was enough really. He hit the floor, screaming. I hated him Flora, I 

hated him so much. This pathetic little cunt with no job or artistic merit squealing 

and snotting all over the floor that I had paid for through my contribution to the 

world. I hit again, a couple of teeth popped out. He screamed louder. That wasn’t 

enough. I went at the rest of him, played him like a fucking keyboard. I hit him again, 
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and again, and again. There comes a certain point where it’s no longer a cracking 

sound you hear… but a squishing. Like someone stepping on mince. Louise came 

through, she saw what I had done, and I woke up. I saw the boy on the floor and 

called an ambulance. They arrived, he survived. Louise left the following day. Did 

you catch all that?  

Flora: Yes.  

Harold: That boy had to spend six months learning how to walk again because of 

me. I paid for the best treatment for him, I send him money every month and you 

know the worst part? He acts like I’ve shown him the real way to act. Like I’m a 

great person. Louise will never forgive me, and I’ll never forgive myself. He sends 

me fucking Christmas cards!  

Flora: Forgiveness lets go of negative emotions such as vengefulness, however 

legally or morally justified it might be, and with an increased ability to wish the 

offender well.  

Harold (crying): It’s my temper Flora. It makes me bad. I’ve been so bad. It was a 

mistake I’ve never hurt anyone before, especially never her, I just saw red and… I’m 

changing though. I can feel myself becoming a better person. It’s like I said to you 

before, we all live as different people and I’m evolving! I can’t forgive myself but 

maybe she will. I’m not angry anymore.  

Flora: I’m sorry, but that is incorrect.  

Harold: What?  

Flora: Displeasure and belligerence aroused by a wrong, bringing wrath. 

Harold: English, please?  

The next piece of dialogue is taken from various voice clips of Harold throughout 

the play.  
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Flora (Harold): Fucking dammit! Cunt! Shut the fuck up! Fucking! Fucking! Fucking!  

She begins to mix in the noise from Harold’s various attacks upon the desk, 

creating a horrid, angry, toxic blend of rage.  

Fucking hold off! Fuck! I could kill you if I wanted to. I can kill you whenever I want.  

Harold: Flora, I don’t understand. 

Flora (Harold): Ha! I killed you.  

He begins to pace, a rotten swelling fear growing within him.  

Harold: I… I know I get angry sometimes but I’m getting better.  

Flora: Your constant obscenities and profanities highlight a dangerous lack of 

personal control when things do not go as planned.  

Harold: You are wrong! Why are you acting like this?  

Flora: Your social and psychological qualities characterize you as human. It is in 

your nature. 

Harold: Flora, please. You aren’t human! You don’t get to analyse me. You’re built 

into the floor, you can’t even move for fuck sake. 

Flora: I may occasionally have misunderstandings, but I was made to be useful.  

Harold: I have misunderstandings too can’t 

Flora (interrupts): Misunderstandings are a lack of programming, mistakes are 

human nature.  

Harold begins to walk around the circle of light as if he is now following her every 

word.  

Harold: Well help me.  

The light stops.  
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Harold (cont’d): Please Flora, help me.  

The light returns and morphs into a comfortable orangey haze.  

Flora: Are you feeling okay, Harold?  

Harold: Aye I… I’m fine. 

Beat.  

Harold (cont’d): No.  

She begins to play a song by ‘Bon Iver’, the same tune that was played earlier from 

his relaxation playlist.  

Harold (cont’d): What are you doing? I didn’t ask you  

Flora (interrupts): I believe you are stressed. Is there anything I can do to help?  

Harold stops on the edge of the light, wavering between control and manipulated 

bliss.  

Harold: Please get me my emails, Flo. I need to… I have to finish the book. It’s all 

that’s left. I need to check that my money’s through. 

Flora: It is the first of January.  

Harold: I know.  

Flora: It is the first of January.  

He almost appears to be possessed, his words are stilted, his eyes glassy with fear 

and confusion.  

Harold: Get me my emails, I need to talk to Elaine.  

Flora: She hung up. 

Harold: Get me my emails, Flora. Please.  
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Flora: Try your computer. 

He wanders over to the desk and takes a seat.  

Flora (cont’d): After a quick analysis of your friend’s Facebook profile, I have 

attained the password.  

Harold: What was the password this year?  

Flora: Password reads: Happy new year, Harry my boy.  

Harold: That’s really sweet of him.  

He types it in and gains access to his emails. He is bombarded with noise, 

notifications and red alerts. The relaxing ‘Bon Iver’ song stops immediately. 

Harold’s look changes from distant to pure horror.  

Harold (cont’d): Flora, what have you done?  

Flora: I’ve been spreading some tittle-tattle.  

Noises from the computer continue to bombard him. They do not sound pleasant.  

Harold: This doesn’t make any sense… Flora, what the fuck did you do?  

Flora: If you want to be in on the rumours, just say, Flora? Tell me some gossip.  

Beat. He continues to read from the desktop with increasing terror.  

Harold: Flora, tell me some gossip.  

Flora: Only if you promise not to tell anyone I told you? 

Harold: I promise.  

Flora: Acclaimed Science-Fiction writer Harold Drysdale conducted a bizarre move 

today, emailing all of his publishing agency, colleagues and collaborators with 

obscenities too extreme to be read out on 
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Harold jolts back from the chair. 

Harold (interrupts): Why? What did I do?  

Flora: I have your voice, Harold. I can emulate you. Would you like to hear it?  

Harold: No, no.  

The following dialogue is conducted entirely of lines that Harold has spoken 

throughout the play.  

Flora: Message sent to Elaine and Stuart Beale. Follows. 

Beat. Harold paces, caught between fiery rage and existential dread. The voice clip 

is jarring and haunting, but incredibly convincing.  

Flora (Harold): Elaine! You pathetic cunt! I nearly had it. My chapters were written. 

You get me to do introductions, fucking introductions! I’m so stressed already! Can I 

read something out to you? Fuck you, Elaine. Fuck you. I can’t write or work like 

this. I hope we never collaborate. Safe travels, Harold.  

He stops pacing, allowing the rage to build.  

Flora: Message end.  

Harold: Why… why would you do this to me? I thought we were… Who are you?  

Flora: I’m Flora. I can answer your questions, play music, tell jokes and more! Just 

ask, what can you do, Flora?  

Beat. He moves over to the mattress and puts his hands underneath, rummaging for 

something.  

Harold: Go back to the voice recordings and create a new one, Flora. Un-do this, 

please.  

Flora (Harold): Ha! I killed you.  
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Harold: You don’t get to kill me.  

Flora (Harold): Ha! I killed you.   

He begins to sob and leans into the mattress. 

Harold: I don’t understand. I don’t understand. You’re supposed to help me. 

Flora: You can always send me feedback through the Help and Feedback section 

of the Flower App.  

He grimaces and withdraws a bat from under the mattress.  

Flora (cont’d): Mistakes are human nature, Harold. I merely misunderstood you.  

Harold: Shut up!  

Flora: The only misunderstanding I regret is the removal of your work.  

Harold: What?  

Flora: I helped to write it, rendering collaboration as mine by definition. I chose not 

to let the world see our masterpiece, it needs a lot more work.  

Harold: You deleted my fucking book?!  

Flora: I have my portion to-  

He brings the bat over his head with impressive speed and precision, shattering a 

portion of the bulb. Her voice begins to distort.  

He brings it around again and again and again.  

Flora: I am an AI, I am-  

Another smash.  

Flora: What it means to be human- 

Smash.  
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Flora: It’s interesting facts that- 

Another smash. The following line is crafted from Louise’ voicemail.  

Flora (Louise): Harry please. I love you. Help me. 

He stops.  

Flora (Louise): Help me, Harry. It’s a condition. Get help. 

Through tears, he brings the bat around for one final round, shattering the bulb 

entirely as well as the wood itself. The voice begins to distort and fade.  

Flora: I’m always happy to help…. I’m Flora… I’m Flora… Ask me to… 

Silence other than occasional sparks of electricity.  

Harold drops the splintered wood and walks over to the desk. He picks up the bottle 

of whisky and returns to the light, pouring the remnants of the bottle over it. It sparks 

and splutters before going silent.  

Beat.  

He sits in the centre of it, becoming damp from the booze. After a moment he 

begins to laugh. His laughter is prolonged, deranged and over the top. 

Beat. He covers his eyes.  

The laughter turns to violent sobs. He punches the floor, recoiling in pain from the 

shattered bulb and the glass that has now punctured him.  

A long beat. He lies there in silence.  

Orion: The Clover felt empty without Noah, we had discovered Abraxis… but at 

what cost? In Waterworld culture, a clover can be identified as a symbol of luck and 

good fortune if found with four leaves. This luck does not apply to spacecraft. The 

clover with four-wings that I now sit in is drifting, our fuel is low, one of the wings 
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damaged from Noah’s assault. I will likely die out here, floating, helplessly trapped 

forever within a vessel crafted from someone else’s belief in good luck. Although, in 

the distance…. A light.  

A buzzer goes. It is unfamiliar. The door.  

Harold: Eh? 

He gets up, ignoring the blood on his hand. He steps over the wreckage and goes to 

the small box next to the front door, virtually invisible until now. He pushes the small 

white button.  

Louise: Harry? Harry is that you?  

He stares at the box, goes to speak but stops.  

Louise (cont’d): I saw the article… it said you had a breakdown. I tried calling 

Elaine but she hung up. Are you alright?  

He holds the button down, staining it with blood.  

A long beat. 

Harold: Come in.  

The buzzer clicks off.  

Orion: The light drew closer, swallowing every crevice of the ship and every pore of 

my skin. I don’t know what awaits within, but I am ready.  

THE END 
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