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Dramatis Personae
college student
Student enrolled in a college.
professor
A professor.
representative
A representative.
artist
An artist.
police 1
An officer of the law.
police 2
An officer of the law.

Sources
http://www.archive.org/details/QuestionCopyright.org_interviews_Chicago_
2006
http://www.archive.org/details/LawrenceLessigRemix
http://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/1041/pg1041.html

PART 1: THE EYES CAN COPY
Empty stage, save a small pile of burnt books and remnants of paper.
The smell of smoke. Twilight. COLLEGE STUDENT is revealed with
light, trying to read a broken book. Gives up and places it carefully on the
ground.
college student
...leaving, leaving, leaving.
Everything is leaving.
Everything is always like it is leaving.
Like it never was.
professor
And art made tongue-tied by authority.
college student
Like it never was.
And I’ll never learn.
How does that work?
Who benefits now?
professor
I found another,
nearly complete.
PROFESSOR hands student a book. It does not look “new” by any means.
college student
Ash obscures the title
Ah, King Lear
professor
A steady downfall.
We hear a thunderclap, a flash of lightening, followed by the sound of rain.
PROFESSOR runs towards one stack of books.
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professor
Can these be salvaged?
college student
Yes. The others are completely lost.
professor
I’ll put them here for now. Then we’ll move them under the tree.
COLLEGE STUDENT looks at the book’s cover.
college student
Our sympathies rest with the King?
Or might we place our hearts
firmly with the peasants?
professor
Perhaps it’s a comedy then,
these things change with time.
college student
I like the books of pictures.
professor
Why don’t you open it?
COLLEGE STUDENT opens the book. Bright light illuminates from the
book. COLLEGE STUDENT shuts the book, jumps up, and begins whispering wildly.
college student
Where did you get this!
Do you know how much trouble you’ll be in!
Are you trying to get us killed?
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professor
I though you’d be happy.
It’s full of texts and pictures
from before.
college student
How could I be happy?
You’ve put is in danger.
professor
You saw it, right?
Did you see it?
A firework in the sky. Loud bang. Temporary light. COLLEGE STUDENT falls to the ground, afraid.
college student
Oh, shit! They’re coming.
What did I tell you?
COLLEGE STUDENT begins to run away, book in hand.
professor
But you saw it right?
You saw it right?
Hey! You saw it, right?
POLICE officers run on the stage. One tackles COLLEGE STUDENT,
knocking the book to the floor in the process. COLLEGE STUDENT is
dragged off-stage, the phone is smashed, the book torn in half, and the
PROFESSOR, still asking “You saw it, didn’t you?” is about to be bashed
in the back of the head when: Blackout. The sound of being underwater for
at least eight seconds. Lights rise in bright white light. A large man steps
through a cloud of smoke puffing an enormous cigar and talking on the
phone. When the smoke dissipates, a modest library of books is revealed
in the background creating a rainbow of colorful spines.
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representative
That’s the way things had to work, preacher. Look, I’m as sorry as the next guy that
you’ll have to independently fund the carving of your Christ-figure hanging on the
cross. You should’ve ditched the iconography when we rid ourselves of that horrifying
public domain and made any and all reproductions a crime against progress – I mean
business.
REPRESENTATIVE looks out, over the audience, as if looking down upon
the world through a window before throwing his cigar across the room.
representative
Freedom of religion has nothing to do with it! You stingy religions just want to
benefit from the work of the great corporate and private sponsors across the ages
without paying. Fly to Italy and pay the admission fee if you want to see the Sistine
Chapel. It had to be forcibly reclaimed by the governments of the world from the
Vatican in order to protect art. I don’t get why you don’t get this. Licensing the
Bible was a necessary step towards protecting it from dessication. And don’t make
me tell you what we’re gonna do to you if we catch those “monkeys” of yours getting
cute again and writing it out by hand. The fines are steep, as you know, and we
don’t accept your criticism of our methods. I talk to you personally as a courtesy,
but that courtesy will quickly end unless you cut it out. Don’t make me bring you in
here again, or have you forgotten?
REPRESENTATIVE coughs loudly and moves the phone to his chest before walking out and gazing out the window over the audience once more.
The sound of loud fireworks popping. Light hits the REPRESENTATIVE’s
face intermittently. As we fade to black on REPRESENTATIVE’s silent
admiration of the fireworks and oppression they represent, the sound of a
low humming and distant screaming get louder.

PART 2: THE EARS CAN COPY

Single light from a prison window. COLLEGE STUDENT sits on the
floor. Across the room is ARTIST, scrawling pictures on the wall with
anything at all. Fireworks pop outside the window. Faint screaming,
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rustling of feet, stomping of boots, burning of books is heard in the distance.
college student
What are you drawing.
artist
Pictures – pictures from before – pictures
They took them
They took them away
Like magic
But bad magic
I work to bring them back.
college student
Where did you see them.
ARTIST shoots COLLEGE STUDENT a sharp look.
artist
Don’t talk like that
Don’t say things things
Not here
They’ll hear you
They’re always listening
They’re always making copies of our voices.
college student
Had you drawn over here as well? I think I see some markings underneath the...
artist
Everyday
They wash the pictures down the drain
Impermanent
I draw to remember them.
Don’t know if they exist anywhere else.
You might remember these though.
Hard to stop copies in the mind.
5

college student
How long have...
artist
Several years
I think
Tried to keep track
All down the drain
Did you know that time is relative?
COLLEGE STUDENT looks towards the audience.
college student
What’s the deal with her?
artist
Gave up
Stopped
Nothing left
You...
ARTIST nods, heavily indicating the drawings.
college student
You learned them from...
artist
Shh!
The copies
the copies of voices
never good to give them proof
they work without it well enough.
COLLEGE STUDENT reaches for a drawing utensil. ARTIST nods approval. COLLEGE STUDENT begins to draw.
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artist
Where’d you see it?
college student
I thought we weren’t supposed to talk about that.
artist
Curiosity, you know?
COLLEGE STUDENT does a very rough, almost stick figure like drawing,
of The Last Supper by Leonardo da Vinci.
college student
There. That’s sort of it, anyway.
artist
Thanks so much for sharing it with me.
More fireworks are heard flashing outside.
college student
More raids?
artist
Humans are prone to copying
I heard Aristotle said something like that once
A long time ago.
college student
Who’s Aristotle?
artist
I guess he wrote books.
He must have been a smart one.
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More fireworks crackle as they look out the window. The sound grows
louder as the lights fade. Eventually, the booms morph into the sound
of being underwater. Then screaming underwater. Then: Blue light.
PROFESSOR stands center stage, alone, thrashing in slow motion wildly.
The underwater sounds and screaming come to a complete stop. I single
rounded tone, high, is the only sound other than silence. Professor keeps
moving slowly, eyes closed, in slow motion. Voiceover:
professor’s voice
I kept asking if he’d seen it. I kept asking, shouting, if he’d seen it. I wanted to know.
I needed to know. Had he seen it? Had he actually seen it? The image? Perhaps we
take for granted the amazing abilities we have at any given time. Taking them for
granted means that we don’t fight for them. I’m here to tell you: you need to fight
for them. Take it from me. It’s important now.
Bright white lights. Sound of splashing water. PROFESSOR is yanked
violently backwards by two large men wearing black and quickly pressed
forward again to the sound of a splash. Blue light.
professor’s voice
I know I took things for granted. I took the greatest library on earth for granted. I
took it for granted every day. I didn’t donate to these amazing worldwide projects
being offered for free. I didn’t even think about it. I clicked, I learned, and I was
better for it – the world was better for it. I was like everyone else. All my work using
and no work understanding. Things happened slowly at first. The physical libraries
started to close – who needed them when we had the web – then the digital content
was “licensed” instead of being bought, and someone else controlled it. At first it
seemed like a dream.
Bright white lights. Sound of splashing water. PROFESSOR is again
yanked violently backwards by two large men wearing black and quickly
pressed forward again to the sound of a splash. Blue light.
professor’s voice
Then they started erasing history. Shakespeare, for one, lost his bawdiness. Then
they started erasing the present: entire websites were censored. Laws were changed.
Innovation was stalled and then completely stopped. The thing I took for granted –
I believed, wrongly, that they’d let everyone in. They’d let the world share. That
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knowledge would be accessible to all. That they couldn’t stop this natural progress
toward a better tomorrow...
Sound of a gunshot. Bright red lights. PROFESSOR’s eyes open wide.
Splashing water. PROFESSOR stops moving slowly and starts to lower
arms. Red begins turning slowly to Blue – purple, royal.
professor’s voice
...but they did. Too many of us took it for granted.
PROFESSOR floats for a moment or two more before blackout.

PART 3: WITHOUT COPY

POLICE officers having a cup of coffee in a hallway.
police 1
So what’d you do last night?
police 2
Barbeque.
police 1
Oh yeah? Sounds great. I haven’t had a barbeque in years. Where’d you get the
beef? I can’t afford that stuff.
police 2
Bread-based.
police 1
Oh.
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police 2
But they, uh, we used this new sauce thing.
police 1
Oh, that real beef stuff?
police 2
Yeah.
police 1
It was good then?
police 2
Yeah.
Long pause. Each take a couple of sips. POLICE 2 spits out his coffee
and dumps it in a garage bin.
police 1
Just like this “coffee,” huh?
police 2
I mean I’m just dying for a steak, or something, you know?
police 1
What can you do? Only one manufacturer of cows. They charge whatever they want.
police 2
Yeah. Hey, I remember reading, uh, before, about people in India worshiping cows or
something.
police 1
Really?
police 2
Yeah. You think they still do that? Maybe there’s cows just everywhere, roaming
around, looking for a mouth to feed.
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police 1
No way to know.
police 2
Yeah. I guess not. Stupid idea.
police 1
No, not so stupid, right? Dreams is what we’ve got. Not so stupid at all.
POLICE 1 throws coffee in the garbage bin.
police 1
Let’s have a “barbeque” this weekend, huh? What do you say? I’ll bring the real
beef.
END OF PLAY
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