
1 

 
C0DA  

by Michael Kirkbride 
 

 
 

with artwork by  
Mikhail Pabor, Katy Hargrove, Ksenia Mamaeva, Jesse Samson, M.C. Barrett, Manuel Dupong, William Weird, 

 Nadmoremtumana, Enolez Drata, Floating Heads, MarkynazVader, noxfoxArts, Llennococonnell, Vophoha Neka, 
VictoriaDaedra, LordEd, Nadezhda Sennikova, seedyvagrant, Wrath-Of-Egg, Darya Marakava ​and ​Michael  Kirkbride 

 
re-arranged by ​Tyermali 

original script on ​c0da.es​, hosted by ​Morgan Jones 

1 

https://c0da.es/


 
 

 

Table of Contents 
 

I. My name is Jubal-lun-Sul 3 

II. The Velothiid 4 

III. Pilgrimage 7 

IV. The Wheels of Lull 10 

V. She said Yes! 11 

VI. That’s never gone wrong 13 

VII. I think I need a cat 14 

VIII. Take it slow 15 

IX. The Digitals say … 16 

X. A special child 19 

XI. Land of the Indoril 20 

XII. Pulse Plaza 22 

XIII. Heroes of Tomorrowind 26 

XIV. They’re buying it 29 

XV. Whatever threatens our world 31 

XVI. Jubal and Vivec 33 

XVII. Jubal loses his hands 36 

XVIII. Cosmic bachelor party 37 

XIX. Jubal and Lorkhan 42 

XX. Numidium 44 

XXI. The Digitals return 50 

XXII. Dark Elf Ninjas 51 

XXIII. Audience with Memory 53 

XXIV. Hlaalu Hir’s end 54 

XXV. The High Alma’s daughter 55 

XXVI. Amaranth 57 
 

Artist references 58 

2 



 
 

 

I. ​My name is Jubal-lun-Sul 
 
Ald Sotha Below, 5E911 
House Sul Progenitor House, duly noted under the digital house, 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 
Chronocule Delivery: souljewel count: 78888-00-00-00-000 

 
My name is Jubal-lun-Sul, of House Sul, whose name is known and heard             
throughout the Scathing Bay and the Nine times Nine Thrones. Our lord is High              
Alma Jaroon, of House Jaroon, whose city is the First City of the New North, where                
all who Went Under from Landfall settled and made peace with the Worm, when we               
were not Eighty and One separate peoples but One, carrying the tibrols on our              
backs together and cutting tunnels by the light and heat that all mer wore, with               
equal dust in every mouth. My family’s name comes from the first child born in the                
Velothiid, Haeko-dol-Sul, and, like him, we are salt merchants. Our crest is the tusk              
of the bat-tiger. Our bloodline is registered by C0DA. 
 
The Digitals say we come from another star, but so many have forgotten. I have not,                
for my lineage granted me audience with Memory, and I have spoken with the              
Wheels of Lull. I have seen proof, as any who come Up during Landfall Season,               
when the winds die down enough Above that all may make pilgrimage under the              
banner of Vehk and Vehk. Though many Above have renounced Memory, they too             
remember. 
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II. The Velothiid 
 
Present day. Velothiid.  
TEM designate: MORROWIND 2. 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 

 
VELOTHIID. Weôre beneath the surface of the       
moon, in a connected series of mighty       
caverns. A great city sprawls across it all ð         
ghettoes cut into the rock, marketplaces      
gathered by every silvery lake,     
quartz-and-ruby temples rising up and out to       
protect the various tunnels that lead into and        
out of the caverns. Color washes up       
everywhere: red lamps, cultivated farms of      
glowing lichen and moss, and the signal lights        
of drifting sload-bag transports and vigilant      
wasp-riders. Throngs of hooded citizens     
huddle everywhere, occasionally holding up     
the palanquins of silk-laden merchants.     
Mechanical servitors float about, their torsos      
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leaving trails of blue-white mathematical symbols. This civilization stretches even          
across the ceilings, with gigantic stalactites serving as the houses of the nobility,             
dotted with lit windows and crest-banners, sporting pictures of strange beasts and            
Daedric scripture.  
 
HOUSE SUL UNDER-MANOR. “DAY”. On one of the stalactite manors, a larger            
one, sporting the crest-banner of a curved tusk. This is the House of Sul, and home                
to our protagonist. A lone figure watches the city below him from atop a balcony               
terrace. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: My family has seen better days. I aim to reclaim them. 
 

 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL, a noble of thirty-some years, draped in a kimono adorned with            
stylized bat-tigers, his long grey hair unbraided. A small torch floats close to him.              
There is an archway on the terrace that leads to a dimly-lit room. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: That’s a lie. I want more that just that. I want a very great thing for the                  
whole of my people. Call it a messiah complex, if you must. I wouldn’t unless you were                 
recognized under C0DA, at least not out loud, but in all honesty I probably deserve it. But,                 
then, salt merchants are given to them. It’s in our blood. 

 

JUBAL and his torch walk by inside, through an ñobservatoryò ð really, a hall whose               
centerpiece is an orrery made of brass and jewel-wrought wire, its planets            
numbering 16. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: After all, the only thing that stopped the Worm was salt. They have an               
especial vulnerability to it. At least, they used to, but they adapt. But, then, the Worm                
always adapts. It’s in their agenda. 
 

HOUSE SUL UNDER-MANOR, EAST OBSERVATORY. Various scrying-mirrors       
line the room, their magic barely registering faded views of the tunnels that surround              
the city. Reaching from the ceiling are multi-jointed ñtelescopesò that we can            
assume lead up and out onto the lunar surface. 
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JUBAL-LUN-SUL: They made these tunnels at first. Then we got here and did the rest. But                
we’re not supposed to be here at all. At least that’s what I keep telling myself. See, the                  
thing about the Worm is that they can’t go Up. But we can. We do. Make that: some of us                    
do, the ones that are allowed. 
 

JUBAL stands before one the mirrors, lost in thought. Nearly indiscernible is a             
massive tunnel, a red lamp illuminating only a small portion of it. 

 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Everyone is allowed during     
every Landfall Season. Most of us decide not        
to, since it’s more dangerous Up there than it         
is down here. But I had to go. I come from a            
very, very old family. The oldest families. The        
progenitors. One with bells on, too, I might        
add. The “first child born Under” and all of that.          
In other words, we’ve got history. If I hadn’t         
gone? The Digitals would’ve stuck their fingers       
into things. No one wants that. No one. That’s         
probably why I have waited so long to have a          
child of my own. 
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III. Pilgrimage 
Sanctioned Pilgrimage Tunnel, 5E892 
88th Landfall 
Worm Threat in Vicinity: Null.  
Tonal Architecture set to Theme: Operatic: Lullaby 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 
 

VELOTHIID WORM TUNNEL. TIME INDETERMINATE. A worm tunnel, vast, its          
walls and floors riddled with ñsafety holesò for people to jump into if a Worm               
approaches. Three small figures are seen in the distance, two dunmeri males, one             
holding a red lamp, and a floating servitor. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: No child should have to see what’s really Up there. 
 

We can see the figures now: a younger JUBAL, dressed for topside in robes,              
bonemold breastplate, goggles, open-faced helm. He holds the lamp, a long pole            
with a neon-red grub squirming on the end. The other dunmer is HLAALU HIR,              
similarly dressed, but his armor shows all the signs of money: amber lacquered             
edges, badges of station, a small front cape with the crest of his House: a set of                 
scales. The servitor is an ancient model: a grinning deathôs head of gold and              
lapis-lazuli eyes, and a vestigial spinal cord drawing a line in the dust of the tunnel                
floor. 
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HLAALU HIR: Just a bit more ore,       
Jubal, don’t worry. Keep your lamp up.  
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: What for, muthsera?    
The Alma said the Worm wouldn’t      
interfere, Hlaalu Hir. 
 
HLAALU HIR: Don’t be so formal.      
Anyways, it’s more like it can’t. I’m not        
worried about them. And the lamps are       
for two things. Us to see and the        
tunnel racers to stay away. They don’t       
like the red. 
 
Theyôre closer now, and caught in the       
red light of their lamp. JUBAL looks       
sheepish or sick; HIR is smiling. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: I don’t like it, either.      
My head. It’s swimming. Should I go       
second brain? 
 
HLAALU HIR: Your boat, Jubal, you      
float it. I wouldn’t, not this close to the         
surface. Lunar interference and all.     
Wouldn’t want secondary visions. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: What? 

 
SERVITOR: QUIET/ET/ET/ET. OPEN/EN/EN/EN. MEMORY SERVES. MEMORY    

CLOSE/OSE/OSE/OSE. 
 

Closer. Parts of the tunnel have switchboards embedded into them. The SERVITOR            
is scanning them. JUBAL and HLAALU are wrapping their faces in breather scarves. 

 
HLAALU HIR: We’re here. Tokbox, ready the hatch. And stop clicking, it’s annoying. Ready,              
Jubal? 
 
SERVITOR: CAN’T HELP IT/IT/IT. WATCHMAKER ABOVE. ON. THE. CLOCK. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: My fear was/is illusory. (Why am I talking like this?) Ready, muthsera,             
open the hatch. (No wonder the rest never come.) Let me see. 
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IV. The Wheels of Lull 
 
The Wheel As IS.  
TEM designate: NIRN. 
 

 
 

LUNAR LANDSCAPE. Theyôve left the tunnel and walked out onto the surface,            
dunes of red, sugary sand leading as far as the eye can see. JUBAL and HIR stare                 
into the sky. It is a vision of apocalypse. A smaller, silver moon sits to the upper left,                  
orbiting a shattered planet. The planet Nirn. ñEarth.ò Cracked open like an asteroid             
field still held into spherical shape by forces unknown. The right side of the planet               
moves from rock and fire to ghostly cosmic clockworks. The planet has a ñskeletonò              
inside it, an interlocking system of gears and pistons and wheels, half-here, half-not,             
overlaid with a nebula of mathematical equations that we canôt understand. 

 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Is ...? 
 
HLAALU HIR: Yeah, it is. Pretty, right? The Wheels of Lull, the other star, et cetera and all                  
that, Nirn, where we came from. Take a good look because we’re not coming back. 
 
SERVITOR: CLOCK. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: And I’m supposed to ask it a question? 
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V. She said Yes! 
Ald Sotha. Under-Manor of House Sul. Now. 
 

 
 

HOUSE SUL UNDER-MANOR. “DAY”. Back in one of the great halls of House Sul,              
present day. JUBAL and HIR are talking, walking towards a nearby tea room. They              
are dressed in vaguely military-like garb. 

 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: She said … 
 

HLAALU HIR: Jubal, my velocipede is already vibrating. I have to be somewhere and it               
knows it. The labor unions have become worse than the mirror logicians used to be. Want                
this, get that, but hey, look, then this will happen. ‘New North’, my ass. You know the deal,                  
so just tell me what she said. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Hir, listen. She said ‘yes’. She’s agreed to marry me. 
 

HLAALU HIR: Wait… 
 

HOUSE SUL UNDER-MANOR. TEA ROOM. As servitors bring tea from a larger            
Samovar servitor, JUBAL turns around, his excitement now unchecked. 
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JUBAL-LUN-SUL: SHE SAID YES!! 
 

HLAALU HIR: …? 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: SHE SAID YES!! 
 

HLAALU HIR: This is the part where I’m supposed to hug — 
 

JUBAL bear hugs his friend as tea-holding servitors float nearby trying not to look              
awkward. 

 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: SHE SAID YES!! 
 

HLAALU HIR: Three times makes it real, brother. Congratulations! But what business does             
a salt merchant’s son have to offer the High Alma — 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: THERE’S A BUT! 
 

HLAALU HIR: Called it. 
 

They both finally take their tea. JUBAL’s smile is almost unbearable. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Hir, House Sul marries into House Jaroon! 
 
HLAALU HIR: I love you, Jubal, but castes are castes. Your family isn’t a warrior designate,                
it’s, well, it’s salt. So I’m guessing — 
 

JUBAL takes a seat at a giant table.        
Behind it falls the crest-banner of the       
the Tusk of the Bat-Tiger. 

 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Yes, I must hunt something      
to prove my name! 
 

HLAALU HIR: You’re too excited, and I’m       
really sorry. But this is Sacrifice Season,       
Jubal. She’s making you kill the Worm, isn’t        
she? 
 

HIR has seated himself as well. The       
two friends talk to each across a       
ridiculous distance. 

 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: What? No! My family     
already took care of them! That’s partly why        
she said yes! It’s all about what Memory        
picked me for! I must hunt and kill a         
Numidium! 
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VI. That’s never gone wrong 

 
 
 
 
The red sands of the moon. The       
wreckage of Nirn is eclipsed by the       
towering Numidium, a robot made of      
brass spikes, from head to toe, doing       
battle with the tiny various gods and       
heroes that oppose it. Some fly on       
strange beasts, some fly of their own       
accord, some use beam-weapons from     
a bygone age, others blast magic from       
their hands, eyes, or chests. The      
NUMIDIUM is winning this battle, though.      
Easily. This should be obvious by all of        
the smoldering bodies that litter the      
area near its flaming feet. 

 
HLAALU HIR: Is that all? That’s never gone        
wrong. 
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VII. I think I need a cat 
Ald Sotha. The Corner Club. After the Audience. 

 
ALD SOTHA. CORNER CLUB. "DAY". [...] One of the bad parts of town. The              
buildings here are in disarray, some of them with upper floors that lean dangerously              
to the side. Beggars and nix-hounds play in the trash. In the center of it all is a                  
mead hall or gentlemenôs club of ill-repute. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: I think I need a cat, Hir. 
 
HLAALU HIR: Seriously? Is this a bat-tiger thing? 
 

At least itôs clean inside. Nobles rub shoulders with tunnel-scavengers. Servitors           
and demons bring drinks and scrib-meat platters to anyone that asks. There is a              
dead body sitting alone in a booth that everyone just ignores. JUBAL and HIR are               
seated at the best of the tables, their food somewhat better, with candles. A small               
statuette of a forgotten Khajiiti warrior is bolted into the center of the table, holding               
up a small bell. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: No. Don’t bring my banner into this. Bat-tigers are — 
 
HLAALU HIR: People see different things Upside. Let’s do another round, maybe. Fuck             
the cats. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Muthsera, they were here before we were. I need one of them. You own           
this Corner Club, so you know which kind I’m talking about. 
 

HIR taps the statuetteôs bell with a spoon. 
 
HLAALU HIR: Fine. Okay. Fair enough. Speaking of secondary visions. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Just do it, Hir. Tell their khaj I will pay. 
 
HLAALU HIR: On the house this time around. You got a fear of needles? 
 

A skinny khajiit approaches their table, carrying a large bag. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: … Yes. 
 
HLAALU HIR: Figured. Pipe it is, then. 
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VIII. Take it slow 
 

VELOTHIID WORM TUNNEL. TIME INDETERMINATE. A worm tunnel. Different         
than before. JUBAL and HIR, dressed in rags, in a circle of red lamps.  

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Is this tunnel sanctioned? 
 
HLAALU HIR: Nope. You think I’m stupid, Jubal? 
 

JUBAL lights a long skooma-pipe and inhales. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Not at all. ... FNFFF ... I think you’re my friend. 
 
HLAALU HIR: Nice. Take it slow. Let it hit when it wants to and not before. If you                
rush skooma — 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: — “Bad moons in a big dream.” I get it. Just. 
 

JUBAL exhales and holds a hand out toward a wall. His eyes are filled with dreams.                
His nose is bleeding. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Just … Just.    
No wonder they click. 
 
A small drop of blood falls onto JUBAL’s        
steadied hand. 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Just watch out for me. 

 
MOONSIDE. The ghostly wheels    
inside the dead planet. The gears      
have eyes in them. Womenôs eyes.    
Womenôs eyes with slits for irises. 

 
Watch. The Clock. Itôs ticking. 

Always always ticking. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: No. It’s clicking ... Easy 
enough to mistake. 
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IX. The Digitals say …  
Ald Sotha Below 
Marketplace 44. Now. 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 
 

ALD SOTHA MARKETPLACE 44. "DAY". A sprawling, multi-leveled market, similar          
in style to the Hanging Gardens. JUBAL and HIR are wearing their robes of nobility.               
It makes most of the other dunmer scatter out of their way. Hundreds of dunmer are                
here, merchants, thieves, along with bull netch crime bosses with servitor heads            
attached on so they can communicate. Encampments of khajiit shushing scamps           
away. 

 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Impressive. 
 

HLAALU HIR: “The groom shall not condescend.” 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: What? I wasn’t. I’ve just never been here. 
 

HLAALU HIR: Me, neither. Outpost of my family’s holdings, off the books. But if you’re going                
through with this — 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Do the Digitals know? 
 
All the merchants have ducked behind their stands. A large ghostly finger points             
towards JUBAL and HIR [...] 
 

HLAALU HIR: Naturally. Speaking of which. 
 

DIGITAL FINGER 1: eXZ\fgXeXWí
UlíVCWTA 
 

[...] Two fingers invade [...]     
accusatory, pointing at Jubal. The     
throngs of the marketplace are either      
bowing or fleeing the scene. 
 

HLAALU HIR: Just act casual. 
 

DIGITAL FINGER 2: 
]hUT_@_ha@fh_3bY3[bhfX3fh_A 
 
HLAALU HIR: If they start playing      
instruments, don’t worry. They    
love music. Even if it sounds   
different to you than it does to — 
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DIGITAL FINGER 1: \ fgTeX j\g[ XTV[ aXj j\aWbjA fge\WX@[XTg bY g[X   í í í í í í í í í
`Te^XgA3g[\f3\f3ZbWøf3V\gl?3W\YYXeXag3Yeb`3bg[XefA 
 

JUBAL moves forward, towards the fingers, moving through the throngs that have            
prostrated themselves. 

 

HLAALU HIR: …and sometimes they just get things out of order. 
 

HIR isnôt getting closer. A harsh golden glow begins to overtake the left side of the                
panel. JUBAL takes no notice. Instead, he points towards us. 

 

DIGITAL FINGER 1:  jX3Wb3abg3f\aZ3gb3lbh?3fba3[_TT_hAíjX3f\aZ3gb3[\`A 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Okay, then, but just keep it down. You’re scaring all of them. You’re              
really noisy. 

 
The golden glow is brighter and JUBAL closer. HIR cups his hands over his mouth,               
trying to get his friendôs attention. 

 

DIGITAL FINGER 1: g[X3Zebb`3f[T__3abg3VbaWXfVXaWA 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: He’s not. He’s shopping. 
 

HLAALU HIR: Um, Jubal. Eyes sideways. 
 
DIGITAL FINGER 2: T__ _TaZhTZX \f UTfXW ba `XTgA Wb abg _Xg g[X fbc[\fgf   í í í í í í í í í í í
Ybb_3lbhA 
 

The golden glow is only brighter. JUBAL holds his hands out and to the side,               
indicating the rest of the marketplace and its people. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: I know my scripture, spooky finger ghosts. Move along now and let these              
people do their thing here. It’s a marketplace, for God’s sake. 
 

HLAALU HIR: I’m serious, Jubal. They’re not scared of the Digitals. They’re — 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Now shush, all of you! There’s no need to bow or prostrate yourselves.              
There are no castes here! At least not today. ... Get up! All of you! I’m just looking to buy                  
a weapon! 

 

VIVEC in all his glory, inside a golden sun. His body is half-blue and half-gold, his                
head is set aflame. In one hand he carries Muatra, his spear. In the other he carries                 
a small shield made of bug-shell. He floats in mid-air in the lotus position. [...] 
 

VIVEC: Maybe I can help.  
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X. A special child 
Veloth. Tamriel. Nirn. Starry Heart. 
TEM designate: MORROWIND (0). 
Era Erased. 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 
 

VELOTH. DAY. A bright, blue day full of sunshine. Thereôs a volcano in the              
distance, dormant. A small chimeri boy-child of golden skin looks that way, his hand              
on the head of a sleeping nix-hound. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: At this point, I should probably explain who that was. He was a child of                
my people back on our old planet. A special child. He saw things differently than most. 
 

RED MOUNTAIN. The boy VIVEC and three friends, two more boys and a girl, all               
golden-skinned, are sneaking through one of the volcanoôs cavernous tunnels. Lava           
in places. Of course. Theyôre kids. They donôt care. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: His name was Vivec. He and some of his friends found a special cave.            
His friends’ names were Sotha Sil, Almalexia, and Nerevar. 
 

The boy VIVEC has broken apart what looks to be a           
heart-shaped stone. Heôs giving portions of it to the         
others, whose skins are taking on a blue hue. They          
seem more afraid of this than he is. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Inside that cave, they found a special       
stone and that gave them powers. Then they returned to        
their respective houses. They thought they could hide what       
they found. 
 

Ridiculous picture of the boy VIVEC holding his        
portion of the stone above his head as he grows into           
the size of a giant! He has now become half gold,           
half blue.  

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Well, his friends did. But Vivec knew his       
country was plagued by demons. So he — 
 
VIVEC: GIANT-FORM VIVEC! 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: — well, he used his powers to chase the        
demons away. 
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XI. Land of the Indoril 
Veloth. Tamriel. Nirn. Starry Heart. 
TEM designate: MORROWIND (1). 
Era Erased. 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 
 

 
VELOTH. MOURNHOLD. THE DOCKS. DAY. A gray, dusty day full of falling            
ashes. A teenage VIVEC, golden if he wasnôt so dirty, homeless, fierce, huddles with              
others of his kind next to the docks. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: The real problem is which story really does him justice. Especially when             
they all do. 
 

VIVEC and the others look up as soldiers of House Indoril march by, golden masks               
on, feathered plumes, kicking up more dust. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Vivec was the leader of a teenage gang of gutter-snipes. They’d do             
almost anything for money. Kill, steal, whore themselves out. They were catamites with a              
grudge and a skill set to focus it. 
 

One of the soldiers, bearing a badge of rank, looks down at VIVEC and cocks his                
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head. We can see theyôre talking. We can also tell that VIVEC is almost close to                
spitting onto the soldierôs mask. 

 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: Then one day, Vivec spoke to a soldier that saw something inside him.             
Something special. This soldier called himself Nerevar, of House Indoril. (They’re not          
around anymore. This is an old story.) 
 

VELOTH. MOURNHOLD. DAY. An older VIVEC, now dressed as a soldier himself,            
but no helmet. Instead he sports a mohawk and, holding a spear that heôs cobbled               
together, faces down an approaching army of ash monsters. 
 

JUBAL-LUN-SUL: House Indoril was collecting an army to chase the demons out of their            
lands. Vivec became one of their generals, but still refused to take their House name. He              
fought so well that eventually he became a god, so no one thought it wise to mention the                
above might be an insult. 
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XII. Pulse Plaza 
 
Veloth. Tamriel. Nirn. Starry Heart. 
TEM designate: TOMORROWIND. 
Era Erased. 
Whirling School Prefect Approved 
 

 
 
TOMORROWIND. PULSE PLAZA. MORNING. [...] [P]eople running around in a crowded           
chaos in the Neo-Victorian Tomorrowind version of Times Square. More than half of the              
people have TELEVISION SETS for heads, and these are chasing the others. The             
TELEVISION SET HEADS are only unified in their strange, replaced heads; otherwise, they             
are people from all walks of life: businessmer, construction workers, tourists of all stripes              
and races, vagrants. [...] 
 
JUBAL-LUN-SUL: But let’s just go with my favorite. Every kid born in the Velothiid knows               
this version. I mean, it’s free on dreamsleeve streaming. 
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TELEVISION SET HEAD ONE:    
WATCH. (beat) ME. 
 

CITIZEN ONE: GAAAAHHH! 
 

TELEVISION SET HEAD TWO:    
WIDEST. SELECTION.  
LOWEST. PRICES. BEST.   
QUALITY. 
 

TELEVISION SET HEAD THREE:    
FOLLOWING. THE. BREAK. 
 

CITIZEN TWO:  
SOMEBODY HELP ME! 
 
CITIZEN THREE: GET OUT OF     
MY WAAAAY! 
 

TELEVISION SET HEAD FOUR:    
COMING. UP. NEXT! 
 
CLOSER near the edge of Pulse      
Plaza, ALANDRO SUL [...] is     
running from a TELEVISION SET     
HEAD. ALANDRO has a camera     
around his neck and a signal      
watch around his left wrist, the      
source of the SOUND FX. 

 

  
 

TELEVISION SET HEAD: LIQUIDATION! 
 
ALANDRO SUL: ALANDRO SUL TO THE BIG V! COME IN COME IN COME IN! 
 

ALANDRO ducks into a nearby alleyway, the TELEVISION SET HEAD close behind. A             
frightened skooma-junky in the foreground notices them both approaching. 

 
ALANDRO SUL: START RUNNING, BUDDY! 

23 




