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Lab A: Experiment 3 by Tara O’Brien

Subject 3 walks into the museum. The door slams loundly. “Hooked on
a feeling” begins to play softly (the bit with the hooga chaka). When
the melody starts Subject 3 starts dancing, unaware of the audience.

Projectors (or AR if possible) start to play scenes from Subject 3’s
past. Newspaper clippings and printouts are hung up on the walls.
They show safety measures and stories from when the solar flares hit.
He dances and admires artwork as the audience watches the scenes.
These include explosions, failing security cameras and the occasional
science experiment. The scenes stop showing (and holographic people
begin to appear around Subject 3. He dodges them and apologizes to
them as if they are real).

The song ends/fades away and the audience are now in the silent
gallery. Subject 3 admires the paintings (holographic people mill
around him. A narrator is projected into the air). A narrator speaks
through the intercom.

Narrator: Welcome, visitors. As you all well know, you are among the
saved of the planet Earth. You have all traveled far, some from other
parts of the galaxy, to see the amazing work that Kingsman is doing.
We are the ones chosen to survive and we should use our privileges in
order to live to the fullest extent. Kingsman has been working
towards making humans, those that are left, slaves for the other
species of the universe. Today’s tour will feature our specimen,
Subject 3. As with all of our Subjects, their memories have been
wiped and we have even managed to remove some of their human
characteristics. Subject 3 is particularly interesting and we have
paid special attention to him. After the solar flares hit Earth he
lost everything, his family, his home, his goldfish and even his will
to live. Kingsman noticed this and recruited him. All of the loss
that Subject 3 suffered made him less resistant to Rook. As you all
know, Rook is our top-secret coercive persuasion, or mind
controlling, machine. We have just introduced Subject 3 to this new
environment and he is adapting well. Our leading scientist and neuro
physicians wanted to see if he would react intensely to places he
might have experienced in his past life, like deja vu. That is why we
have introduced him to this museum. We will now perform a few tests
on him.

Subject 3 looks around the Museum in amazement. A Woman enters
running.

Woman: Down on your knees!
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Subject 3: Oh! Hello! I was wondering if you could tell me who this
painting is by. It’s got this lovely colour and-

Woman: *punches Subject 3 in the gut* I SAID, GET DOWN!

Subject 3: *doubles over in pain* Okay, okay! I just wanted…

Suddenly everything pauses. Subject 3 gets up and the woman lets
him. He turns to the painting he was examining as if nothing had
happened and the woman exits. The narrator's voice is heard again.
(Narrator appears in the air).

Narrator: What you have just witnessed is a new stage of Rook that
we never thought was possible. We are able to, not only control what
Subject 3 does, but put him into a semi-coma for almost a minute.
We’re calling it Pawn. Another exciting process we have been able to
demonstrate on Subject 3 is our new instantaneous mind-blank. As you
will have noticed Subject 3 does not remember his encounter with our
employee. I will allow you to further view our Subject.

Subject 3 yawns and stretches, then looks around the room as if
expecting someone to be there. He walks away from the painting and
begins to explore the room. (He pushes past holographic people
apologising to them).

Subject 3: *picks up a book* Hmm, a book about prejudice and pride.
It belongs to a certain...Jane Austen. I should return it...

A Woman runs in. She is one of the subjects that has escaped
Kingsman.

Subject 52: *runs in and screams* AHH! WHO THE HELL-

Subject 3: Oh! You look distressed… *starts to walk towards Subject
52* You must be Jane Austen. I think this is yours. *hands the book
to 52* I didn’t get time to read it, Miss Austen. I’ve done a bit of
poem reading myself, you know. One I remember goes like this, “I hold
it true, whate'er befall; I feel it when I sorrow most; ‘Tis better
to have loved and lost, Than never to have loved at all.” It’s nice
isn’t it. A bit dark, but nice.

Subject 52: *shocked, takes the book* Oh, yeah. Why did you call me…
Oh, this book isn’t… never mind. *pause* Who are you? Stupid
question, you probably don’t even kno-

Subject 3: Most people just call me Subject 3.

Subject 52: They call me Subject 52.
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Subject 3 becomes motionless (and the narrator appears again). The
narrator's voice is heard on the intercom.

Narrator: Sorry for the interruption. We’ve had a minor security
breach by one of our less specialised Subjects. We’ve temporarily
shut down all of the Subjects affected by Rook. This will only last a
moment.

(The narrator disappears).

Subject 52: They’re gone. You can wake up now.Hey? *waves a hand in
front of Subject 3* Woohoo? Wake up? *shakes Subject 3 by the
shoulders* WAKE UP! WAKE- oh…

Subject 52 reaches into her pocket and takes out a walkman (or iPod,
whichever is available and doesn’t break everyone’s ears) and puts it
on Subject 3’s ears. Faint music starts to play. It gets louder and
the audience realise that it’s Billie Jean. Subject 3 shakes awake
and jumps back from Subject 52.

Subject 3: Bille? *squints at 52* Billie, is that you? I thought I’d
lost you forever… wait… you don’t look like Billie…

Subject 52: Do you remember who I am?

Subject 3:Well, you’re not Billie. Who are you?

Subject 52: I’m Jane Austen. I… I wrote this book you found a minute
ago. I was looking for it.

Subject 3: Jane Austen… Oh, you wrote the one about pleasure and
preconception?

Subject 52: Pride and prejudice, you were close.

Subject 3: Oh, yeah. Well, I’ll not keep you back. I’m sure you’ve
got other things to do. Writing books and all of that.

Subject 52: *sighs and drags 3 over to the bench* I’m gonna tell you
something and then I’m getting the hell outta here. We’re trapped in
a social experiment and I’ve managed to escape.

Subject 3: *smiling* Is this one of your story ideas?

Subject 52: No it’s the-

Subject 3: I think it’d make a great book, honestly-

Subject 52: *grabs 3 by the shoulder* Right listen here you
infectious onion-eyed measle, I’ve been trying to get out of here for
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three months and you’re not gonna be the one to mess things up for
me.

Subject 3: Get out of where?

Subject 52: This social experiment!

Subject 3: This is a museum.

Subject 52: It’s just meant to look like that, but they’ve
introduced you to it this morning. Do you not remember anything?

Subject 3: I… I come here every day. I look at this-

Narrator: Greetings to all of our guests wishing to make purchases
or invest in the scientific progress of their reserved specimen. A
new experiment has been set up in the auditorium. This will consist
of a number of tests determining the effects of Rook on Subjects that
will interact with pets. Be on the lookout for our missing subject,
we still haven't found it. Thank you.

There is a moment of silence.

Subject 3:Did you hear that or was it just me?

Subject 52: It’s been doing that all morning.

Subject 3: I don’t think it has. I would have-

Subject 52: Shut up! *pause* Okay, you might not believe me, but I’m
gonna tell you everything I know and then I’m escaping. If you want
to tag along that's fine by me, but if you fall behind you stay
behind, got me? *pause in which 3 nods* Right, I’m a Subject, just
like you and I think that we’re in a social experiment. Somehow the
people running the experiment have managed to freeze or stop us
sometimes. I noticed that sometimes I got mind-blanks. So, I started
to play music. The music jumped forwards a lot when my mind blanks
happened. Whenever I felt something coming along, I’d just listen
very closely to the lyrics and I'd escape the mind blank.*pause* I
know that there are 52 people or more involved in this experiment. I
know that they’re interested only in the first 16 people and 8 of
them are top security. I know that all of the operations are named
after chess pieces. And I know that...the world was hit by solar
flares a year ago and that the population rests at 0.8% of its
original value. That makes 45 million people spread across 195
countries and 10,000 cities.

Subject 3: *takes a breath* Okaaaay.
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Subject 52: Good. Now I’m going. You can get back to looking at your
painting.

Subject 3: Can I come with you? I’ll be quiet and if I fall behind
I’ll stay behind and not betray you.

Subject 52: Fine, but hurry up.

Subject 52 and Subject 3 make their way out of the silent gallery
and into the corridor. Subject 52 is leading and Subject 3 follows.

Subject 3: Do you… remember stuff from before the solar flares?

Subject 52: Yeah a little.

Subject 3: What was it like? Did we all live in museums and have to
do what the voices told us?

Subject 52: There weren’t voices and we lived in houses. They’re
like little museums, with less paintings and more benches.

The narrator comes onto the intercom again.

Narrator: We have an announcement to make to all of our visiting
guests. We have still not found our missing Subject. We believe that
it is somewhere within the museum decor. We ask all guests to stay
alert and vigilant. Thank you.

Subject 3: Are they looking for you?

Subject 52: Maybe. What does it change anyway? We’re getting outta
here and they can shove their announcements and ‘thank you’s’-

Narrator: An urgent announcement on behalf of all of our leading
scientists. We have just received information that our escaped
Subject is armed with a gun. Thank you.

Sirens start to play in the background.

Subject 3: *stops* You’ve got a gun?

Subject 52: *spins around* No, of course I don’t have a gun! How
would I get one?

SUbject 3: Well, how did you escape?

Subject 52: That’s not important. We need to go. They’re going to
find us if we don’t move.

Subject 3: I’m not going anywhere with you. I want to go back and
see the paintings.
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Subject 52: Go ahead! You’ll never get to see what houses look like!

Subject 3 suddenly falls to the ground. He starts screaming and
spasming uncontrollably. A message comes over the intercom. Narrator
(now a person) walks through one of the doors and circles 52 and 3 on
the ground. (The narrator, now a holographic figure, walks towards
the spasming body and delivers the message).

Narrator: Subject 52, I am disappointed in you. I expected great
things from you.

SUbject 52: SHUT UP! YOU EXPECTED NOTHING EXCEPT THAT YOU’D SELL ME
AS A SLAVE ONE DAY FOR RICH BLOKES!

Narrator: Well, now, that’s not quite it, but time is short. I’ll
lay it out simply for you. Either you come quietly and both of you
are captured or you leave Subject 3 to be tortured and you run away.
The choice is yours, but know this: you’ll never get out of it alive.

(The narrator's eyes grow wide at the last sentence).

Subject 52 is left with Subject 3.

Subject 3: *screams*

Subject 52: Shut up! I’m trying to decide. *pause* Better one of us
than both of us, I guess. *pats Subject 3 on the shoulder* Sorry,
mate. Have a fun life.

Subject 52 runs down the corridor, then everything freezes. The
sirens stop wailing. Subject 3 stops spasming and screaming. Subject
52 stops, mid-run.

Subject 52: *screams at the ceiling and then runs towards Subject 3*
You own me one.

Subject 52 plays music in Subject 3’s ears and he is revived. They
run down the corridor and into the gallery connected to the silent
gallery (no idea what that’s called). There are paintings on the
floor, stacked against the wall. They’re going to be part of a new
exposition. There’s a painting of a goldfish in a bowl.

Subject 3: Woah, that was close.

Subject 52: You owe me your life.

Subject 3: Yeah, I know. Thanks.

Subject 52: *slides down wall and sits* What do we do now? Hey, what
are you doing?
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Subject 3: *picks up the painting of the fish* I… I remember
something about this… It’s blurry.

Subject 52: Something linked to your past?

Subject 3: I… What do you know about fish?

Subject 52: Umm… Well, they live in water. That one’s a goldfish.
That’s pretty much it.

Subject 3: Why can’t they live out of water?

Subject 52: They have gills. If they’re out of water the gill arches
squish together and they suffocate.

Subject 3 steadies himself against the wall.

Subject 52: Are you okay?

Subject 3: I think I had a fish. I think… I think it was *closes
eyes and screws up face* I think someone knocked over my fishbowl in
the street. *opens eye* JIMOTHY!

Subject 52: Is that the fish's name?

Subject 3: What fish?

Subject 52: Your fish. The one we were just talking about. *waves at
painting* The… They’ve wiped your mind again. They don’t want you to
remember anything. *sirens start again* We need to move, come on.

Narrator: Through the use of our CCTV and monitoring devices we have
learned that two Subjects have escaped. They have been in contact
with our visiting group. We are sorry to announce that this group
will be joining our ranks as Subjects. You will be labeled starting
from Subject 567. Thank you for your stay, but your minds will be
wiped. Do not try to escape, this will only make your punishment
worse.

Subject 52: *waits a bit* TO HELL WITH YOU! WE’RE GETTING OUT OF
HERE IF IT’S THE LAST THING WE DO!

Subject 3: Five hundred and sixty seven? I thought you said there
were only fifty two.

Subject 52: What? Well, I didn’t know. I just knew that there were…
ahhhg! You’re so annoying! Don’t blame everything on me! I didn’t
know?! How was I supposed to…? *sighs and turns away from 3, to
audience* Okay, we’ve gotta get out of here. You guys are coming too.
There’s nothing left for you here.
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Narrator comes on the intercom again. The sound is noticeably more
shaky and staticy. The Narrator sounds panicked.

Narrator: Is this working? Oh, yes. Listen, I don’t have much time
to tell you. It’s all a trap. The machines, everything. It’s all a
trap. I’m one of the Subjects. I’m Subject 1. I found out too much.
It’s not just slaves. They’re *sound fades* population! It’s way more
corrupt than you think. They made me the Narrator, but… *the sound
fades* Get to the front doors. Get out! There’s nothing. No solar
flares, nothing. The world is fine. They *sound fades* excuse to
bring back slavery. They… You’ve got to go! GET OUT OF HERE!

*Narrator moves away from the microphone and sounds of a fight and
gunshots are heard.The sound of static goes away*

Subject 52: Oh my gosh.

Subject 3: We should go…

Subject 52: We can’t trust this Narrator.

Subject 3: Well, you can do what you want, but I’m going to the
front door.

Subject 52: You’ve only just woken up from your little fantasy. You
don’t know how things work around here. First off people lie.

Subject 3: I want to get out of here! You’re not gonna hold me back.
I want to go outside. I want to find my fish, Jimothy. I want to see
my fish. I know he’s out there. *pause* So whoever wants to get out
of here can follow me. The rest of you, have a fun time.

The audience are given a choice. Those that go with Subject 3 start
heading for the front door. Those that stay with Subject 52
eventually decide to catch him up (bit more improv, sorry). If all
the audience go with 3, then this next bit is irrelevant.

Subject 52: *when 3 is out of sight* Shoot. He’s gonna get himself
killed.

Subject 52 then sounds urgent.

Subject 52: * urgent whispering* Get down! I think… I saw someone
with a gun!

The audience and 52 and crouching behind something. 52 looks around
the corner and then urges the audience to run after her.

Subject 52: Come on! We’ve got to go!
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As they catch up with Subject 3, gunshots start ringing out in the
space. Everyone starts running.

Subject 52: Run!

They’re almost at the door.

Subject 3: We’re going to make it! I’ll get to see Jimothy!

Everyone makes it out the door. Subject 3 holds the door and ushers
everyone through it. The audience gathered around the front steps.
The attention is on Subject 52 as she takes in the beauty of the
park.

Subject 52: The Narrator was right, well I’ll be damned.

Subject 3, behind the crowd, falls to the ground. He has a bullet
wound.

Subject 52: *pushes through the crowd* Wha- no! You… I…

Subject 3: It’s okay. It’s just a cut. *52 tries to lift him up*
It’s- OW!

Subject 52: That’s… it’s deep. How could I let this happen! You
were… *crys (the good old cry on cue, sorry i’m just naturally
hilarious.)* I can’t believe that after all this…

Subject 3: Where’s Jimmothy? My fish, where…?

Subject 52: *smiles sadly* I think… I think that Jimmothy died a
long time ago. We’ve been trapped…

Subject 3: *pats 52 on the arm* I didn’t get time to see Jimothy or
read books or go for walks or smell flowers or do anything, Miss
Austen. Although, I’ve done a bit of poem reading.

Subject 52: I’ve heard it. The one about it’s better to have loved
and lost than to-

Subject 3: Don’t interrupt me, I’m dying.

Subject 52: Okay.

Subject 3: I hold it true, whate'er befall; I- *winces at pain* I
think I’m going…

Subject 52: No… you’re okay… you’re good…

Subject 3: The price of freedom is death. I’ll pay for you.
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Subject 3 takes his final breath. Subject 52 is devastated and
closes 3’s eyes. Subject 52 stands up and faces the crowd.

Subject 52: We’re all free. Somehow we’re all free.


