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characters

A L L  F E M A L E  P E R F O R M E R S 

Gwen Malkin:
Environment Minister, mother

Georgina Bekken:
Malkin’s press advisor

Catch:
Leader of ye terrorist troop 

Remely Clark:
CEO of a mining company

Beverly Ile:
TV journalist

Throat:
Terrorist, undercover as a performer

Lucky:
Terrorist, undercover as a security guard

Ebb:
Terrorist, also a journalist

Cellabrina Malkin:
Malkin’s daughter

Fleetwood Mac:
The band for the night
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music

N O T HIN G  T H E  M AT T E R  WI T H  YO U  T H AT 

C A N’T  BE  FIXE D  BY  A  LIT TL E  M U SIC

The Prodigy:
Hyperspeed 

The Chemical Brothers:
Leave Home

A Guy Called Gerald:
Voodoo Ray

Baby D:
Let me be your fantasy

Steve Silk Hurley:
Jack Your Body

Shut Up and Dance:
Raving I’m Raving

Deee-Lite:
Groove is in the Heart

Moby:
Go (Woodtick mix)

Farley Jackmaster:
Love can’t turn around

Ed Rush:
Bludclot Artattack

Black Box: 
Ride on Time

Josh Wink:
Higher State  
of Consciousness

Happy Mondays:
Hallejulah (Paul Oakenfold 
Club Remix)

Robert Miles:
Children

EMF:
Unbelievable

Nightmares on Wax:
I’m for real

Orbital:
Chime

LFO:
LFO (Leeds Warehouse mix)

4hero:
Mr Kirk’s Nightmare

Joey Beltram:
Energy Flash

Joey Beltram:
Mentasm

Inner City:
Big Fun

Phuture:
Acid Tracks

Haddaway:
What is love?
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The KLF:
Last Train to Trancentral

La Bouche:
Be My Lover

N-Trance:
Set You Free

Bomb The Bass:
Beat Dis

Nomad:
Devotion

DJ Wildchild:
Renegade Master

Itch-e and Scratch-e:
Sweetness and Light

Omni Trio - Renegade 
Snares (Foul Play VIP mix)

Underground Resistance 
The Seawolf

M/A/R/R/S 
Pump Up The Volume

SL2 
On a Ragga Tip

2 Unlimited 
Get Ready For This

C&C Music Factory 
(Gonna Make You) Sweat

E.S.P. 
It’s You

The Shamen 
Ebeneezer Goode

Rozalla 
Everybody’s Free  
(To Feel Good)

Biosphere 
Novelty Waves

S’Express 
Theme From S’Express

Jesse Saunders 
On and On

Black Box 
Ride on Time

Black Box 
Ride on Time

Black Box 
Ride on Time
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foreword

BY  J U L I A N  H O B B A

I partially blame the Iraq War (as so many people now 
do for so many problems). 

One day Alexander Downer was arguing the case for  
the invasion of Iraq on TV. It was a display of the 
most unbelievable logic, according to which it seemed 
to me  he could have been holding a spoon and insisting 
to the world that it was a fork.  Sense and objectivity 
seemed to have fallen through to the centre of the 
Earth, leaving only two political camps spitting 
viciously at each other across an unbridgeable chasm. 

It’s a wearying cultural formulation that’s continued 
and worsened through ten (and more) debilitating years 
of debate about climate change. 

In the context of that divide, it was probably naïve 
to think scientific and economic facts would influence 
Australia’s response to climate change. It was probably 
naïve to presume, as I did in conversations with 
trusted colleagues, that the title of Kill Climate 
Deniers would be seen in the context of the artistic 
style of the play, its writing and humour. Naïve to 
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assume artistic license means you can depict a scenario 
without condoning it; that you can draw your title 
from the actions and thoughts of your characters, 
rather than intending them as your own. There are big, 
undiscriminating, salivating Lions on the prowl and you 
put your head in at your own risk.

Kill Climate Deniers didn’t begin with an intention to 
outrage. One evening in late July 2013 David and I met 
in the corner of the pavilion outside Gus’s on Bunda 
St, Civic, and had a conversation about how I was 
forming a company called Aspen Island Theatre Company 
and was interested to work with David because I think 
he’s a really smart and interesting artist. In talking 
about a project and some themes of mutual interest, 
we talked about a particular word: extinction. 

At the time, David was in the middle of a Churchill 
Fellowship about climate change. His play, Kill Climate 
Deniers, emerged from that conversation. Seventeen or 
so drafts on, I still see extinction as the hard kernel 
sitting at its heart.

It depicts a terrorist siege of the Australian 
Parliament. It pits a lead eco-terrorist against  
a besieged (literally and politically), but resurgent 
environment minister. They represent two powerful  
and opposing political forces, pushed, by the extremity 
of the situation and the immovability of their positions, 
into a lethal death spiral. It is an elucidation of, 
and an analogy for, the politics of climate change  
as it has been practiced in Australia and around the 
world. It is about a politics that jumped-the-shark  
a long time ago and now has set us on a path towards 
mutually assured destruction - extinction. 

Through the eyes of this play, we are name-calling 
through counter-narratives while Rome burns, or the 
Earth heats to an irreversibly catastrophic temperature.  
The play says: this formulation is an absurdly black 
human comedy. The dysfunction of the status quo is 
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parodied with reference to the formula of a Hollywood 
hostage-crisis action drama, like Die Hard, or White 
House Down. Both sides are appalling and unreasonable 
and murderous; both with parts of hero and villain.   

Is that irresponsible? Maybe. Is it nihilistic? Maybe. 
But it does away with the fallacy that irresponsibility 
and nihilism aren’t seriously involved in both sides of 
the extreme dialectic within this play. The eco-
terrorist’s siege is dangerous, but no more, and perhaps 
even less than, the often papered-over lethal negligence 
involved in a failure to act, even on the pretext of 
reasonable risk mitigation, to avert the near universally 
-agreed harmful consequences of climate change: the 
displacement of people from their homes and mass 
deaths through extreme weather events. There is 
nothing innocent or defensible about that. 

The impetus to develop this play and now publish  
it online, and perhaps in the future to perform it,  
does assume that climate science modeling is either  
an accurate prediction of what will occur in a future 
influenced by climate change, or represents plausible 
enough a risk that we must take heed of it. People  
who dispute that, either absolutely or partially,  
will regard this foreword to the play and its title as 
sophistry disguising a very real threat to their 
existence. To them, I would plead some consideration 
of where the greatest existential risk lies in the 
context of climate change; this whole climate change 
thing may not be all about you.

Also: read the play; maybe, like in all good comedies, 
the status quo will not fare so badly as you think! 

The truth is, there’s probably no reconciling us.  
We don’t speak the same language and we barely  
inhabit the same planet. We don’t listen to your radio 
programs and we don’t read your blogs, and in return 
you don’t come to our shows, let alone review them  
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or engage with them on their terms. It’s our job to be 
imaginative and sensational, it’s your job to be 
contrary and sensational. We think you are unscientific 
and you think we are terrorists (which, to be clear, 
we are not). That, for me, is what this play is about 
- a catastrophic failing in our public culture and 
discourse that is killing us all. It’s about the death 
spiral leading to our mutual destruction.  So come, 
let’s join hands one way or another.

Thanks to David for walking out onto the gruesome 
battlefield of this debate; for doing his research and 
thinking and having a go at a statement matching the 
urgency of the political crisis. 

Death, mayhem, moral confusion, this is a horror show 
about the politics of this time.  I hope you enjoy the 
play.

Julian Hobba
Artistic Director
Aspen Island Theatre Company
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I.   
looking back now 
it all seems so simple
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finig First thing I got wrong was the title. 
You want to call your play something fun, 
something playful, something catchy. You 
don’t want a passive title, you want it 
to be an active sentence - an imperative, 
like a command. Do this. Do that. You 
don’t want to overthink it, or psych 
yourself out by listening to naysayers. 
You gotta trust your gut and just dive in. 

 But sometimes you get it wrong, you get it 
wrong, you get it wrong, you get it wrong, 
you get it wrong, you get it wrong, you 
get it wrong, you get it wrong, you get it 
wrong, you get it wrong, you get it wrong, 
you get it wrong, you get it wrong, you 
get it wrong, you get it wrong, you get it 
wrong, you get it wrong, you get it wrong, 
you get it wrong
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opening credits

Strange as it sounds, it is an enormous achievement of 
consciousness to recognise that, as a species, we face 
great problems which are of our own making and which, 
for the moment, we are unable to solve. 
– D O U G  C O C K S  ‘G L O B A L  O V E R S H O O T’

“Teacher,” said John, “we saw a man driving out demons 
in your name and we told him to stop, because he was 
not one of us.”

“Do not stop him,” Jesus said. “No one who does a 
miracle in my name can in the next moment say anything 
bad about me, for whoever is not against us is for us.”

whoever is not against us is for us
whoever is not against us is for us
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malkin and her daughter cellabrina stand in the  
garden looking up at the night sky.

cellabrina Mummy, why are the stars so far away?

malkin I guess... it’s because God put them 
there?

cellabrina Do they know about us?

malkin The stars? No, I think they just shine, 
no matter what’s happening down here.

cellabrina Michaela from school says if we keep 
polluting the atmosphere, one day the 
stars will just stop shining!

malkin Oh well I wouldn’t worry about what 
Michaela from school says. The stars 
are huge nuclear furnaces so far 
away that we’ll never reach them and 
they’ll never know about us. Nothing 
we do can ever hurt them.

cellabrina But what if we can’t see them any more?

malkin Even if we can’t see them, they’ll 
still shine, baby. They’ll still shine.
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shut up and dance  
– raving i’m raving

we see only catch’s mouth, talking on the telephone

catch Sei Shonagon was a Japanese courtier 
in the 11th century, serving at the 
court of the Emperor in Kyoto during 
the Heian period. She is famous 
for her collection of observations, 
personal essays, poems and lists, 
which she collected in a volume known 
as The Pillow Book. I feel I want to 
recount one of her lists now: Things 
That Are Better At Night.

 The glow of deep purple softened silk. 
 Flossed silk.
 A large-browed woman with beautiful 

hair.
 The sound of the seven-stringed kin.
 Someone whose appearance is rather 

unattractive but who has a pleasant 
personality.

 The hototogisu.
 The sound of a waterfall.
 bette davis eyes
 brown coal
 immigration
 state surveillance
   r cryptocurrencies
    f mesh networks
    i political apartheid
  economic protectionism
    d puppet governments 

gated communities 
racial discrimination 

rfid

cat

flaps

 
rfid

cat
flaps
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the deep web 
open borders 
disaster tourism 
the silk road 
black swans 
post-net neutrality 
google glass no more google glass 
north korean cunnilingus 
drones 
christmas shopping 
experiential futures 
3D printers 
the internet of things 
radiation sickness 
pirate radio 
ice epidemics 
wearable technology

 fucking ted talks
 rfid cat flaps  
 rfid cat flaps
 rfid cat flaps
 rfid cat flaps
 rfid cat flaps  
 rfid cat flaps  
 rfid cat flaps
 rfid cat flaps
 failed states
 complexification
 geoengineering
 I’m sorry for your loss
 dance dance revolution.

 Oh no, no, sorry, that last one  
is mine. I said that. Revolution, 
that’s my one.

 Because I think revolution  
is better at night.

 Tonight. I think revolution  
is better tonight.

rfid 
cat  
flaps

rfid 
 
cat  
flaps

rfidcatflaps


