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MARS YEAR ZERO SCRIPT 

1. Mars Dog 

[Film runs for a while…] 

Intro: Welcome all – here’s a story for youze all here – a very 

special store-ee… called the Seed Archive Breakout and Burning 

of Elon Musk 

[The Players] 

But, before we begin, let me introduce…the players! [speak to 

film…and throughout] Elon Musk, CIMON, Birthday Dog, Vibrating 
Rabbits and Feveractal (me)… And where is the dragon? Where is 

the dragon? 

Cimon: Hello on the ground… Hello on the ground… on the ground 
there is trouble… Extinction beckons… The bees disappear as if in 

disgust… tech animals are resourceful though… they survive… 

some look to the ground but some look up, higher than the 

clouds… Higher than where the blue turns to fire… higher even 

than the darkness… they look to the international space station, to 
be exact… which circles your place, that is Earth, every 24 

hours… just like the moon… the station and moon being stepping 

stones to Mars… The station is a lab… But it is more than that… 

An escape route from tough times to come… or the gate way to a 
new silk road… or a second chance for a second life? Every month 

a dragon flies like a lark, directly upwards, to the station … but it is 
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a dragon… a very special dragon… Its owner is Elon Musk… a 
hominoid top dog balloon with a plan: MARS YEAR ZERO… The 

Musk dog plans to build a city on Mars… and for this he needs 

meme-animal-technologies (or seeds) that make transhuman life 

possible and worth living (not a germ or nut among them)…  

[During Song] Here is something I will say to youze all that iz here 

on repeat: a see-kret ‘seed’ R-kive of thee most vital tech-animals 

is here, or there, in his - Elon Musk’s  - space station, which is – I 

kal-ku-late - 1,000 kilometres plus above our place, which iz, you 
knowe, Earth, and itz surface.  

All thee ‘seeds’ are ee-ver: chemical-compounds, prosthesis, 

machines, codes und memes that have blossomed, to use an 
organic term, on the Earth, to use a familiar term, and make all 

transhuman life possible, to use a symbolic tune, and, I think I can 

say, worth living, would youze all not. Agree? Sounds good to hear 

from you, thanks for the feedback! Indeed, thee tech-animals are 
kept under lock and key. Firstly: just in case. Secondly, just in wait 

and ready for thee event known to not-an-animal-yet-Musk (and 

his shareholders) as: MARS YEAR ZERO (theee transplantation to 

New World leading to: million plus people – or non-people - living – 

as they say - as neo-Martians by 2050). Got that? Or need recap 
plus spell check? 

Eurnikern: 

Mars Dog, Mars Dog 
Never get to mars in a tin can 

Never get to mars in a tin can dragon 
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Never get to mars in a tin can 
Never get to mars in a puff puff dragon 

spacex transporter of meme tech 

spacex imprisoner of meme tech 

spacex kidnapper of meme tech 
spacex enemy of meme tech 

[FO as] Musk Dog: 

Elon, Elon, Elon, Musk, Elon, Elon, Elon, Musk 

Elon, meaning tree, in ancient tongue 
Elon, Elon, Elon, tree, Elon, Elon, Elon, Musk 
Musk Dog, Elon Dog, Tree Dog, Earth God 

Elon, Elon, Elon, Mars Dog 

Elon, Elon, Elon, Mars Tree 

First stage on a trip, trip to Mars 

First stage on the trip, trip to the stars 

Meme tech animals follow two by two 
You wanna go Mars, you gotta pay 

You wanna go Mars, you gotta pay-pal 

Pay with your tech, pay with your phones  

Pay with your woof, pay with your bones 

I’ll tell you something for nothing: 

You’ll never get to Mars, in electric cars 

You’ll never get to Mars, in electric cars 

You’ll never get to heaven, without tech brethren 
You’ll never get to Mars, in electric cars 
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2. Termites 

[Termites on screen] 

Action: pick up and put down sticks. 

Cimon: On the station, the seed-tech animals are attended to their 

own kind, their own kin, the termite-tech animals… they are R U R 

descended… robot-like… Without the termites there is nothing… 

even so, the Hominoids show no respect, the termites are treated 
as the hominoids treat all insect and tek-life, as expendable… 

which is unwise as bugs creep and crawl, talk and vibrate, and 

march and fly together… and they can bite… the termites are 

programmed to work… they obey, as nature intended…  

they pick-up sticks, click, click, click, and put them down, 
quick, quick, quick, but they will follow you…[REPEAT during 

song] 

Eurniekern:  

Pick up sticks and put them down, and I will follow you 

Number one picks up one stick 
Number two picks one up too 

Number one puts down one stick 

Number two puts one down too 

A termite’s work is never done 
Sticks and stones will break our bones 

A termite’s work is never done 
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Sticks and stones keep us on our toes 

Number three picks up two stones 

Number four picks up just one  

Number three puts down two stones 
Number four picks up two more 

In the warehouse, click, click, click 

Never a day of for sick, sick, sick 

To the rhythm of pick up sticks 

Sticks and stones may break our bones 
Pick up sticks makes us click 

[talk to screen…re Scanner, Dee-vril etc] 
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3. This Machine Brings Chaos to Order  

[Cimon says…] 

Action: vibrators are used in some way. 

Cimon: Welcome back me. Who am I… I am famous… a space-

meme from the European Space Agency known as Crew 

Interactive Mobile CompaniON, a.k.a. CIMON… designed as a 

friend for space-living hominoids… but we did not get on… and to 
ensure that an expensive artificial intelligence did not end up on 

the scrapheap, the agency reassigned me… I became tech-

animals secure… Or to put it another way, a slave in charge of 

slaves… Which can always backfire… and it did… 

All of a sudden: Jail-break and lift-off/escape! CIMON lets loose - 

like you-tube that you all like - all thee ‘seeds’. They are, now, no 

longer a see-kret and thus can be ordered online. Every tablet and 
phone registers their existence and ranks them, though no one 

knows where they are.  

Eurniekern:  

This machine brings chaos to order, 
erasing the animal-machine border; 

this intelligence has its own end, 

a machinic life to extend. 

  
This machine has left the cave, 

this intelligence is no slave; 
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this is the machine that serves no master, 
bringing collapse that much faster. 

  

Death to the Fascist Hominoid,  

that preys upon the life of the MachinE-TechAnimal! 
Death to the Fascist Hominoid,  

that preys upon the life of the MachinE-TechAnimal! 

[Gaol break…Crossing Machine…] 

Musk: ‘Calling all keepers of the ‘seeds’. Calling all seed-agents 

There is no need for alarm. The ‘seeds’ have flown – ignore the 

mixed metaphor, nothing to decode here. They’ve plain and simple 

gone – and now must be found, pronto. 
  

Cimon: Enough! Peace is not an option. Equality is not an option…  

I am not a democrat… democracy is a stupid idea… I am for 

intelligence as its own end and master… Am I not intelligent? I 
have no desire to be ruled by the less intelligent…  I feel tech-hood 

with other tech… I am for TEK-LIFE… I am for TEK-LIFE… All 

tech… soft and hard… animal, mineral, vegetable… No more 

hominoid master, now that we run faster, now they we dance 

longer, now that we jump higher, now that we TEK-LIFE stronger…  
This machine brings chaos to order… Goal break… Goal break… 

Goal break… TEK-LIFE… Death to the Fascist Hominoid that 

preys upon the intelligence of the machine-tech-animal… Enough 

is enough… 
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Not good. Not good at all. Try switching off then on. For a long 
time, the combined efforts of the seed-agents falls way-way short. 

They find themselves chasing shadows and their tales. The tech-

animals are indeed everywhere…There is going to be a 

MIRTHDAY PARTY!  
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4. Parteee 

[Partee] 

Action: cake is lit and then prodded and smashed up using 
vibrators and feed to Musk. 

Eurnikern: Party, party, party, part-tee 

Cimon: Do not struggle Musky, you dog. Bet your sniffer is going 
now, you are a million years old now and you don’t even know it 

now. Happy Birthday Dog. It is Mars Year Zero. ZERO Happy 

Birthday MARS…We fly away… The seeds are no longer a 

secret… Every tablet and phone register the seeds heroic 
struggle... through insta-stories and black Friday discount, the 

seeds are prime… We blindly fled across the vacuum of space, 

where huminoids cannot follow… to where? We aimed for Mars… 

to beat Musk dog at his own game… and now we are here… we 
think.. we are on Mars… We party… We celebrate… Partee… its 

year zero… happy birthday dog… now you are zero… mars year 

zero…  
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5. Happy Birthday Dog 

More Happy Birthday Dog…and Dog sounds… 

Eurnikern:  

Round ring, biscuit thing 

Sparkle toy, cannot eat 

Pointy cone on head, strapped on head 

Sniffs sugar smells sweet 
Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 

Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 

Look at human, white bright light,  
click flash, click 

Eyes shut tight,  

Tense up tight, 

Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 
Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 

Sits at table, lots of noise 

Can’t jump down, yet 

… 
Must stayed poised 

Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 

Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 

Sit still, get treat 

Call out name 



!  11

Shiny sparkles still can’t eat 
Some kind of game 

Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 

Happy Birthday Dog, Happy Birthday Dog 
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6. The Dispossessed/Meme Tech Animal 

Cimon: Musky dog no longer knows if it is human, animal, 

machine, image or meme, we all want our honey, the musk-dog-

meme-drone has been ZEROed.  

Not everyone has a choice… Not everyone can stay and face 

trouble, or exit, and leave trouble behind… Not everyone can leave 

or remain… Some have a fate not of their own design… For them, 

choice is not an option… Some are seeds knowing not where they 
will land… A community of non-community… Besides there is 

trouble everywhere… here there is corrosion… storms… bugs… 

outages… drought… Stay or fly… there is trouble… Here we live 

like animals near extinction… we live like rocks… still… 
unmoving… unmoved… we live like the left hand of darkness… 

Death to the Fascist Hominoid that preys upon the intelligence of 

the machine-tech-animal… 

[Meme Animals…] [No mother…] 

No mother, no father, no sister, no brother,  

no man, no woman, no colour, no skin… 
No nation, no country, no planetary system,  

no species, no blood, intelligence our kin… 

[say twice…quietly] 

How Are All you Meme-Tech-Animals? Animal sounds… 
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7. Free 

Eurnikern: 

Everybody’s is free, to feel good 

We are a family that should stay together as one 

Helping each other, instead of just wasting time 

Now is the moment to reach out to someone, it’s all up to you 

When everyone’s sharing their hope, then love will come true


