
CONCEALED	
  	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
Directions	
  	
  
	
  

1. To	
  partake	
  in	
  the	
  walk	
  please	
  ensure	
  you	
  have	
  a	
  smartphone	
  and	
  a	
  pair	
  of	
  
headphones.	
  
	
  

2. Begin	
  walk	
  at	
  the	
  upper	
  level	
  of	
  Cockatoo	
  Island	
  where	
  you’ll	
  fine	
  a	
  yellow	
  
“Radioactive”	
  sign	
  –	
  this	
  is	
  the	
  bright	
  Green	
  Zone	
  
	
  

a. Play	
  track	
  1	
  
	
  

3. Continue	
  up	
  towards	
  a	
  steady	
  ramp	
  where	
  you	
  will	
  be	
  between	
  buildings	
  10	
  
&	
  12	
  (refer	
  to	
  attached	
  map	
  if	
  unsure)-­‐	
  this	
  is	
  the	
  Blue	
  Zone	
  
	
  

a. Play	
  track	
  2	
  
	
  

4. Follow	
  the	
  path	
  between	
  the	
  two	
  buildings	
  turning	
  left	
  as	
  you	
  reach	
  its	
  end.	
  
Upon	
  turning	
  left	
  continue	
  to	
  find	
  a	
  rusty	
  fuse	
  box	
  –	
  this	
  is	
  Purple	
  Zone	
  
	
  

a. Play	
  track	
  3	
  	
  
	
  

5. Continue	
  along	
  the	
  path	
  past	
  buildings	
  12	
  &	
  13	
  down	
  towards	
  the	
  lookout.	
  
The	
  lookout	
  is	
  beyond	
  buildings	
  21	
  –	
  23	
  (	
  refer	
  to	
  map	
  )	
  –	
  this	
  is	
  the	
  Green	
  
Zone	
  

	
  
a. Play	
  track	
  4	
  	
  
	
  

6. At	
  the	
  Lookout	
  Play	
  track	
  5	
  –	
  This	
  is	
  the	
  Black	
  Zone	
  	
  
	
  

	
  
7. Follow	
  along	
  the	
  lookout	
  turning	
  right	
  until	
  you	
  reach	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  

walkway	
  –	
  this	
  is	
  the	
  Pink	
  Zone	
  	
  
	
  

a. Play	
  track	
  6	
  
	
  

8. 	
  Walk	
  towards	
  the	
  lane	
  between	
  buildings	
  12	
  &13	
  –	
  this	
  is	
  the	
  Lavender	
  Zone	
  	
  
	
  

a. Play	
  track	
  7	
  	
  
	
  

	
  



 
 
Gerald Manley Hopkins – Gods Grandeur  
 
N.B. – Small excerpt was used within and inspiration for the 
script 
 
This WORLD is charged with the grandeur of life. 
  It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 
  It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
  And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
  And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the 
soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
  
And for all this, nature is never spent; 
  There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
  Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs— 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
  World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright 
wings. 

	
  



	
  


