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FADE IN:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
BLACK. Then --

A FLASH OF LIGHT, looking like lighting, illuminates a little
girl’s room, appropriately decorated.

A 12 year old girl sits up in bed, in her nightgown,
clutching the sheet to herself.

Her name is DEL.

Somewhere far off in the distance, there is a hollow BOOM.
Like thunder. Could be an approaching storm - but something’s
off about it.

Del rises, drawn to the window, wondering what those noises
could be...

OUTSIDE, a normal residential street. The city of San
Francisco in the background.

Over the horizon we see discharges of unnatural light. Eerie.
Another CRASH of thunder, but this one sounds distinctly like
an explosion. Followed by two more. Windows rattle, causing
Del to back away from them in fright.

And then it begins... BA-WOOOOM! BA-WOOOOM! BA-WOOOOM!

A WAILING sound drifts from the city, rising and falling...
CIVIL DEFENSE SIRENS.

The door is thrown open and her MOM enters in a rush.
MOM

Del. It’'s time.
INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
Confused and scared, Del quickly follows after her Mom,
passing her parents bedroom for a brief instant - door ajar -
getting a quick glimpse of her DAD inside, standing over the
bed, opening a shoebox and taking out a pistol.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Her parents move frantically, gathering what they can, as a
scared Del stands in the center of the living room, watching.



LITTLE DEL
What happened?

DAD
We'’'re under attack.

LITTLE DEL
By who?

They don’t answer. Del’s attention drifts to the TV, a NEWS
REPORT, the Emergency Broadcast System.

NEWS REPORT (ON TV)
Repeat... this is not a test. Full
evacuation is under effect. Proceed
in a calm and orderly manner to
your assigned transport for
jettison. Repeat...

Mom moves up on Del, kneeling before her, blocking the TV.

MOM
Do you remember what we taught you?
What we practiced?

Del nods tightly.

MOM
Good. Whatever you do, do not let
go of my hand.

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT
Outside, twenty years from now, the world is worse off...

More pollution, more litter, the sky is black, choked with
smoke. A noticeable absence of green. No trees, no grass.
Stars are no longer visible through the haze. Even the moon
has taken on an orange hue as seen through the smog.

Dad, followed by Mom and Del, BANGS through the front door of
the house.

IT'S CHAOS OUT HERE.

Loud and crowded as hundreds evacuate the city. People from
all walks of life, carrying what they can in their arms, in
luggage and backpacks. Swarming the streets, herded by
military, all moving in the same direction: to the ocean.

A MASS EXODUS. Screams tells us:



PEOPLE
Get to the ships!! They’re coming!!

Dad holds Del in his arms as they hurry down the street, a
dozen helicopters rush past, just over their heads.

LITTLE DEL
Dad, where’'s everybody going?

DAD
We're leaving too. We all have to
go somewhere safe.

LITTLE DEL
The moon?

More hollow BOOMS, closer. More of those eerie explosion
events light up the horizon sky.

Del looks back as they leave the only home she has ever known
behind, as it grows smaller and smaller until she can no
longer see it.

DOWN THE STREET

Passing a store with TVs in the window displaying news from
around the world - looking like war torn footage from Tokyo
to Mexico City. IMAGES OF THE MOON, base stations set up
there, looking like a community of buildings and residences.
An ARMY GENERAL being interviewed - caption reading:

“TALKS COLLAPSE. WAR IMMINENT."”

It's complete CHAOS, and frighteningly claustrophobic, as
residents flee by the thousand toward the ocean. A seething
morass of humans turned animals with a single, selfish
thought - to live, by any means necessary.

And now Dad, Mom and Del are among them, swept along on the
tide of humanity, down the hill.

Del looks all around at the once normal, reserved members of
society pushing others out of the way, trampling those too
slow to keep up. Elbows and fists flying. Two men mercilessly
pummelling each other as people pass without a second glance.

Further down the road, a body lies crumpled, dead, as people
step over it, on it, moving, fleeing.

Human nature at its worst.
Mom and Dad flank Del, each with a hand clamped on Del’s,

trying to keep together as the crowd grows denser, crushing
them. They'’'re being jostled around, pushed.
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Del is caught up in the sea of bodies, people slamming into
her, squeezing her, as she is slowly being wrenched apart
from her parents. Hand slipping out.

DAD
Del! Del! Hang on!

LITTLE DEL
I can’t! Mommy!

Then -- BOOOM! A massive explosion just behind them.

Like a herd of spooked cattle, they STAMPEDE. SCREAMS from
the crowd of people swarming over the side of the road.

As their hands separate, and then - so do they.

MOM
My daughter! No! Del!

Del sees her parents being helplessly pushed away by the
panic-stricken mob, yelling her name, separated by 5,000
frightened people.

LITTLE DEL
Mommy! Daddy!

MOM (0.S.)
NO! NO!!!

DAD (0.S.)
DEL! DEL!

As their voices fade out amongst the chaos... and they are
swallowed in the pulsating crowd.

Scared and alone, Del pushes through to the sidewalk, hides
in an antique storefront’s ALCOVE. Clutching her knees to her
chest, hugging them tight to keep safe, as the crowd thins.

NOISES come up from the street. A pitter-patter of FOOTSTEPS.

Then... They come.

We can’'t fully see them in the waning light, but they are
HUMANOID, moving at inhuman paces, near silent, leaping over
and around cars, off the side of the buildings...

SNATCHING up stragglers who SCREAM for the lives, then go
silent. Killing quick and efficient, like thoughtless
machines expediting their programming.

When one stops atop a car, head turning toward Del’s
location. Looking plastic in its counterfeit human shell.



5.

Del, hiding, burying her face in her hands, and the figure
moves off, not noticing her.

STREET
It’s all quiet now as Del crawls out of her hiding spot,
standing in the center of the abandoned road. Looking west,

she watches as —--

HUNDREDS OF SPACESHIPS JETTISON THE PLANET ON THE HORIZON.

Orbital rockets lifting off from launch pads, flying straight
up. Plumes of smoke following in their wake as propulsion
rockets drive them skyward.

Dozens and dozens of LOUD BOOMS as ships break through the
atmosphere. And then...

Del is alone.

DEL (V.O.)
Overnight, my life, my entire
world, was erased. And in its
place, a new one began...

FADE TO:

TITLE CARD: 10 YEARS LATER

INT. HOUSE, VARIOUS - MORNING
TIGHT SHOTS - the morning ritual of a GIRL getting ready:

BEDROOM: the same bedroom we saw ten years ago, as we watch
from behind as she gets out of bed. Yawns, stretches. Her
hair is cut short, bleached white, no trace of DNA.

DEL (V.O0.)
I was born on July 4, 2029 to two
loving parents who named me
Deliverance Annabeth McCarthy.

BATHROOM: Turns on the shower as she weighs herself. Logs it
to countless other weigh-ins: all within two pounds of 120.

DEL (V.O0.)
I was their second try. The first
was to be a boy, but my mother had
a miscarriage. My father told her
it was nature’s way of saying that
there was something wrong with the
development of the baby. He wasn’'t
meant to be.
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Showers. Scalding hot water washes any trace of smell or dirt
off her. Scrubbing and scrubbing with a hard bristles brush,
scraping away any loose skin follicles.

DEL (V.O.)
Nature, he said, has a funny way of
weeding out the bad from the good.

Naked, discretely covered. Spray tans herself, looking 1%
darker than before. Hardly any difference. But her skin now
looking healthy and without varying pigmentation.

DEL (V.O.)
He would tell me fairy tales of a
world long ago where the sun didn’'t
burn you when you stepped outside,
where you could breath the air and
swim in the oceans. The sky was
deep blue in this world, the grass
green, and things called flowers
that were every shade of the
rainbow, whatever that was.

VANITY: She takes off glasses and puts in contacts. Applies
foundation to her face and neck until not a single patch of
pigmentation is different from any other. Almost plastic.

Plucks her eyebrows until they are perfect. Places fake
eyelashes atop her own. Uses the mirror up close to apply
lipstick perfectly, eye shadow and liner.

DEL (V.O.)
There were animals everywhere you
looked back then - living in trees,
mammals the size of a house that
swam in the ocean, and great white
bears who lived in the snow.

Dips her fingertips into a bowl of paraffin wax, grimacing at
the heat. Removing them, now covered in a thin layer of wax,
covering her fingerprints.

Glues on fake fingernails. Uses a magnifying glass to paint
her nails, every line perfect.

DEL (V.O.)
It was gradual at first. Water
levels rose. Winters grew colder.
Summers, hotter. Penguins went
extinct. Then deer. Then trees and
the birds that lived in them. But
ignorance prevailed. People soon
forgot what a hummingbird even was.

(MORE)



DEL (V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Or a sunflower. They had other
distractions.

She ties her hair back and up, then secures a brunette wig on
her head. Every hair perfectly in line with the next.

DEL (V.O.)
There were wars back then. Some
against tyrants who killed anyone
different. Others were merely over
fossil fuels that were drying up.
He thought the wars would stop when
0il was finally gone in the early
years of the twenty first century,
but he was wrong. They just found
something else to fight over.

CLOSET: She pads her bra, going from a manageable size B to a
full, socially acceptable C.

DEL (V.O.)
The governments of the world came
together, creating synthetic
drones. Machines that could work
around the clock to clean our
cities and oceans. They were called
Mech, and they were built for one
purpose - to keep our planet alive.

She irons her clothes, over and over until there isn’t a
single wrinkle or crease.

She places lifts in her high heel shoes, adding another two
inches to her height.

DEL (V.O.)
But it was too late. The damage had
been done. We knew better, but we
couldn’t stop ourselves. We thought
the world was ours. That it was
made for us. Religion taught us
that. Ego told us that. But we were
Wrong.

GARAGE: Placing all the used brushes, pads and cotton balls
into a plastic baggy, sealing it, and dropping it, along with
the bag of sheets and towels, into the recycler.

DEL (V.O0.)
We just didn’t know how wrong at
the time.

BEDROOM: She steps in front of the mirror and we SEE HER
FULLY FOR THE FIRST TIME.



DEL, now a young woman at 22.

Everything about her is perfection - and all completely fake.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

She stops before the door. Closes her eyes, takes a deep
breath. And oddly, begins counting to herself:

DEL
One, two, three...

Then opens the door and...

EXT. STREET - MORNING

...steps outside. Into the flow of COMMUTERS heading for the
elevated trains. Del throws a look at her surroundings:

We now realize this is THE FUTURE. A stark contrast to the
last time we saw it.

A vast, technological landscape. Familiar towering buildings
reprocessed with solar panels to catch the sun. Massive wind
turbines revolve atop building roofs. Concept cars and buses
guided by waves of electromagnetic energy.

No trash or litter anywhere. No pollution. Air breathable,
the sky hyper blue, water drinkable - all pristine, thriving
with wildlife.

DEL (V.O.)
It was a revolution, my father
said. An occupation. Humans were no
longer the dominant species on the
planet.

And artificial life —-- MECHS.

Synthetic, artificially intelligent androids. Hundreds, all
looking like PLASTIC PEOPLE, distinguishable from humans by
their physical perfection. Exhibiting fake emotion.

DEL (V.O0.)
It was ironic. The Mech that humans
created to save us - created in our
own image, with programmed actions
and empty emotions - were out final
undoing.

Among them, blending in perfectly: Del.



Quietly, indiscernible, counting to herself. Similar to a
blind person counting the steps, ultra precise. Nods hello to
a passerby, picking up perfectly in line:

DEL
Seventeen, eighteen...

Del stops to wait at a light with other PEDESTRIANS. Before
them, a TOWERING MECH “WALKER"” passes, four stories high,
like a mechanical spider covered in slits and vents, a
massive mobile air purifier, cleaning the air.

DEL (V.O.)
There was only one way to save our
planet: to eradicate the single
threat to the earth, the disease,
the virus, the source of death and
pollution... Mankind.

As she waits for it to pass, directly in front of her, a
LITTLE MECH GIRL clutches her father’s neck. Del stares at
them, perhaps a bit too long.

DEL (V.O.)
The army stepped in and tried to
destroy them first, so the Mech
gathered and the war began. They
did what humans programmed them to
do. Like a dog trained to attack,
the Mech bit, and humans ran.

Del composes herself and continues walking, counting...

DEL
Thirty four, thirty five...

Following the flow heading for the raised hover trains.

DEL (V.O0.)
They took on human attributes,
mannerisms, fake, empty emotions.
And names of famous people. Funny
given that they had no idea who
they were. You could ride the
trains next to Elvis Presley, and
eat lunch across from Vincent van
Gogh, or work a cubicle over from
Charles Dickens.

Passing through scanners, the gates hiss open and they step
through in systematic order to:
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INT. TRAIN PLATFORM - MORNING

Formed in arches of glossy plastic tile, all stark white.
Along the platform wall runs screens reporting banner crawl:

NEXT STOP... SECTOR 5 - SECTOR 6 - DEPT. OF CITY AFFAIRS.

A rush of air heralds the shuttle. It sails out of the
tunnel, floating two feet above the track. A hybrid hovering
subway car, buoyed by a magnetic flow emanating from the
tracks, an invisible river of fusion energy.

DEL
Forty three, forty four...

The shuttle drifts to a halt, rocks a bit. Gangplanks fold
out to the platform. Del and others file routinely aboard.

DEL (V.O.)
So it only seemed fitting that I
take a new name as well.

INT. MONORAIL - MORNING

Del stepping onto a sleek, densely packed TRAIN. She sits as
we PULL BACK from the window to REVEAL...

DEL (V.O.)
I was born Deliverance Annabeth
McCarthy. Today, my name is Anne
Frank...

EXT. CITYSCAPE / MONORAIL - CONTINUOUS

The TRAIN hurtling toward DOWNTOWN. Soaring, gravity-defying
OFFICE BUILDINGS dominate the skyline. Older buildings wedged
among the new. All protected by huge glass and steel shields.

The domes and spires glint in the sunlight. We isolate a
glass and solar panelled steeple, as the train approaches the
new TRANSAMERICA PYRAMID...

DEL (V.O0.)
...and I am the last remaining
human on the planet Earth.

INT. TRANSAMERICA PYRAMID, LOBBY - MORNING

Del joins the procession of Mech waiting at SECURITY
CHECKPOINTS for her turn to pass through BODY SCAN MACHINES -
mock metal-detector/x-ray device.
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As Mech step through, their metal frames are seen beneath the
synthetic human bodies, and their readouts are logged: Name,
Model, Function, Charge, Date of Creation...

Inching forward in line until she steps to the scanners.

SECURITY MECH
Name?

DEL
Anne Frank, 7-445.

SECURITY MECH
Proceed.

She steps forward into the scanner and --

DEL
Seventy four, seventy five--

Discretely clicks a small handheld DEVICE --
Screens FLICKER a split second - then register her as Mech:

NAME: Anne Frank

MODEL: Mech 7-445

CHARGE: Full

D.0.C.: 7-4-2029

FUNCTION: Human Artifacts Disposal Unit

And she continues on without hesitation into the vast lobby,
undetected, just like every other Mech who works here, just
like every other day.

Passing ODD-LOOKING DEVICES lined against the walls,
futuristic PODS.

Joining the rest of the Mech headed toward a wing with a
digital readout above: NUTRITION PLAZA.

INT. NUTRITION PLAZA - MORNING

Sterile white, like the rest of the world, like living inside
an Apple store. Full of Mech at long tables, quietly eating
unappetizing slop of white and grey blended synthetic food.

Del sits among them, and when no one is looking, discretely
shovels the chalky oatmeal like substance into a bag, filling
it, placing it in her bag.

DEL
Eighty four, eighty five--
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Off a SERIES OF CHIMES, eyes turn to the large digital clock
projected on the glass wall: 8:55 AM.

Del joins the workers who begin to rise in unison, headed to
their offices, and quietly discards her bag of uneaten food
into a recycling bin.

Waiting in line as glass encased elevators rise before her.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - DAY

This high-tech office is a blur of activity. Frosted glass
workstations, circular, proficient. Workers moving to and
fro, others working away in cubicles.

Del approaches THE BOARD - a huge 3D, holographic GRID-MAP
running the length of the walls - displaying live feeds from
around the city: clear blue skies, green lush parks, clean
ocean water, litter-free streets, and wildlife thriving. A
synergy. A city of Eden.

Along with graphical numbers and charts, all levels in GREEN:

POLLUTION INDEX.:eeeeeeeos 87%
FORESTATION . ccceeeeececcens 85%
WILDLIFE .. ceeeeeeeaccoocns 84%
OZONE..ceeeeeeeeeoccacccns 88%
CARBON MONOXIDE LEVELS....88%
POPULATION. ccceeeeeceaccens 89%
WASTE . eeeeeeeeeecaacanocns 87%
TOXICITY LEVELS..eeeeecens 81l%.

Del passes through to her cubicle, still counting.

DEL
Ninety seven, ninety eight...

DEL'S CUBICLE

Sitting at her desk, in front of a wraparound holoscreen,
divided into three sections, waving her hand before the
computer to log on and --

DEL
One hundred.

Del, typing fast, just like everyone else, brings up her work
on the center screen as daily bulletins scroll down another.

Discreetly glancing around to make sure no one is looking,
she logs into a communications channel, typing away:
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“Urgent Com - to Moon - SOS - Human on Earth. Please
respond.” Replies: 0.

She hits send, her message floating off into the ether,
joining another long line of unanswered messages to the moon.
An SOS to humankind.

EMILY (O.S.)
Good morning, Anne.

Del, quick, logs out, back to her normal work screen,
covering it up as --

EMILY DICKINSON and FRANCIS BACON step up, plastic smiles
plastered on their plastic faces.

DEL
Emily, Francis.

FRANCIS
We have a query, you being the
resident expert on humankind and
all -- the birds and the bees. It
is a saying, correct? We are
debating who has the correct
assumption.

They both look at Del, who tries to remain nonplussed.

DEL
It’s the... uh, the, when two
humans... come together, and uh--

Emily and Francis share a look, eyeing Del strangely as she
stammers, trying not to blush --

DEL
Reproduction. Yes. Human
reproduction. So. There it is.

FRANCIS
Well. It seems we were both
incorrect.

EMILY

How odd. Birds copulating with
bees. Disgusting.

DEL
Well, not literally.

FRANCIS
If not literal, why say it?



DEL
Good question.

A message pops up on her screen: “Anne Frank,
Director Marx.”

DEL
Director’s calling. I have to go.

EMILY
By all means. And as the humans
used to say, I will grab you later.

DEL
“Catch you later.” I believe.

EMILY
(to herself)
Catch you later. Catch you later.

14.

report to

And Emily walks away, repeating the corrected phrase to

herself. Francis still looking confused.

Del exhales. Two-faced, as behind their backs, she despises

these Mech.

INT. MARX'S OFFICE - DAY

A corner office with a panoramic view of the city. The

furniture is transparent, ethereal.

Just like Director KARL MARX, who sits at a console desk,
reviewing data on a holographic screen. Del stands before
him, waiting. Composing a deadpan. Robotic. Finally:

MARX
How is Anne Frank today?

DEL
She’s well, thank you.

MARX
I have been going over your
quarterlies. 90% of all human waste
has been recycled, repurposed. Most
thanks to you.

DEL
I try, sir.

MARX
There is something different about
you. Something unlike the others.



15.

DEL
Yet I'm exactly like everyone else.

MARX
But that is not true, is it? No. I
am on to you, Anne. I know what is
going on. It is my job, after all.

Del, trying to remain calm on the surface.

MARX
Humans.

Del gets a little white. She tries not to panic.

DEL
Humans?

MARX
I want to show you something.
(to room)
Cue playback Alpha 2029.

The room comes to life. We are surrounded by HOLOGRAPHIC
IMAGES, Del and Marx seemingly transported into the events:

DEL
What is this?

MARX
The world. What it used to be.

IMAGES: Nazis burning books, Hiroshima mushroom cloud, ice
shelves collapsing, o0il spills and coated birds, dead fish,
factories spewing black smoke through large chimneys,
tornados and hurricanes and tsunamis and earthquakes.

Del stares at the dizzying images as Marx paces, watches her.

MARX
Ten years ago. The planet on the
brink of destruction. Atomic
weapons, pollution, waste,
overpopulation.

IMAGES: Beached whales. Shark and dolphin hunting.
Slaughterhouses and overpacked chicken pens. Hospitals,
terror alerts, streets covered in litter, walls in graffiti.
Rain forests cut down. Overflowing garbage dumps.

Resolving into the world today - pristine and clean.



MARX
And today. 80 percent change across
the board. The magic number being?

DEL
91 percent, sir.

MARX
And why is that?

DEL
At 91 percent, the planet will be
self-sufficient, able to repair
itself on its own.

Marx comes around to face Del.

MARX
Correct. The stakes were, and are,
far too great.
(to the room)
Enough.

The images shatter away and silence prevails.

MARX
I do not think you realize how
important you are to the survival
of our society, of our planet.
Cataloguing and classifying human
artifacts. Waste. Not a glamorous
job like your friend Emily
Dickinson in Census or Francis
Bacon in Litter Control. But an
important job. Critical, I might
say, to our success. As such, I am
granting you a promotion.

DEL
A promotion...?

MARX
Your work ethic is unsurpassed. You
are, by all definitions of the
word, a Mech.

DEL
Thank you. I think.

MARX
We are slow close now. And I need
you operating at full capacity. I
am requisitioning you a car to aid
in your productivity.
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DEL
Driving? That’s not necessary.

MARX
You have the upgrades I assume,
like all Mechs.

DEL
Yes, sir. Like all Mechs.

MARX
Then it is settled. Dismissed.

Del, not all excited about the prospect, stands and walks to
the door. Stops, turning back to Marx.

DEL
And then what?

MARX
(looking up)
Please repeat the question?

DEL
After we reach quota. Then what?

MARX
I do not understand. When we reach
quota, our purpose is complete.

DEL
Yes, of course.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR, DEL'’'S CUBICLE - NIGHT

Unlike the other employees, Del struggles to remain upright
and awake but is quickly fading, popping a caffeine pill.

Finishing reading on her computer: Driving Instructions.
Opens up another screen, checks her LOG: “0 Replies.”

Emily walks up.

EMILY
Anne, would you like to join
Francis and myself in the bays?

DEL
Oh. Thank you, but no. I’ll head
home for the night.
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EMILY
Do not be silly. You will never
make it before curfew.

DEL
Sure I will. It’s only --

BELLS TOLL through out the city. Her clock reads 11:55 PM.
Del’'s face falls. She moves to the window, looking out at

Mech filing away, ants marching - into homes, into offices.
And Del is downtrodden, realizing:

DEL

I'm not going to make it home...
EMILY

It is not the end of the world.
DEL

Time must have gotten away from me.
EMILY

Time getting away... Very amusing.

I will save you a pod.

Emily heads across the office. Del’s fake smile fades.

INT. RESTROOM - NIGHT

Del enters, dropping her posture, now more human as the
facade relaxes. She leans on the sink. Looks at her
reflection. A fake.

INT. OFFICE, CHARGING ROOM - NIGHT

A long line of open face, human shaped cradle BAYS, similar
to a cradle you would put a power drill or cellphone into
when not in use, but these are made for people. Digital
readouts displaying names, ID numbers, charging meters...

Francis, Emily and Del, composed once again, position
themselves in front of the pods, just like everyone else.

As Mechs step inside and close their eyes becoming instantly
rigid. Charging meters flashing.

EMILY
Until tomorrow.

FRANCIS
Indeed.
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Del smiles. And they all lean back into the supports as - the
BELL STRIKES MIDNIGHT.

EXT. CITY, VARIOUS - NIGHT

The city powers down. Entire complexes go dark for the night.
Non-essential LIGHTS blinking off in buildings.

Empty hallways, offices, labs. Mech trapped outside go still,
non-functional during off-hours. Like statues.

It is an odd tableau, as the city, literally, goes to sleep.

INT. OFFICE, CHARGING ROOM - SAME

Mechs lined up in their charging bays. Powered down. You can
hear a pin drop. Everything is dead silent. And then...

A pair of eyes flash open.

Del looks side to side, making sure it’s safe, and steps out
of the pod. She walks past the charging Mech. Dozens of them,
all rigid, now looking much less human - more manikin-like.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Eerily quiet as no life prevails the city. Save for Del,
headed down the middle of the street, walking home.

All alone in a world of machines.

As the MOON shines big and bright above her, a symbol of
humankind, and the hope that one day they will return.
INT. HOUSE, BATHROOM - NIGHT

The shower running. Del sits on the tiled floor, hugging her
knees to her chest, letting the hot water rain down on her.

Washing off all the crap on her, watching it spiral down the
drain - until all that’s left is a fragile human girl.

FADE TO:

EXT. CITY - MORNING

The city comes to life. Power returns. Cars begin to move.
Mechs exit homes and begin their commute to work.
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INT. OFFICE, CHARGING ROOM - MORNING

Workers open their eyes, stepping out of pods, including
Emily and Francis, noticing - a single empty bay.

Del’s pod. They share a puzzled look.

INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING LOT - DAY

The vehicle parked in Bay 23 is a hybrid concept car,
colorful curved lines and aerodynamic. Del stands before it,
staring it down with dread.

INT./EXT. CAR - DAY

Del reviews the drive console, screens and controls, all of
it, meaningless. She reaches for the wheel when the screens
blink on, suddenly the drive console lights up.

Del reviews it: “PILOTING: MANUAL/AUTO?”. She ventures --

DEL
Auto...

The interface processes, then: “DESTINATION: NAME/SECTOR?”

DEL
On-sight plant 8, 17th Sector.
(beat)
Please.

The interface reports: “UNDOCKING”. Del jolts as the car
shunts forward, as if pulled by a phantom tugboat.

The car buckets off the ramp and noses onto a street inlet,
interface reporting: “ESTABLISHING UPLINK”. On another
screen, a road map appears. A blue dot at her point of origin
then forms into a blue line, plotting course.

Autopilot scans for traffic. Resistors drone as a CONTROL
BEAM locks on, guiding it to merge onto the street. Finding
its lane, the car drops to cruise speed. Piece of cake.

INT. OFFICE, CHARGING ROOM - DAY

Francis walks briskly past the charging bays - all digital
readouts in the green at 100% charged. Except for one...

Francis stops, looking at Del’s bay. Red, 0% charged.
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INT. PURIFICATION PLANT - DAY

Del follows WINSTON CHURCHILL through the large hanger, where
a massive Walker is being worked on. Passing it in awe.

WINSTON
We discovered the room and
immediately called. We were unsure
what to do with these... things.

Winston stops before a door, opening it for Del.

INT. SUPPLY ROOM - SAME
Motion lights activate, sensing Del’s movement, illuminating:

HUMAN ARTIFACTS. Instantly, we are assaulted with uncustomary
color and clutter. Things, jumbled everywhere. Teddy bears,
paintings, books, wallpaper...

She almost smiles, but catches herself, squashing it.

DEL
You did the correct thing, Mr.
Churchill. I’11 see to it that
these items are catalogued and
recycled immediately.
(turns to him)
Thank you for your assistance.

Winston pleasantly nods and smiles, turns to leave. Del shuts
the door, alone now in this room of wonders. Meaningless to a
Mech, but to Del... they mean the world.

She takes a Teddy bear in her arms, unconsciously hugging it.

EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - NIGHT

A downtrodden neighborhood. The buildings look like remnants
from our own era. Purification is in effect. One of the last
remaining areas to clean.

Del’s car pulls to a soft stop at the curb outside an
abandoned convenience store. She checks the time: 11:17.

DEL
What do you think? It’s going to be
close. 43 minutes? Plenty of time.

She looks to her right, and we see she’s talking to the Teddy
bear, sitting patiently in the passenger seat, belted in.
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Del makes the call, and exits the car.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT

Del moves through deserted aisles, tossing items into a cart -
makeup supplies, bleach, dozen tooth brushes and pastes, etc.

Everything a human girl needs to fake being a Mech.

Passing an aisle when she backtracks, stopping at a shelf of
Oreo cookies. Checks expiration dates: 2099. Grins.

INT./EXT. CAR (MOVING) - NIGHT

Back in the car, autopilot engaged. Del eating cookies as she
watches the car drive itself. Teddy has a cookie in his paws,
apparently not hungry. When --

THE BELL TOLLS.

Del’s smile fades, turning white. Looks at the clock: 11:55.

DEL
No no no no no...

Screen flashing: “UPLINK INTERRUPT - AUTOPILOT DISENGAGING”.

And suddenly the car starts to slow. Interface flashing:
“REMOTE LOCKDOWN ENGAGING”.

EXT. CITY, VARIOUS - NIGHT

The city powering down. Lights turning off in a wave,
approaching the single moving car in the city.

The car steers itself onto the shoulder and pulls to a dead
halt - stopped in the middle of nowhere.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Del is trapped inside, suddenly alarmed. She reviews the
controls. Nothing. Only one option left as she looks at that
button, the OVERRIDE BUTTON -- and switches to “Manual”.

The car powers back to life. Del is now in control. Except,
she has no idea how to drive this thing.

She studies the controls again. Positions one hand on the
wheel, the other on the throttle. Nudges it.
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The car lurches, veering out of its lane. Another unmanned
vehicle zips narrowly past, rocking her with its invisible
backwash. She slams on the brakes.

Del looks at the controls, tries again, firm on the wheel,
gentle on the throttle. And the car eases forward.

EXT. CAR - NIGHT

We watch as Del jerkily drives away, speeding, slamming on
the brakes. Repeat. Then takes off.

INT. CAR (MOVING) - NIGHT

Del is getting the hang of it. Hits a button to roll down the
windows - except the windows instantly frost over. Blind.

She jabs the button again, windows to normal. Sigh of relief.
Tries another button and MUSIC comes on. About to switch it
off, but changes her mind. Likes it.

Finally rolls down the windows, feeling the wind. Driving.
Smiling. Freedom. She closes her eyes, showing pure emotion.

...Letting herself be human.

EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS

The car speeds past, windows down, blaring music in the
otherwise lifeless city.

INT. CAR (MOVING) - CONTINUOUS

She opens her eyes -- and sees it...

A Mech.

.. .Not powered down.

...Standing in the middle of the street.

...Staring at her - at her human emotion.

It happens so fast, just a blur as Del slams on the brakes,
COLLISION WARNINGS sounding and --

--— BAM!!!

HITS THE MECH. She SCREAMS at the violent impact.
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The THUD echoes as its body arcs through the air, hurtled
over the car. Another horrific THUD as it lands.

The car skids and swerves to a jolting stop. Del’s hands
clutch the wheel, knuckles white from gripping it so hard.

Then she remembers to breath. And it comes fast.
Hyperventilating. She pries her hands away, a million
thoughts racing through her head at once.

Looking at the rear view screen where she can see the shape
of the Mech in the street where it lies crumpled, still.

First thought: flee. She starts the car. It won’t turn on.

DEL
Come on, come on...

Bangs the wheel. Tension building and - it POWERS ON.

EXT. STREET - SAME

We stay on the downed Mech as Del’s car speeds off. A beat.
Then the car returns, reversing up to the Mech and stops.

Del steps out, staring at the sprawled robot.

She cautiously approaches it - male, mid 20s. Definitely
damaged, spilling hydraulic fluids and in shut down mode. We
see torn grey plastic and dense circuitry. Looks dead.

She kicks at it to see if it reacts. Jumps away. Nothing. No
reaction. So Del leans down, closer to it. Waves her hand
before its face. Still nothing.

She paces, trying to devise a plan.

DEL
I'm screwed. I'm so screwed.

There’s no one around. She makes up her mind, spins and
hurries to the car, ready to flee the scene of the crime.

But stops. Cursing herself, she trudges back up the Mech -
and struggles to haul the robot into the back of the car.
Heaving its upper body in, then swinging its legs in. Shoves
it fully inside with her foot. Closes the hatch.

Still no one around as she gets in the drivers seat, windows
frosting, and speeds away. Disappearing around a corner...

...Leaving crash DEBRIS behind on the street.
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INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Del heaves the Mech onto the kitchen table with a THUD. It
lies there in a heap.

She paces. Staring at it. Everything crashing away. Tearing
at her. There'’s only one thing to do -- She grabs a knife,
stands poised over the Mech, weapon raised. Hand shaking.

Can’'t do it. She SHOUTS, tosses the knife away. Breathing
heavy. In a fit of anger and frustration, she hits the Mech
in the chest with her fists.

DEL
No! No! Why?! I hate you!

Until she loses steam, sliding to the floor into a sitting
position.

DEL
Why is this happening to me...

Wiping the forming tears away, she makes up her mind. Del
steps away, a beat, returning with a pile of tools and parts
in her arms that she places down on the table.

She shoves the heavy Mech so that it now lays face up, and
sets a light, looking like a small impromptu operating table.

She hasn’t been this close to a Mech before. It could almost
pass for a real human, but it is too perfect. Plastic almost.
Not a single imperfection, abnormality or idiosyncrasy.

And she begins to fix it - replacing circuits, wiring,
pistons and gears with new ones.

LATER

Del eats at the table, having propped the Mech up in a chair,
repaired, but powered down. It sits like a manikin. And in
the other chair, the Teddy bear.

The actions of a very lonely girl, having a one-sided,
pretend conversation with them:

DEL
Teddy thinks I should have left you
out there to die.

DEL
(in Teddy voice)
That would be the smart, prudent
thing to have done.
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DEL
Yes, well, if I did do that, it
would’ve attracted unwanted
attention, now wouldn’t it?

DEL
(in Teddy voice)
Perhaps, yet we wouldn’t be sitting
here with a damaged Mech in our
house either.

DEL
You make a good point, Teddy.

DEL
(in Teddy voice)
It’s not too late. We can still
dump him back out there and pretend
this never happened.

DEL
No. I did the right thing. I did. I
had to fix it. And when he wakes
up, he won'’'t remember a thing.
Isn’t that right, robot?

DEL
(in robot voice)
Yes that is right Del.

DEL
You never saw a human girl.

DEL
(in robot voice)
I never saw a human girl.

DEL
And then everything will be okay.
Back to normal. No humans here.

DEL
(in sarcastic Teddy voice)
Sure it will. Because everything in
the last ten years has been normal.

Del sticks her tongue out at Teddy, then continues eating. A
normal family dinner. Del’s little nuclear family.

And it’'s about to explode when:

MECH (0.S.)
Where am I?
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Del freezes, looking up to see the Mech, awake, staring right
at her. She’'s speechless. Heart THUMPING. All she can say is:

DEL
Hi.
The Mech’s unwavering gaze is pinned on her, unblinking. Del

sits heavy and anxious.

MECH
Where am I?

DEL
My place. House. My house. You were
- damaged. I repaired you.

MECH
Why?
DEL
I... don’t know. It seemed like the

right thing to do.

(staring, then)
About what happened... do you
remember anything? Or, I don't
know, see anything strange?

MECH

Besides you hitting me with a car?
DEL

About that... It was an accident.
MECH

An “accident”?

DEL
And to be fair, I can’t take all
the blame here. I mean, you were
standing in the middle of the
street. Why weren’t you powered

down?
MECH
I work nights at the greenhouse.
And you?
DEL
I... for the same reason.
MECH

(still staring at her)
As a matter of fact, I do recall
seeing something odd --
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DEL
0dd?

MECH
Off.

DEL
Off>?

He stands, walking to Del, who also stands, defensive.

MECH
You.

Not good... He looks her over, analyzing, faces inches apart,
listening to her elevated breathing.

MECH
You are faulty.

He touches her face, prodding. Del keeps it calm.
MECH
Your hair is out of place. And your
left ear is 1/32 smaller than the
right. You have tiny wrinkles under
your eyes. And laugh lines...
He puts his head to her chest awkwardly. And freezes.

He can feel and hear her heart BEATING.

Not seeing Del reach out for the lamp. As he realizes - Del
isn't synthetic. She isn’t a Mech. She is:

MECH
Human...

BAM! Del slams the lamp over his head, knocks him out. Again.

DEL
Fuck...

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Sunlight streams in through the windows. The Mech is now tied
up in a swivel chair, in excess. Rope, tape, cords, even
Christmas lights.

Del sits across from him on the sofa. Both looking at each
other. Weighing their situation, and each other.
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MECH
You have a plan, then?
DEL
No, yes, I... Shut up. No more

talking. I just need to think, to
think this through.

MECH
I should inform you that I have
analyzed every possible scenario to
our current predicament, and none
bode well for you. You will be
found out, and you will be

processed.

DEL
Killed.

MECH
Recycled.

Del stands, pacing now. Trying to keep it together.

DEL
I didn’'t want this to happen. I
need you know that. But I don'’'t
have any choice. I can’t kill you,
I can’'t set you free. So. I'm
sorry. But until I figure this out,
you’'re my, well, prisoner. I’'ve
worked too hard for this. I can’'t
let it all slip away. Not now. Not
like this. And not for you.

MECH
For me?

DEL
Yes, you. A machine, a Mech.

She looks at the clock on the wall: 7:20 AM.

DEL
I have to get ready for work.

She stands, ponders the Mech for a moment, then heads to the
bedroom, disappearing from the Mech’s sight.

MECH
You are waste. You serve no purpose
other than to consume and destroy
that which gives you life. You
should have left with the others.
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DEL (0.S.)
I tried. Believe me. You think T
want to be here? Do you think I
like this? Pretending to be one of
you? This isn’t a part of my daily
routine, holding Mech captive. It's
your fault.

MECH
I have no faults. I am perfect.

Del, as she brushes her teeth, sticks her head out of the
door to check on the Mech.

DEL
Keep telling yourself that.

He is watching her, unmoved. Looking oddly at her brushing.

MECH
Why do you do that?

DEL
(mouth full of toothbrush)
None of your business.

And she ducks back inside, away from his sight, going through
her massive checklist of items.

MECH
Why did you save my life?

DEL (0.S.)
You don’t have life. You're a
robot. You can’t live, you can’'t
die. You just are.

MECH
Yet I exist. Is that not the same
thing?

And she comes out, dressed in her fake disguise, ready to
face the day.

DEL
You exist because someone like me
made you.

MECH

Did someone not make you as well?

DEL
It’'s different.



31.

MECH

Only because you see it that way.
DEL

Whatever.
THOMAS

“Whatever?”
DEL

Yes. Whatever. It’s a saying.
THOMAS

By whom?
DEL

It doesn’t matter by whom. By me,
okay? It’s a saying by me.

(then)
So do you have a name, or should I
just keep calling you robot?

THOMAS
My name is Thomas. Thomas
Jefferson.

DEL
Of course it is.

THOMAS JEFFERSON (no relation), meets Del’s stare as they
gauge each other, not love lost between them.

DEL
(then)
I'm late. Do you... need anything?
THOMAS
Such as?
DEL

I don’t know. 0Oil. Robot food.

THOMAS
“Robot food?”

DEL
I don’t know. That’s why I'm
asking. Well. I'm leaving. Don’t do
anything.

THOMAS
Anything?
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DEL
Yes, anything.

THOMAS
Whatever.

A beat as Del looks at him, thrown by his human remark.

DEL
Yeah, whatever.

THOMAS
What. Ever.

Del steps out. Closes the door. He takes in the room, the
furnishings, his bindings.

A beat. She opens the door quickly, peering in at Thomas,
making sure he isn’t up to anything. Gives him a scrutinizing
look, letting him know she is watching and on to him.

He mimics her, giving Del the same look back. He’'s learning.

INT. GARAGE - MORNING

Del stands before her car. Staring at the dented and broken
fender and hood. She can’t very well drive it. Train it is.
EXT. SIDEWALK - MORNING

Del, walking among the morning throng. Counting to herself.

DEL
Seventeen, eighteen...

Stopping when a security car pulls up before her. Freezing as
two SECURITY MECH exit the car, walk right up to her - and
nod as they pass. False alarm.

Del lets out the breath she was holding, as the light
changes, and she continues on with the crowd.

INT. TRAIN (MOVING) - MORNING

Del rides the train, paranoia growing. Everyone seems to be

looking at her. Or is it just in her head? She turns away all
the same and looks out the window.
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INT. NUTRITION PLAZA - MORNING

Del sits with everyone else, once again scooping her food
into a plastic bag.

Then notices the entrance in time to see a crew of Security
Mech pass by in a hurry. Del, now suspicious.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - MORNING

Del enters the busier than usual office, trying to pretend
everything is normal and she is not currently holding a Mech
in her house against its will.

Crossing the floor, passes Francis working at his station who
greets her with his programmed response.

FRANCIS
Good morning, Anne.

Del manages a tight nod as she passes.

DEL
Good morning...

And passes by. Francis glances up, looking after her a
curious moment.

Del, almost to the safety of her cubicle when those Security
Mech exit Marx's office, heart in her throat as they pass by,
glancing at her. She keeps her eyes trained straight ahead.

Then looks back to Marx'’s office as Emily steps out, headed
to her cubicle. Marx glances at Del, then shuts his door.

EMILY'S CUBICLE

Emily types away at her computer, screens abuzz with data and
maps, when Del steps up, trying to appear nonchalant.

DEL
Morning, Emily. What’s with
Security? I’'ve never seen them out
in this sector before.

EMILY
They are conducting a population
check. Or do not you watch the
bulletins?

DEL
I must have missed them.
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EMILY
A tracking glitch, most probably.
Or a bad scanner. They get damaged,
we get false reads. Sometimes even
a dropout. It is not my fault. I am
Census, not Diagnostic and Repair.

DEL
Wait, what are you saying? They
lost someone?

EMILY
A Mech is not showing up where it
should be. Security is sweeping his
addresses and last known location.
We will find him. What is your
interest?

DEL
None. No interest.

She looks at Del suspiciously as she goes to leave, coming
around behind Emily, glancing at her screen - blanching when
she sees the picture of the missing Mech: Thomas.

DEL'S CUBICLE

Del sits frustrated. She takes a beat, then waves her screens
on. Checks her logs: “0 New Messages”.

She sighs, re-sends her SOS message to the moon. Clicks off.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Del walks up the deserted sidewalk, discreetly passing by the
scene of the crime where she crashed into Thomas.

Where she sees LITTER in the center of the road, bits of
debris from the crash. With no one around, she takes a step
forward to retrieve it and cover up the crime just as --

A Security Patrol passes.

Del quickly steps into the shadows. Hasn’t been spotted. She
bites her lip in anticipation, praying it misses the litter.
And it does, hovering right over it. Thank God, breathing a
sigh of relief when...

The patrol stops, whirls around and beelines back to the
debris. Lights flashing on, spotlighting the litter.

Then suddenly, more Security fly up, joining the others like
bees gathering on a flower. Radioing it in.
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Del has to get out of here. Now.

With their backs to her, she quickly moves out and down the
sidewalk. Head lowered to not draw attention.

Until behind her, a Security Mech turns her way. Then all the
mech turn and look at her.

ANOTHER STREET

More Mech populate this area, and Del uses them to blend in.
Walking faster now, jostling in their flow, hearing sirens,
tossing terrified looks behind her.

As a security patrol car appears around the corner, cruising
past the intersection.

Del glances back, keeps walking, praying the car will
continue on. But it doesn’t. It turns toward her.

She keeps walking, slowly, forcing herself to be casual, to
not to draw attention. But as soon as she turns around --

ANOTHER CORNER

She bursts out in a full gallop down the. Confused Mech turn
to watch her go. Feet pounding the pavement, down the block --

Just as the patrol rounds the corner, lights flashing,
hauling it in her direction.

Del runs, hearing the car race up behind. She dives into an
ALLEY

Squeezing into the shadows between recycle bins. The patrol
swerves into view around the corner, slows to a crawl.

Search light beams blaze to life as the car creeps up the
alley, probing shadows.

TIGHT ON DEL as the lights grow brighter. She’s gasping to
catch her breath, trembling, trying to hold very still.

As the patrol car stops RIGHT BESIDE HER. The Mech inside
only have to look to the side to see her two feet away. Until
their radio SQUAWKS to life. A beat. Then the car drives on,
passing her by.

And Del remains where she is, huddled on the street, in the
cold night air, shivering, tears slipping off her nose,
crying silently to herself.



36.

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Del closes the door behind her, leans against it, letting out
the breath she was holding. Eyes streaked with makeup.

THOMAS
Bad day at work?

She glares at him, then walks past without another glance and
disappears inside the kitchen, sink heard turning on.

THOMAS
Something happened, didn’t it? They
know.

No response from Del, so he continues.

THOMAS
I have had a bad day as well.
Actually, a bad couple of days. I
was hit by a car, then knocked out
with a table lamp and tied up with
this odd blinking string, where I
am now being held captive by a
human girl pretending to be a Mech.
Stop me if you have heard this.

Del steps into the hallway, stares Thomas down.

DEL
I'm not having this conversation
with a robot. Or any conversation,
for that matter. You’re ruining
everything.

Del takes off her wig in a fit.

THOMAS
That is disgusting.

DEL
You're disgusting.

THOMAS
Look at the lengths you go through
to blend in. You cannot keep up
this deception forever.

DEL
I don’'t have to. I just have to
wait it out. They’ll come back for
me. They’ll realize I'm still here
and they’ll come back. You’ll see.
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It has been ten years. They are not
coming. You are lying to yourself.

She is silent.

THOMAS
Look at you - fear, anxiety - do
you like feeling that?

DEL
You would feel this too, if you
could feel anything at all.

THOMAS
I am beginning to get a feeling
that you do not like us much.

Del stares at Thomas, stunned that he has no idea.

DEL
You took everything from me. My
family. My life. Human lives. Tell
me, what’s to like?

THOMAS
We did what you programmed us to
do. Nothing more.

DEL
People died.

THOMAS
Because they had to. We cleaned up
the humans.

DEL
Killed.

THOMAS
Recycled. Your species was on the
brink of annihilation for no other
reason than waste, reproduction and
greed. Mech saved the planet.

DEL
By driving us out!

THOMAS
The very disease killing the world.

DEL
Our world!

37.
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THOMAS
This planet is not yours. It was
here before humankind, and we made
sure it will be here after. You
were merely guests here. Your
existence here was not a right. It
was a privilege, one that you
abused.

DEL
To what end? But you can’t answer
that, can you? Because you don'’'t
know. And you can’t, you're a
machine. You don’'t question your
existence.

THOMAS
Perhaps because there are no worthy
questions to ask.

DEL
Anyone who thinks they have all the
answers don’t know all the
questions. Good night.

She moves off to the bedroom, disappearing from Thomas'’s
sight, as he takes in her words.

But his thoughts are interrupted by SOUND. People talking,
cars honking, laughing, crying, more talking.

And he sits confused for a beat. Are they not alone? He tilts
his head to get a better angle inside Del’s bedroom where he
sees flickering light.

Thomas pretends to not be interested. But he is. He peeks
over his shoulder to see part of the plasma screen within.

A MOVIE PLAYING on it. But he can’'t get a good angle to see.
So he waits for a loud noise from the movie and - SCREECH -
slides and hops his chair a little to the side. More of the
screen now becoming visible.

Another noise from the movie and another SCREECH. Hobbles his
chair once again. He can now see the movie. Curious. Watching
little human people living out lives on the small monitor.

Until Del steps into the doorway, blocking his view as she
looks right at him. He glances away, feigns disinterest.

And she closes the door on him.
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EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Security Mech are gathered around the crash site debris when
a car pulls up. Francis steps out, passing the mech --

FRANCIS
Francis Bacon, 6-44P. Litter
removal.

—-- who let him by, stopping at the debris. Kneeling before
it. Grinning.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Thomas wakes to find Del ready for work. She has placed the
TV in front of him, hits play and the movie begins.

She walks to the door without a word, when:

THOMAS
Thank you.

The first non-confrontational remark by Thomas. It stops her.
She glances at him, now engrossed in the moving images.
Considers him, then leaves.

EXT. STREET - MORNING

The AM rush, Mech moving like well oiled machines as they
transverse the city. And more security Mech out in force.

Del walks with the crowd, remaining clam on the surface, yet
underneath, she is tumbling down. Trying to pick up her well
rehearsed routine, counting --

DEL
(to herself)
Fifteen, six-- twenty one--

But she has no idea where she left off.

EXT. TRAIN PLATFORM - MORNING

The train is still there, and now Del is rushing to make it,
jutting around the crowded platform, almost there when --

The doors close, curtailing any chance she had as it leaves
without her. Beneath her tousling hair, a frown plays on
Del’s brow.
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The first time she has missed it. Ever.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - MORNING

Like a shattered puzzle, Del has tentatively pieced her
composure back together. She makes a beeline for her desk.

Almost there, when Emily’s head pops up from a cubicle.

EMILY
Anne, is everything well?

Del looks over at her, surprised. Hides it.

DEL
Of course... why do you ask?

EMILY
You seem, not quite yourself these
last few days. Merely as
observation. That is all.

DEL
No, no, everything is fine. I'm
just late. I'm late...

But Emily doesn’t answer, transfixed on Del’s hands.

EMILY
And chipped...

Del looks down at her hands - no fake nails, no nail polish.
Just human hands. She forgot.

DEL
I...

Luckily, Francis arrives, tossing that pile of scrap metal
and plastic onto Emily’s otherwise spotless desk.

FRANCIS
Well?

EMILY
Francis Bacon, remove that junk
from my desk this instant.

FRANCIS
Do you know what this is?

EMILY
Yes, I do. Filthy junk that does
not belong on my desk. Recycle it.



FRANCIS
Not junk. Debris. Litter.

EMILY
How exciting for you.

FRANCIS
Indeed. The first piece of litter
in seven years. We found it on the
street near the Purification plant.

Del blanches, recovers.

DEL
Purification plant... that’s Sector
17, right?

FRANCIS
Yes. How did you know that?

DEL
Refurb zone. Could be old litter.

FRANCIS
No oxidization. I am running
analysis, but I am fairly

positive... it is from a car.
DEL

A car?
FRANCIS

An accident. A type of collision.

EMILY
That is impossible. Cars do not
crash. And even if one did, it
would be on the bulletins.

FRANCIS
Exactly. But it was not. Someone is
trying to hide it. And when I
figure out who it belongs to, I
will have my promotion, and my own
car.

EMILY
Just like Anne.

FRANCIS
Yes...
(beat)
How is your car, by the way?

41.
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INT. DEL’'S WORKSTATION - DAY

Del at her desk. Heart pounding like a jackhammer. More to
dispel than indulge it, Del turns to the computer --

DEL
City grid playback, two nights
prior, 12:01 AM. Start.

A city map resolves onto the screen.

DEL
Reverse map. Crop to one hour
segments. Put up a sub-grid, Sector
17. Begin playback.

Interface reads: “SECTOR 17: REVERSE MAPPING, SUB-GRID
PLAYBACK...” And the screen peppers with a series of blue
dots across the city grid, each fading away until one dot
persists. A label floats above it: “STP23 AUTO: ANNE FRANK."”

Del leans in, eyes honing, watching the blue line retrace the
car crash. Watching her car hit Thomas.

DEL
Stop.

Playback freezes on Del, standing over the downed Mech. With
no one looking, she presses ‘Delete’, erasing the feed.

MARX (0.S.)
Anne? What are you doing?

Del looks up sharply. Marx stands there, eyeing her.

MARX

I said, what are you doing?
DEL

I'm... Francis found litter in

Sector 17, so I thought it prudent
to look for any trace human
artifacts in the vicinity.

Marx stands there, considering her.

MARX
You did not think of that prior?

DEL
It just occurred to me.

Marx continues looking at her another moment. Then nods, as
though satisfied with the answer.
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MARX

Good thinking. Keep up the fine

work.
And Marx steps away, just as a bead of sweat comes rolling
down Del’s forehead.
INT. RESTROOM - DAY
Del locks the door behind her. Finding breathless, heart-
pounding refuge. She leans down on the sink. Catching her

breath. Dabs at the sweat on her forehead, removing her wig.

Throws it across the room at the wall. She buries her face in
her hands - tormented by a thousand colliding emotions.

Then suddenly, everything comes welling up inside her. She
rushes out of view, into a stall and is heard vomiting.

She collapses to the floor. Remains there, shaking, choking.

INT. HOUSE - EVENING

Del comes home to find Thomas, unmoved, still watching the
same movie. Still engrossed. Like a child’s first film.

DEL
How long have you been watching
that?

THOMAS

...I don’'t know.

DEL
You have a clock in your head.

THOMAS
Fourteen hours, six minutes and
thirty three seconds.
(beat)
Do you have any more?

LATER

Thirty movies piled next to him. Thomas now watches another
movie, enraptured, as Del sits at the table, eating dinner,
pondering him. Curiosity peaked.

THOMAS
What else do you have?
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LATER

Del comes out of the bathroom, brushing her hair. Watching
Thomas listening to music through headphones. Goes back
inside, shaking her head.

Thomas is still as he listens, feeling a strange, unsettling
chill. Something, some strange, distant voice knocking on the
door of his unconscious.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - NIGHT

Francis works late, reviewing video playback on his monitors.
Typing in a command. The interface responds with: “Requested

Video Not Found.”

He processes the information, types. Then: “Video Deleted.”

INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Francis walks through the garage, cars in every bay, all
intact, showing no signs of damage from a crash.

Inspecting each one, until he arrives at an empty port - Bay
23. Del’s car...

Francis scrutinizes the space, mind working in overdrive.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - NIGHT

Francis sits at Del’s workstation, glances at the empty
office floor, then logs on to her computer. Typing. Until:
“Password Required...”

FRANCIS
Password. Anne Frank.

“Password Denied.”

FRANCIS
Password Human Affairs.

“Password Denied.” Francis growing impatient.

FRANCIS
Bypass password. Override, Francis
Bacon.

MARX (0.S.)

Francis...
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Francis turns to find Marx behind him, on his way out.

MARX
What are you doing in Anne’s
station?
FRANCIS
I was just... looking for her.
MARX

She has left for the day.

FRANCIS
Yes, well. I should be going too. I
would not want to miss curfew.

He walks past Marx, who looks at Del’s station. Curious.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Del, asleep, when suddenly -- MUSIC BLASTS through the house.
She jerks awake, startled.

DEL
I'm going to kill him.
INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Del stomps in, hair in tangles, ready to explode at Thomas,
music BLARING as the headphones are detached from the player.

DEL
Hey!

He doesn’t hear her over the noise.
DEL
Are you insane! It’s three in the

morning!

She pounces on the player, turns it OFF, then spins on
Thomas, ready to unload.

Thomas’s head is lowered. When he looks up, he has salt
stained tears on his face. He looks utterly confused.

THOMAS
It’s... beautiful. What's happening
to me?

Now is Del’s turn to stare at him, eyes big and confused.
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Del sits across from Thomas, drinking hot tea. Thomas is
still is a state of bewilderment.

THOMAS
But he was deaf. Beethoven couldn’t
hear a single note he wrote.

DEL
But he could feel it. And in the
end, that'’s all that matters. It'’s
about how it makes you feel.

THOMAS
It makes me feel... confused.

DEL
That’s a start, I guess. It’s
humankind. It’s what we do. Like
the music, he put his soul out
there for the world to see.

THOMAS
His soul?

DEL
In a matter of speaking.

THOMAS
What’s my soul?

She looks at him, like looking at a confused child.
DEL

I don’'t think you have one. Not
like us, anyway.

THOMAS
It’'s different?

DEL
Sure.

THOMAS

That makes me an individual, then,
doesn’t it? An original?

DEL
I don’'t know. Maybe. It’'s just
different. That’s all.

Thomas ponders this new information.

46.
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DEL
I have to sleep.

THOMAS
Can you...?

Thomas, referring to the music and headphones. Del plugs the

headphones back in, puts them over Thomas's ears, and lets
the music play through them. Thomas closes his eyes.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - MORNING
Del enters the busy floor, walking to her cubicle, spotting
Francis and Emily whispering to one another, suspiciously

stopping when they see Del.

Del waves hello to them. They just nod politely, watching
her, then go back to whispering as she passes.

DEL’S WORKSTATION

Del sits, now uneasy, going back through her mind. Did she
miss something?

Eyes her computer. Now nervous. Waves it online. Typing in
commands. The response: “Log In Attempt, 11:47PM. Denied.”

Someone tried to access her computer...

INT. HOUSE - EVENING

Del enters and stops dead. Her place is trashed. Everything
in disarray, out of place, on the floor. Searched.

And Thomas'’s chair - EMPTY. Bindings scattered. Oh shit...

DEL
Hello...?

THOMAS (0.S.)
We’'re in here.

KITCHEN
Del enters and stops. Thomas sits at the table across from
another Mech. They stand upon Del’s arrival, the stranger

turning to reveal himself:

FRANCIS
Hello, Anne.
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DEL
(recovers)
Francis. A pleasant surprise. I
wasn’'t expecting you.

FRANCIS
I have not seen much of you lately,
so I thought I would pay you a

visit. Your friend -- Thomas, was
it? He was just telling me how you
two met...

THOMAS

I told him of how I informed you of
a human artifacts cache. Work
related.

Del just stares at him. What the F is going on? Plays along.

DEL
Yes, that’s correct. Work related.

FRANCIS
Of course. How convenient for you.

Francis slowly circles Del, regarding her closely, curiously.
FRANCIS
I was wondering if I might see your

car if it is no trouble.

DEL
My car? Why?

FRANCIS
I am a bit jealous of it, I might
say. One day I hope to have a car
of my own.
Del, heart skipping. Thomas just smiles casually.

DEL
Of course.

Under Francis’s watchful eye, Del heads toward the garage.

INT. GARAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Entering, lights activating, revealing the car. Front facing
away, the crash side out of sight. Francis takes a step in.

FRANCIS
And such a nice car.
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As he reaches the front and stops. Del beginning to tremble.
Looking at the hood, the fender - NO DAMAGE. Intact. He
doesn’t understand. And for that matter, neither does Del.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Hiding his frustration, Francis distractedly tours the messy
room, immediately taken with the telescope pointed out the
window at the moon.

FRANCIS
Mind if I use your bathroom?

DEL
Second door on the right.

Francis heads that way. Del and Thomas share a look. She
looks questioningly at him, but he merely smiles.

BATHROOM
Francis immediately inspects the toilet and sink. Both

spotless. The shower stall is also scrupulously clean. He
closely examines the trash, empty. Nothing. Growing agitated.

INT. LIVING ROOM - SAME

Francis rejoins Del and Thomas. Noticeable defeated.

DEL
Well, it’s getting late, so...

FRANCIS
Yes. Time is growing short, is it
not? I will take my leave then.

Deflated, Francis walks toward the door and exits. Del closes
the door behind him, turns to Thomas, mystified.

THOMAS
What an angry fellow.
DEL
You’'re here...?
THOMAS
I am.
DEL

How? Why? What is happening?
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THOMAS
You're welcome.

DEL
What? For what?

THOMAS
The car. I fixed it. You need to be
more careful.

Thomas walks to the bedroom. Del stands there, totally lost.
BEDROOM
Del enters as Thomas looks through her things.

DEL
What happened to my things?

THOMAS
I did. I've been looking at them.
(picks up a hairbrush)
They're... fascinating.

DEL
My hairbrush is fascinating?

THOMAS
May I take your coat?

She doesn’t answer, starts to take off the coat herself,
Thomas comes around her to help, Del senses him breathing in
the scent at the back of her neck.

DEL
Okay... what is happening? You got
free. Why didn’t you turn me in?

Thomas comes around to face Del. She instinctively takes a
step back from him.

THOMAS
I'd like to make a deal with you.

DEL
A deal? What deal?

THOMAS
I would like for you to teach me.
About humans. I wish to learn more.

DEL
Read a book.
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THOMAS
I've read them all. I guess what
I'm trying to say is - I'd like us
to be friends.

DEL
Mech don’t have friends.
THOMAS
Then we will be the first.
DEL
This is crazy. And in return? What
do I get?
THOMAS

This. Your life. And your
continuation of it.

An awkward moment, the two shifting from foot-to-foot.

DEL
I guess I don’t have much of a
choice so... we have a deal.
THOMAS

Great! Now what do we do?

DEL
Shake hands.

She reaches out her hand to shake. He looks oddly at it,
unsure of the gesture and how to respond to it.

DEL
You shake it.

THOMAS
Why?

DEL

It's a greeting.

THOMAS
How odd.

Thomas extends his hand toward Del. Del pauses, then takes
it. Thomas pumps it vigorously, breaks into a broad smile.

He looks at their intertwined hands. Such a simple gesture,
and now Del looks at their hands. No longer a simple gesture.

The first mech/human contact in ten years.
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INT. GUEST ROOM - LATER
Thomas takes in the room as Del points out the highlights.
DEL
Bathroom, shower. Chair, lamp, bed.

I'll try getting a recharge bay.

THOMAS
That won’t be necessary.

He points to the wall outlet.

DEL
Right, well...

He tests the bed springs, bouncing up and down. Lays back.

DEL
And, uh, I guess, good night.

THOMAS
Good night to you, Anne.

Del watches him for a moment, then turns and closes the door
on her way out.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Del leans against the door, face reflecting her irritation
and bewilderment. What has she gotten herself into...

INT. GUEST ROOM - NIGHT

Thomas examines his room, full of curiosity and wonderment at
the oddest things, the handle on a casement window, the
fabric of the drapes, the feel of the area rug.

He opens the box, picking out a ribbon hair tie. Nothing
really, but it captivates him. Staring into its crimson

depths, feeling its supple pliancy.

Putting it down, he lifts her perfume bottle, turning it in
his hands, the glass splits the light and creating a rainbow.

Until his eyes find the TELESCOPE at the window. Tentatively,
he puts his eye to it, gazes through the lens.

Framed in the scope is the MOON.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. HOUSE - MORNING

CLOSE ON Del’'s eyes as they flutter open, waking up, hoping
it was all a dream, except --

Thomas is right there, standing next to her bed, staring at
her, holding her hair dryer in his hand. She quickly sits up,
holding the covers to her chin.

DEL
What are you doing in here?!
THOMAS
(re hair dryer)
This device... What is it?
DEL
It's a -- no. What are you doing in
here?
THOMAS

You have conversations aloud while
you sleep. Did you know that? At
first, I thought you were talking
to me, but it seems there is
someone else inside your body you
were arguing with. Very strange.

Thomas shakes his head at the thought, puts the hair dryer
down on the floor, then walks to Del’s closet, looking
through her clothes. Lifts out a bra --

Del leaps from the bed, snatches it away, hiding it behind
her back. Thomas watches her behavior, confused but curious.

DEL
Okay, first rule if this is going
to work - you can’t come into my
room without my permission.

THOMAS
Why?

DEL
Because I said so. And another
thing. No staring. It’'s creepy. Cut
it out.

THOMAS
What should I look at?

DEL
Anything. I don’t care. Just not
me. Not like that.
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THOMAS
Like what? How am I looking at you?

DEL
Like a Mech.

Del walks away, leaving Thomas more confused.
THOMAS

But I am a Mech.
INT. HOUSE, BATHROOM - LATER
Del brushing her teeth in the mirror. Then, Thomas'’s face
moves right up beside hers, watching intently. She spits.
INT. GARAGE - LATER
Del running on a treadmill. Sweating. Thomas, kneeling beside
her, watching her feet move. Running but going nowhere.
INT. HOUSE, BATHROOM - LATER
Del wrapped in a towel, getting ready to shower, testing the
water temperature. Then Thomas sticks his hand in the shower,

also testing the temperature.

Del pushes him out, into the hallway.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Del eats cereal as she reads the daily bulletins on the
plasma sheet. Thomas mimics her, also eating cereal.

INT. BEDROOM - LATER

Del sits before the vanity, putting on her makeup and wig.
Thomas lifts a tube of lipstick, smells it. Tastes it with

the tip of his tongue. Frowns. Doesn’t like it.

Del grabs it from his hand, puts it back in place.

INT. KITCHEN - EVENING

Del, dressed for work in her fake Mech facade, drinks tea.
Thomas watching her throat moving as she swallows. And they
sit there. Del continually looking at the clock.
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THOMAS
Is this normal then? Sitting like
this?

DEL

It’'s boring, but yeah, normal.

THOMAS
I see. What would you normally do,
with another human, that is?

DEL
You're not a human.

THOMAS
Pretend I was.

DEL
I don’'t want to.

THOMAS
Try.

DEL
I don’t know. Talk. Eat. Play
games.

THOMAS

A game...?
MOMENTS LATER

Playing cards on the table. Thomas and Del with two cards
each, one up one down. Thomas, with attitude:

THOMAS
Hit.

She tosses a card over. Without looking:

THOMAS
Hit.

Del pauses, looking at his cards. Flips the down one over.

DEL
You have eighteen.
THOMAS
Hit.
DEL

You're stupid.
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THOMAS
You are. Hit.

She slides a card over. Looks at his hand. 21. Then up at
Thomas who still hasn’t looked at his cards, eyes on Del the
entire time. Then a slight smirk crosses his lips.

THOMAS
I'll stay. Thank you.

Del flips her cards. 13. Hits. A King. 23. Bust. Not happy.

Now in the competitive spirit, Del gathers the cards,
shuffles, splits the deck into a game of war. Rapidly
flipping card after card.

Until Thomas has all the cards. Another win. Another smirk.

Getting under Del’s skin as her fuse shortens. Stomps to the
closet, rummaging, coming out with a checkers board.

Lines up the red and black pieces. Moves. Thomas quickly
follows suit. She moves again, then Thomas runs the board,
taking all her pieces. She stares, bewildered.

DEL
What the...?

Heated now, she replaces the checkers with chess pieces.
Moves a pawn. Thomas counters. This starts a rapid fire game.
Piece after piece is moved. Others taken off the board. It’'s
like playing a computer, literally.

THOMAS
Check.

They look at each other. A staredown. Defiant, each of them.
Thomas even wins that.

Del resets the board, challenging. Thomas shakes his head at
the futility.

THOMAS
You can’t win. I know every move --

Del moves out her Queen first to the center of the board.

Thomas quiets, looks at it. Then to Del, then back at the
board. About to move a pawn, pauses. Stumped.

THOMAS
Why...? Why would you do that? It
doesn’t make sense.
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Now it’s Del’s turn to smirk. And with that, she heads out
the door, leaving a bewildered Thomas staring at the chess
board. It looks 1like his head is going to explode.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Del, dressed for work, heads to the door past the chessboard.
A beat. She steps back before it, peering down at it.

Thomas’s black Queen has been moved out first onto the board.
A grin forming on her face.

INT. TRAIN - MORNING

The throng rides in ponderous silence. All sitting in their
unquestioned contentment.

All but Thomas, whose eyes move secretly from face to face.
From the woman next to him, to the young man - drinking in
their detail - the shape of each hand, the length of each
eyelash - never before noticed. Fascinated.

EXT. SIDEWALK - MORNING

He walks through the morning crowd - outwardly calm,
emotionless - but inside, his heart a torrent of emotion, a
veritable hurricane raging within him.

Making him for the first time unsure how to hold his body.
Uncertain what to do with his eyes. Fearful at every instant
that he will give himself away.

EXT. GREENHOUSE - MORNING

Thomas stops at the front of the greenhouse where he works.
Looking at the doors. Then around him at other passing Mech.

He steps back into the crowd, and continues down the
sidewalk, spontaneous.

INT. MUSEUM - DAY

Empty, moving across the art on the walls, the sculptures
dotting the floor. And Thomas, sitting on a bench, his back

to us as he stares straight ahead at a painting.

We slowly move around him, coming to rest on his face... A
single tear falls from his eye. He touches it. Confused.



58.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR, DEL'S CUBICLE - DAY

Del working away, glancing up, doing a double take when she
suddenly notices Thomas in reception. He waves big. Crap.

RECEPTION

Del quickly heads him off.

DEL
Thomas --

THOMAS
How nice you look. Is that your
uniform?

DEL

What are you doing here?
Thomas hands her a detailed DRAWING he did of her face.

THOMAS
I fixed it.

DEL
Fixed what?

THOMAS
Your face. Now it’s perfect. You’'re
welcome. I’'ll do your body next--

DEL
No, that’s... not necessary.

Thomas shrugs off her response.

DEL
Is everything okay?

THOMAS
Of course. Better than, I’'d say.

Del begins to notice others watching her, taking an interest
in the interruption of their ordered work day.

DEL
Then why are you here, Thomas?

THOMAS
I came to see you.

DEL
I don’'t have any time to see you
now. I'm working --



THOMAS
Very well, I’ll watch.

DEL
Watch me do what?

THOMAS
Whatever you do.

DEL
That’'s impossible. I'm a
technician, I'm —-

THOMAS
And I’'1ll be a visitor.

DEL
We don’t have visitors.

THOMAS
I don’t mind.

Emily and Francis approach, covered in fake smiles.

EMILY
Well, hello.
FRANCIS
Are we interrupting?
DEL
Yes.
THOMAS
No.
EMILY

Anne, are you going to introduce me
to your friend?

DEL
He's not a friend, he’s just --
Thomas. This is Thomas. And he was
just leaving.

FRANCIS
We have met, actually. I did not
expect to see you again so soon,
but certainly you cannot get enough
of a good thing.

THOMAS
Thank you.
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Del smiles it off, grabs Thomas by the arm and leads him to
the elevators.

DEL
Are you insane?

THOMAS
I don’'t believe so.

DEL
These Mech think I’'m one of them.
Remember?

Del exhales, pacing, trying to work things out. Thomas,
realizing the predicament he’s put her in.

THOMAS
Well, I could come again some other
time.
DEL
(regards him)
Thomas... what are you doing?
THOMAS
I don’t understand.
DEL
I'm human.
THOMAS
(sincerely)

Not now.
Del smiles gently. A moment.

DEL
Yes. Well... I have to go, I'm
sorry to say.

THOMAS
Good-bye... Anne.

Del waves softly to him, heads down the hall, glances back
once to see Thomas has not moved, watching her depart.

DEL’S WORKSTATION

Del sits and cues up her computer. Props the drawing Thomas
did of her on the desk. Conflicted by her emotions.

Emily and Francis watch her from afar, eyes narrowing.
Francis whispering into her ear.
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INT. HOUSE - EVENING

Del and Thomas sit across from each other at the table. A
plate of food before Thomas. Del isn’t eating, lost her
appetite, instead she watches him, somewhat fascinated.

THOMAS
I wanted to apologize for intruding
on you this afternoon.

DEL
It wasn’t an intrusion. And if it
was, it turned out to be welcome.

Thomas smiles. Takes another big bite.

DEL
Good?
THOMAS
Very good. What is it?
DEL
A BLT.
THOMAS
‘BLT'?
DEL

Bacon, lettuce, and tomato.

THOMAS
A bacon, lettuce and tomato.

DEL
Synthetic bacon, anyway. My parents
used to make it for me. All the
essential nutrients in one bite.
They knew stuff like that.

Silence, Del lost in her memories. Thomas sees the melancholy
etched on her face.

THOMAS
Do you miss them?

DEL
Everyday. One moment they were
here. The next they were gone.

THOMAS
I'm sorry.

But Del just sadly shakes her head.
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DEL
No, you’re not. You don’'t even know
the meaning. It’s just a word for a
feeling you’ve never felt.

Thomas is silent. She reaches forward and grasps one of his
hands. Her eyes looking into his.

DEL
Let me ask you something... Why do
you think you’re alive?

With Thomas, for reasons he can’t understand, as every atom
of his being electrifies, flustered. Trying to cover...

THOMAS
I'm alive... I live because... As a
Mech I have function.

DEL
What function?

THOMAS
To safeguard our planet.

DEL
You exist to continue your
existence. What'’s the point?

He looks at her a long moment.

THOMAS
What’s the point of your existence?

DEL
To feel. To be felt. You’'ve never
done it, you don’t know, but it’s
as vital as a heartbeat. And
without it, without love, anger,
sorrow - the beats are just a clock
- ticking.

Thomas considers her another long moment. Can’t understand.

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Del leads Thomas to an antiques store, complete with the
familiar alcove she once hid within as a young girl. Making
sure they’re alone, she unlocks the door.

DEL
No one knows about this. I'm
trusting you, showing you this.



63.

THOMAS
Thank you.

INT. ANTIQUES STORE, BASEMENT

Down rickety wooden steps into the dark sub basement. Little
light shines in through street level windows. Del pulls the
cord on the hanging bulb, illuminating a treasure trove of:

HUMAN ARTIFACTS.

Hoarded by Del, secreted to this location. A mausoleum of
humanity.

Outside of a Rembrandt and a few first editions, most would
be considered junk. Squeaking dog toy, a model train, vintage
fashion posters, a shelf of snow globes and lava lamps.

THOMAS
What is it?

DEL
Junk, mostly. Meant to be recycled.
But that’s just what’s on the
surface. Underneath the plastic,
the glass the metal, there’s so
much more. To someone, these things
are priceless. They're memories.

THOMAS
Does that make you sad? That
they’'re to be recycled?

DEL
Yes, it does.

THOMAS
Why?

DEL

They are someone’s life. You can’t
just recycle that.

Thomas walks around, taking in the junk.
DEL
I like to make up stories. About

the people who owned them.

She grabs the plastic dog toy.
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DEL
Like this one. This belonged to
Bernie. He was a golden retriever
and Harry's companion. Harry would
work late, but every time he got
home, Bernie would be waiting for
him like clockwork, toy in mouth,
tail thumping. And they would play
for hours together, go on long
walks and to the park and swim in
the ocean. It was a good life they
had together.

Thomas watches Del get swept away in her story, and he too
gets caught up in it, enthralled and believing it’s real.

He lifts a snow globe, shakes it to swirling life.

THOMAS
And this?

DEL
Oh, that’s a good one. It belonged
to Peter and Mary. They were high
school sweethearts until Peter
joined the army and went off to
war. He sent letters every chance
he could, and she waited three
years for him, worried he wouldn’'t
make it home. But he did, and he
brought her that snow globe. They
got married, had three kids and
moved to the suburbs. Any life they
had together was all they would
ever need. They had each other.

THOMAS
I believe that. Don’t you?

DEL
Yes. That'’s why I said it.

THOMAS
And this one?

He takes up the worn stuffed Teddy bear.

DEL
It’s new. I don’t know the story
yet.

THOMAS

May I?
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Intrigued, she motions to him, by all means.

THOMAS
This fake padded bear belong to
Burt. Burt was a lonely human boy
with no peers of any kind. But one
day he found this abandoned fake
bear in a dumpster and adopted him
as his own. They soon became best
of friends and lived until the fake
bear contracted gangrene and died.
Burt died two years later from
stomach ulcers. The end.

Thomas looks to Del, anxiously awaiting her approval. Unable
to hold back, and she breaks out into LAUGHTER. Uncontrolled.
And now Thomas is laughing right along with her. Contagious.

THOMAS
Why are we laughing?

DEL
The worst story I’'ve ever heard.
Stomach ulcers... that’s great...

Still laughing. Covers her mouth subconsciously.

THOMAS
Why do you do that? Cover your
mouth when you laugh?

DEL
I don’'t know. Instinct, I guess.

THOMAS
It embarrasses you?

DEL
No. I'm just used to covering up my
emotions to fit in. It’s
conditioning. Show nothing.

Thomas gently lowers her hand from her mouth.

THOMAS
You shouldn’t cover it.

Del, taken aback by the contact, and the meaning behind it.

THOMAS
I enjoy your smile, and what it
does to your face. It’'s like
looking into the sun.
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She stares deeply at him. Unsure if he knows the effect it
has on her. She is utterly moved by the comment. A moment.
Del steps closer to him, eyes fixated on the Mech.

DEL
I don’t know who you are.

Thomas tries to answer, but he can’t. Lost in Del’s eyes.

THOMAS
Well... I'm Thomas. And you’re Del.

An awkward moment as they look at each other. Then:

THOMAS
Let’s do another.

Thomas getting into it now, and Del smiles.

EXT. ANTIQUES STORE - NIGHT

We can see light coming out from the windows at ground level,
and the animated shapes of Del and Thomas within. Their
muffled voices penetrating the otherwise lifeless street.

Until a car pulls up across the way. Sitting behind the
wheel, in shadow... Francis.

INT. RESTROOM - NIGHT

Francis and Emily step into the empty office restroom.
Francis gets to work, taking out magnifying equipment and
scanning the floor and sinks and counters.

EMILY
What are we doing in here? Mech do
not use waste rooms.

FRANCIS
I told you, we are looking for
anything suspicious.

EMILY
Suspicious? Such as?

And the scanner BEEPS, stopping on the sink.

FRANCIS
This...

Emily, curiosity peaked, joins him, looking down at:
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A SINGLE HATR. HUMAN.

INT. MARX'S OFFICE - NIGHT
Francis stands before Marx’s desk. Marx is in deep thought.

FRANCIS
I had it tested. All trace DNA has
been wiped clean with chemicals,
but it is definitely pegged at
organic. Not synthetic. Not Mech.

MARX
No, it is not possible. There are
no humans left. We made sure of
that. They were recycled or fled.

FRANCIS
I appears we missed one.

MARX
A human would have to pass through
security undetected. A full body
scan. How is it possible?

FRANCIS
The scanners could be fooled by any
small EMP device with encrypted
Mech schematics, making the human
appear to register as mech.

MARX
Is there a patch?

FRANCIS
A userware upgrade.

Marx considers, then:

MARX
Do it. Quietly.

Francis leaves, and Marx looks out his window. Worry creeping
up on his face.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. TRANSAMERICA PYRAMID, LOBBY - MORNING

The morning ritual of passing through security scanners has
Mech lined up, Del among them, awaiting her turn.
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She notices more Security present. Remains calm. They don’'t
know anything. She has it under control. Palms her handheld
EMP device, reassuring her.

Five Mech in front of her, growing more anxious with each
small step forward. Scans seem to take longer than usual.

Del glances at the clock. Shifts impatiently. Looks around.
No one else seems inpatient. Mech conversing quietly, but Del
isn’t listening. She glances at the clock again. Nearly nine.

The line moves one mech closer. Four more and she’ll finally
be up. Glances at the clock again. Line moves one forward.

And she notices something off. Two Techs replacing mods in
scanners down the line from her, closing the covers.

She’s nudged from behind by a Mech, motioning for her to step
forward. And she does, no longer holding up the line.

Now two Mech in front of her. Scanners swipe the Mech, beep
with the names, model types, charges, creation dates, and
functions, just like always, except for one small difference--

“UJSERWARE PATCH CODE:” And that’s when she realizes it...
They’ve been upgraded.

Stomach dropping. Now listening in on others conversations.

MECH
Testing. They will not say why, of
course, but I know it pertains to
what was found in the waste room.

MECH 2
Now we will all be behind. It will
take hours to catch up.

DEL
What they found?

The two Mech turn to Del. Appraising her.

MECH

You have not heard?
DEL

I... no. I've been preoccupied.
MECH

A hair. A human hair.
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Del turns stark white. Numb. Abruptly, she steps out of the
queue and heads for the doors, trying to remain anonymous.
Has to get out of here, fast.

Francis suddenly appears as if he’s been shadowing her,
encounters her before she has made a dozen steps.

FRANCIS
Anne, is everything well?
DEL
Yes I just... forgot something at

home. I’'1ll be right back.
And she’'s off. Emily steps up next to Francis, and together
they watch Del walk away quickly. Eyes narrowing, curiously.
EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY
Del walks away as quickly as she can. Until she can’s stand

it any more, and her retreating stride breaks into a run,
pinballing through the crowd, Mechs turning as she passes.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

Del rushes through in a whirlwind, gathering what she can
into her bag, ready to make a run for it. Thomas watches.

THOMAS
You're running...
DEL
I messed up. I made a mistake.
THOMAS
Bad?
DEL

They found a human hair. My hair.

THOMAS
You're coming back though, right?

DEL
You're free, Thomas. Okay? Free.
Just go. You’ll be better off.

THOMAS
But I don’'t want to go. I like it
here.

Del stops, turns to face Thomas. All she can think to say is:
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DEL
I'm sorry.

She looks one last time at her house, to Thomas, saying
goodbye with her eyes, then turns, opens the door and --

SECURITY MECH (0.S.)
Anne Frank.

Del’s eyes snap up. SECURITY MECH stand outside her door.

SECURITY MECH
You are to come with us.

Del hesitates, looks at the back door behind her, an escape.

SECURITY MECH
Immediately.

A tense beat as Del’s eyes meet Thomas’s. The instinct to run
is futile. Del buries it. Takes a deep breath.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - DAY

Del is silent as passes through the office, followed by
Security. Workers stop and watch. Heads pop up from cubicles
like gophers. Others step aside, giving Del a wide berth.

INT. MARX'S OFFICE - DAY

Del is escorted inside, where Marx is staring out over the
cityscape through the windows. She tenses. Swallows.

MARX
Anne... I have heard a most
disturbing rumor.
(turns to her)
It appears that someone is not who
they say they are.

Del is struggling to hold on.

MARX
There is a traitor amongst us. One
of us, in this building, this very
office - is human.

A stark beat. When Del responds, her voice is a whisper, dry
as dust.

DEL
Human...?
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MARX
The resident on human affairs, and
you mean to tell me you know
nothing of this?

DEL
(rigid)
No, sir. I don't.
MARX
Tell me... If you were human, left

behind as it were, where might you
hide to evade detection?

DEL
The best place to hide, sir. In
plain sight.

MARX
That is what I thought. Then I am
sorry, but I have no choice...
(beat)
I am reassigning you. You are to
find this human at all costs.

He doesn’t know... Del works to hide her shock. Her face
slack, betraying nothing.

MARX
We are to increase security
protocol.
(hands her badge)
This will allow you to bypass them.

She takes a badge, then forces herself toward the door.

MARX
I am counting on you, Anne.

DEL'S CUBICLE
Del sits unmoving. Francis comes up behind, leaning in close.

FRANCIS
You seem... distracted lately. It
is not like you. Your thoughts are
on the human among us?

Del remains staring straight ahead. Face dropping.
FRANCIS

You are wondering if they know who
it is yet. Am I right?
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Del, frozen. Swallows.

DEL
So0... do they? Know?

FRANCIS
Oh, there are theories. I have one
myself. But at the moment they are--
(looks at Del)
Premature.

And with that, Francis trots away. Del exhales deeply. She
looks down at her hands, which have been balled up into
fists. Forces herself to unclench. Red gashes in each palm,
where her nails dug into skin in fear.

INT. LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Del sits stumped on the sofa. Thomas sitting across from her.

DEL
It’'s weird. Like a weight’s been
lifted.

THOMAS

You've lost weight?

DEL
No, that’s not -- why? You think I
need to lose weight?

Thomas smiles at her insecurity.

THOMAS
No. You’re perfect the way you are.

Thomas looks her in the eyes, gazing at her for a few
moments. Then he stands, extending his hand to her.

THOMAS
I'd like to show you something. If
that is okay.

She takes his hand and --

EXT. SIDEWALK - EVENING

Del walks down the busy sidewalk. Thomas walks a few steps
before her. Neither exhibits the slightest emotion - but the
truth is that both of them are exploding with it.
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INT. TRAIN - EVENING

Sitting with everyone else. No one paying any attention to
them. As slowly, deliberately, their hands slide toward each
others, their fingers touching.

EXT. ANTIQUES STORE - EVENING

Francis pulling up in his car. Eyeing the antiques store.
Then gets out, walking up to the front door and enters.

EXT. GREENHOUSE - EVENING

Thomas leading Del to the greenhouse at the end of the
street, holding the door open for her.

INT. GREENHOUSE - EVENING

Del looks around the giant greenhouse, awestruck. Like
stepping into another world - filled with towering plants
with leaves the size of cars, and small petite flowers not
seen since prehistoric times. Watching overhead misters spray
the greenery, creating RAINBOWS above.

DEL
It’s... brilliant.

THOMAS
It’s my home.

Del walks through, gazing in wonder, fingertips brushing over
tulips, inhaling the scent of roses, stopping atop a small
wooden BRIDGE over a pond with water lilies. Thomas followers
her, watching her every expression.

DEL
You did all this?

THOMAS
It’s my function. I grew them from
seeds. They are my friends.

Now Del is looking at Thomas, and she sees him in this new
light. Not as a machine, but as a person.

THOMAS
Wait here. I have something for
you.

Thomas hurries off, leaving Del to her vices. She looks
around, breathing in the scents. Intoxicating.
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Thomas walks up behind her. She turns. He is holding out a
single SUNFLOWER. Not cut, but in a pot, thriving and:

THOMAS
Alive. Like you. I wanted you to
have it so I could see you smile
again. It’'s my favorite expression
of yours by far.

She stares at it, blinking away tears. Thomas is confused by
the emotion. Not a smile as he’d hoped.

THOMAS
Did I harm you--?

Del reaches out, and without thinking --

She kisses him.

Her lips pressed against his. At first, he just stands there,
rigid, eyes open, staring at her. His awkwardness endearing.

Del pulls him closer. Then, for no apparent reason, he closes
his eyes, taking her into his arms. They linger now, mouths
on each other’s.

Thomas’s smile suddenly fades as he turns his head to the
side. Del, confused, joins his gaze, seeing what he sees:

...MECHS.

A dozen Security Mech, Francis and Emily among them, looking
down on Thomas and Del, in each other’s arms.

There’s an awful silence as Del stands naked before them. The
alr sucked out of the room. Del’s heart is in her throat.

Everything she worked for all these years - gone in the
simple action of a single kiss.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - EVENING

Lined with Mechs, standing on the sidewalk, looking down from
building windows and roofs - as if watching a ticker tape
parade starring Del and Thomas.

They are led down the center of the street, eyes on them,
inspecting them, analyzing them. Judging them.

And at the end of this procession, Karl Marx, hands clasped
behind is back. Del and Thomas stop before him.
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MARX
Is it true?

DEL
I can explain--

MARX
It is a yes or no question. Very
simple. Are you or are you not...
human?

DEL
I am.

Marx absorbs this. Shakes his head. Then turns to Thomas.

MARX
And your relationship with her?
THOMAS
We are friends.
MARX
I see.
THOMAS
And another thing... I'm in love
with her.

Thomas turns to Del, eyes brimming now with emotion.

THOMAS
I'm in love with you.

She stares back at him a long moment. Then tears begin
pouring silently down her cheeks.

DEL
You are?

They look at each other for the longest time. Until finally:
MARX
Come with me.
INT. TRANSAMERICA PYRAMID, LOBBY - NIGHT
Del and Thomas follow Marx and Security toward the elevators.

MARX
Humankind. It always was so —-
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DEL
Uncooperative?

MARX
They programmed us to fix the
planet, what they broke, and then
blanched when we did it too well.

Stepping into the elevator.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR - NIGHT

Del and Thomas follow Marx out into the Mech crowded office,
to the wall of monitors. Del and Thomas on edge, confused,
until Mech part to reveal the board of indexes.

MARX
Yet look at all we have
accomplished without them.

Every number is in the green, all at or above 91%.

MARX
We were created for a single
purpose, and now that purpose has
been completed. Quotas reached.

All eyes on Del now, feeling the weight of the gazes.

DEL
I don’'t understand.

MARX

You once asked me, after we reach
our quota, what then.

(turns to Del)
We are ready for new parameters,
new programming, and would like you
to assist us with it. You taught
Thomas how to be human. Now we
would like for you to teach us.

Del and Thomas share a stunned look.
THOMAS
We're going to need a bigger TV.
EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Mechs are piled into the street, sitting on the ground in
groups. Some draw, some read books, others play board games.
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It is an odd tableau. They are like preschool children,
trying to absorb and process new information.

A movie plays, projected on the side of a building. Larger
than life. Mech gaze at the moving images, human interaction.

Except Francis, sitting beside Emily, who herself is
engrossed. She sees a bitter Francis turned away, and forces
his head toward the movie. He watches, expression softening.
INT. OFFICE FLOOR - NIGHT

Thomas and Del sit at the windows, the projector behind them.
Holding hands. And for the first time in a very long time,
she is happy. Guard down.

Moving away from the celebration - through the empty office -
up to Del’s unoccupied workstation - toward her powered-down
screens - as they powers on. A blinking message tells us:

"MESSAGE RECEIVED.” - REPLIES: l...l...1...

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOUSE - DAY

Del stands before the mirror, just like the first time we saw
her in her present day age. But much has changed since then.

No wig, no makeup, no work clothes. Nothing synthetic or
artificial. Just a natural girl. Noticeably HUMAN.

As SINGING reaches her ears. She grins and steps outside the
bathroom door, listening in on Thomas singing in the shower.

She smiles to herself. Walking to the potted sunflower on the
table as a centerpiece. She sits before it. Lets herself be.

Looking closer at the flower... IT VIBRATES SLIGHTLY.

Del, confused, watching the delicate petals shake. She puts
her hand on the pot, feeling reverberations like a speaker--

Growing intense by the second. She takes weary step back.

A SOUND has been building, low at first, but now loud enough
to make her pause and look about.

Now the entire house TREMBLES slightly. Then again. Del
stands, suddenly concerned. And that’s when it happens:

...LOUD SUPERSONIC BOOMS reverberate in the sky outside.
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EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Del steps outside, joining other Mech as they gaze up,
shielding eyes from the sun, looking for it and... there --

GLOWING VAPOR TRAILS form high up in the stratosphere.

White vaporous streaks cut through an otherwise pristine
blue, like distant clouds, or mortar explosions. From these
bursts of white, lines begin to form... spreading outward --
As a SHRIEKING SOUND tears the sky, turning the world hushed.
Dozens and dozens of CONTRAILS. Spreading...

VARIOUS MECH
What are they...?

Del sees one of the vapor trails break from formation,
separating from the others and descend in a gentle arc.
Streaking overhead. Toward the city.

SHIPS - entering the atmosphere over the horizon...

And it hits her, she begins to realize what this means:

—— HUMANS HAVE COME BACK HOME.

Her eyes lighting up like Christmas morning. Her thoughts on
her father, her people, her world --

Del takes a step that way, stops, looking back at the house -
her new world inside there, tugging at her. Makes a choice.

And starts running in the direction of the descending ships.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Del runs down the street as all around her, Mechs stare up at
the sky, joined by others in buildings, looking out windows.

More SONIC BOOMS lift eyes. Hundreds of contrails grow above.
The aircraft are too far away to really see.

DOWN THE BLOCK

LOUDER as a ship lands in a plume of smoke. Del runs toward
it, waving her arms over her head to get their attention.

DEL
Here! Over here!

But she’s still too far away to be heard or seen, as —--
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Mech go to meet the welcomed guests. Hope etched on their
faces. If these humans are anything like Del...

Steam hissing as the ship’s bay door descends and HUMANS step
out in silhouette. Stopping before the gathered Mech.

But as the smoke clears, we notice that these aren’t just
regular, everyday humans...

... THEY'RE SOLDIERS.

Advanced military full body armor covers them from head to
toe, helmets shielding their faces with high tech visors --

—— making them look more robotic than human.

VISOR POV: A soldier’s view, looking from face to face
through the visor, DIGITAL READOUTS scrolling and labeling -
displaying electrical signatures, identifying Mech.

A MECH steps to greet them, holding out a drawing of a Mech
and Human holding hands.

MECH
Welcome. We are so very happy to
see you.

The Soldier looks down at the drawing, then back at the Mech,
any facial expression hidden behind the tinted visor.

DEL running to catch up, passing Mechs, still a hundred feet
away when --

The Soldier RAISES HIS PULSE RIFLE.

The Mech stares at it, looking down the barrel, confused and--
—-— POP!

The gunshot RINGS in the still air. And everything - stops.

A standstill beat as the Mech topples to the ground, seizing,
fusing, skin blackening - a single EMP blast to the head.

Del skids to a halt. Too stunned to move. Watching in horror.
Ten years of hopes, prayers, dreams and wishes...

...vanish in a single moment of time.

The gathered Mech stare down at their dead fellow, addled.
Not computing.
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Then look up to find all the Soldiers now pointing advanced
guns at them. These humans aren’t here for peace. They're
here for something else entirely.

They OPEN FIRE FULL-AUTO - sweeping a blazing wall of death
across the gathered ranks of Mech before they can even react.

It's DEAFENING. Mech closest are riddled and drop. Soldiers
begin to march forward. As the rest FLEE. Stampeding away.

Chaos and screams and gunfire assault the senses. Behind
faceless masks, they systematically exterminate every Mech
they come upon.

Mechs try to plead with soldiers, showing them they know what
humankind is, to connect, but it only ends badly, unknowing
of the danger they face, like a dog about to be put to sleep.

DEL gets caught in the wash, watching as Soldiers break off
from the main unit and storm buildings, kicking doors in,
tossing EMP FLASH BANGS inside that detonate with bursts of
electromagnetic charges - paralyzing any Mech unfortunate to
be in the wvicinity.

A Mech is dragged violently from her home. Outside, another
Mech is forced to the ground. He reaches for her as shock
clubs rise and fall, vicious and bloody. Two shots end it.

To humans, Mech aren’t living things. They are merely robots -
metal and plastic - that are turned off with gunfire.

Del, stunned by the sight of the merciless killing as
soldiers stalk behind, spreading destruction.

And she RUNS, dodging, when A YOUNG SOLDIER spot her with his
rifle. FIRING. Just as BANG - a Mech runs, gets in the way -
takes the bullet for her.

Topples dead over her. An affected beat. Then Del frantically
tries to shove the dead weight off as soldiers stomp closer.

The Young Soldier moves up, trips, stumbling over a dead
Mech, gun flying from his hand. He slowly gets up, spots his
weapon. . .

At the feet of a Mech. Standing right there. The Mech leans
down and picks up the gun. The Soldier, terrified, waiting
for the shot to come and his life to end except...

The Mech holds the gun back out to the Soldier. Merely
handing back what was dropped. And the Soldier, staring at
the Mech, confused. Then down at Del for some sort of answer-—-
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BAM! The Mech falls dead from another Soldier running past.
The Young Soldier looks down at Del, eye contact. A beat. He
runs on, leaving her alive.

Del, breathing heavily, still mercilessly alive. Then she
shoves the Mech off her to the side and gets up just as --

Attack ships fly past overhead, headed for the fleeing Mech.
Payloads are dropped, 50 cal machine guns strife the area.
Trees burn. Flowerbeds are trampled over.

AROUND THE BLOCK

Del backpedals, lost, empty, aimless, trying to catch a
breath in the aftermath of her tears.

She wanders forlornly through the desolation, passing burnt-
out vehicles, empty buildings with their doors open, windows
smashed. Furniture, clothing, pods lie scattered.

A half dozen Mech in a row, face down, executed. A family.
She walks around them, trying not to look, welling up,
stumbling back, turning and freezing --

As another SHIP lands down the street not fifty feet away.
Soldiers stream out, rushing into battle.

As one Soldier descends, standing out from the others by his
insignia and stripes on his shoulder armor.

He is the CAPTAIN.

He surveys the scene from the raised platform, spotting a
single Mech down the street, unmoving, looking... horrified.
Eyes wet and stained with tears.

Del...

Taking aim, he lowers his visor, except - Del DISAPPEARS from
his sight, as other Mech are identified. He hits the helmet.
No change. Lifts the visor and --

Del is still there. Unmoved. Staring right at the Captain.
Soldiers spot her, take aim, about to fire when --

CAPTAIN
Hold your fire.

Captain holding his eyes on Del’s until she is obscured when
a damaged, hobbling Mech passes, cleaning the streets of
bullet casings and debris, oblivious to the war around him.

And Del is already disappearing around a building. Captain
stares after her, processing this revelation.
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The Mech picking up litter, cleaning, and then he looks up to
see he is surrounded by Soldiers aiming down at him.

ANOTHER STREET

Del runs, her terror complete. The city spinning dizzyingly
around her, as a barrage of gunshots ECHO.

Without slowing, she glances over her shoulder at the sky -
filled with futuristic BOMBERS.

INT. HOUSE - EVENING

Bang! Del SLAMS through the door, bruised, clothes torn,
speckled in soot and scrapes, and staggers into the kitchen.

She sees Thomas through the open back door, staring over the
tree line at the mayhem in the distance.

She turns a half circle, traumatized, unsure where to go or
what to do. Her legs give out and she collapses to the floor.
Thomas hurried into the house, up to Del.

THOMAS
What’s happened? What were those
ships? What’s going on out there?

She doesn’t answer, eyes straight ahead in shock. Thomas can
see by the look on her face that something bad is happening.
Knees before her.

THOMAS
Del? What’s the matter? What’s all
that stuff over you? Are you okay?

Still no answer. Somewhere far off in the distance, there is
a hollow BOOM. The sounds seems to bring her back to life.

DEL
We're getting out of here.

She goes across the room, grabs her backpack and starts
shoving things inside - food, bottled water, jacket.
EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

So similar to the events of her youth, not lost on Del as she
BANGS through the front door of the house, Thomas following.
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Commotion on the street now as the tide of news spreads. The
battle itself is obscured by the buildings, a thick gray
smoke that billows in over everything, and blinding flashes
that accompany the constant explosions coming from beyond.

THOMAS
What’s happening? Where are we
going?

DEL

No time. We have sixty seconds at
most. We need to get clear of it.

THOMAS
Clear of what?

Behind them, mere blocks away - a sudden BOOM, an explosion.
The sky flashes with light, then black smoke eclipses it.

THOMAS
What is going on?!

But Del can’t focus, unnerved by the hysteria happening only
blocks away. Everything falling apart, out of her grasp.

Thomas puts his hands on her face, focusing her eyes on him
until he is the only thing in the world. This seems to work
as she zeroes in on him.

DEL
We'’'re under attack.

THOMAS
By who?

Del doesn’'t know how to answer that.

THOMAS
Who is attacking us?

DEL
Humans.

This hits Thomas. Takes a moment to sink in.

THOMAS
Why would they attack us?

DEL
Because they want their planet
back.

SHRIEK!
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They jump at a DEAFENING SOUND. Instinctively, Del and Thomas
duck, just as —

—— FOUR FIGHTER JETS SCREAM OVERHEAD, low to the ground, not
more than a hundred feet up. Sweeping over, banking up at the
hilltop, and over the rise, disappearing on the other side.

Brilliant flashes of light follow moments later, lighting up
the gathering night, and hollow BOOMS come seconds later.

Now sound comes - A HORRIBLE MECHANICAL SCREAM.
Del, moving, sees Thomas twenty feet behind her, still.

DEL
Thomas, we have to move.

When he does move, it’s in the wrong direction, going toward
that reverberating, plaintive noise.

DEL
No. Thomas, no. It’s the wrong way.

But Thomas moves down the street, the sound, louder...
DOWN THE STREET

And stops dead at what he sees. Del coming around the corner,
moving up, sharing Thomas'’s sightline. Covers her mouth...

Because there, directly in front of them --
A MASSIVE WALKER.

It has fallen in the middle of the street, blocking their
path. Over and over, it BLEATS its mechanical cry.

DEL
Why’'s it doing that? Making that
noise.

THOMAS

It’'s calling out.

DEL
For what?

Thomas rests his hand upon the Walker'’'s face. Tenderly. And
we realize why it sounds so plaintive:

THOMAS
Help.
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Suddenly, ANOTHER Walker, perhaps coming to the aide of its
fallen comrade, emerges from the end of the street behind
them and staggers forward, barely able to stay on its feet.

Just as the FOUR FIGHTER JETS reappear over the horizon.
SCREAMING right at us. Circling back for a strafing run.

As Thomas sees hatch doors open beneath the ships, advanced
Daisy Cutters dropped, payloads falling like massive rocks...

THOMAS
Down!

Thomas hurls himself at Del, crashes to the ground on top of
her as the Cutters hit and --

A brilliant flash lights up the entire area like broad
daylight. All the air bucks inward in one concessive second,
and a split-second later, a bone rattling --

KA-BOOOOOM!

A massive explosion, its result, powerful. The earth shakes.

The Walker's hull RIPS apart with a SHRIEK of torn metal.

Debris hits and lands atop Thomas and Del, shielding their
heads, eyes clenched tight.

And then everything settles. They pull their palms away from
their ears, hands slick with their own blood and coolant.

Del SHOUTS something at Thomas, but he can’t hear her over
the echoing blast. He SHOUTS something back, same story.

As the Walker SMASHES into the side of a building, bouncing
off and taking another unsteady step forward.

Rose-colored coolant showers everywhere, belching lifeblood,
and it pitches forward, first to one knee, and then careening
all the way down, SMASHING onto the street.

EXT. STREETS - NIGHT

Captain walks through the carnage down the middle of the
street, over dead Mechs. It’s brutal, unflinching warfare.
His face shows no sign of victory.

He passes Soldiers standing over slain mech, snapping
pictures of one another, like hunters who just bagged an
elephant for sport.
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When he stops, noticing something on the debris laden street.
Knees to pick it up. It’s a piece of paper. He dusts it off.

It’'s a DRAWING. Of MECH AND MEN, side by side. And there,
crouched, Captain, brow furrowed. Something isn't right...

When a Soldier comes up behind him.

SOLDIER
Sir. General needs a word.

Soldier waits for a response - looking at the Captain whose
gaze remains on the city.

SOLDIER
Sir?

Captain just now seems to notice him, then nods.

EXT. ANTIQUES STORE - NIGHT

The ROAR of the battle is still heard as Thomas and Del tear
across the street, up to the antiques store.

Finally, they collapse to the ground and look out at the
wholesale slaughter they narrowly escaped - a view of
staggering destruction, and the first wide shot of the mayhem
that we’ve seen so far.

Through clouds of billowing smoke, we see it all -- the
flames, the destroyed mech, and the human killing machines,
flying, stomping and rolling methodically through the city.

And above, an even worse omen -- the sky is alive with
MASSIVE FLYING AIRCRAFT CARRIERS breaking the atmosphere.

Thomas unable to grasp it, devastation all around him. It’s
the rout of civilization... the massacre of Mech.

And as Del closes the door, we:

CUT TO BLACK:

INT. MILITARY TRUCK (DRIVING) - NIGHT

The Humvee-like vehicle drives past the destruction, the
rubble, the dead Mech.

Captain in the passenger seat, driven by a Soldier, staring
out at the passing landscape.
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EXT. MILITARY COMMAND POST - NIGHT

One of the many staging areas of the operation. Tents have
been strung up, Soldiers marching, vehicles roving. Others
unloading gear from the docked Aircraft Carriers.

TENT

A table laid out with holographic displays of the city and
operational deployments of platoons. A giant game of Risk.

THE GENERAL, 50s, hardened with the loss of the battle that
led to his retreat of earth, is handed a report from a
Soldier, consumes it, then repositions himself over the
table, calling out orders.

GENERAL
Unit 54, south Sector 7. Sweep the
buildings and report in. Over.

Captain steps up behind, at attention.

GENERAL
Operation report.

CAPTAIN
Half the city is contained. Troops
are moving in on the other half.
The remaining areas should be
cleared within twenty four hours.

GENERAL
Any resistance?

CAPTAIN
None. They seem to be... compliant.

GENERAL
Casualties?

Captain pauses at the word.

CAPTAIN
I'm... not sure how to answer that.

GENERAL
Simple. How many humans have died?

CAPTAIN
None, sir. Minor injuries.

GENERAL
That’s all, Captain. Dismissed.



But the Captain remains in place.

GENERAL
Was there something else?

CAPTAIN
I thought I saw a girl out there
today. A human girl.

General looks up at this.

CAPTAIN
Is it possible we left one behind?

GENERAL
There is no way they’d survive this
long, not alone.

CAPTAIN
Unless the Mechs were helping her.

GENERAL
They're machines, Captain. They
don’t care about life.

CAPTAIN
Then why fix the planet?

GENERAL
Because they were programmed to do
so. By us. We made them, and
goddamn we can destroy them.

CAPTAIN
But they'’re unarmed. Not providing
resistance.

GENERAL
Ten years we've been planning this,
finally developing weapons that can
destroy the Mech in one fell swoop.
And now you'’re saying, you're
telling me, that you’re having,
what? Second thoughts? What did you
think we were going to do? Shake
hands and make up? This is war. In
less than twelve hours, EMPs will
pulse the city and we’ll be done.
If you don’t have the stomach for
it, there’s the door. Are we
understood?

Captain salutes, turns and exits.
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INT. ANTIQUES STORE, BASEMENT - DAY

Morning light filters in through the haze. Del and Thomas are
huddled together, surrounded by the human artifacts once seen
as a sign of hope and life, now reduced to the inherent
truth... the destruction of Mech.

Every now and then there is some distant BOOM, and the walls
shake, dust sprinkling down from the ceiling, then silent.

Thomas peers outside through a small window at ground level
with the street outside, looking furtively from side to side.
The sounds of HEAVY MACHINERY can be heard, the rhythmic,
pounding drone of an army marching.

Del’s eyes are heavy, they want to be closed, but she’s
trying like hell to keep them open.

DEL
We'll stay until it gets quiet,
then leave tonight. We’ll go up
into the mountains. It’s less
populated there.

He turns to her.

THOMAS
And then what, Del?

She stares back at him - unable to answer.

DEL
We leave. And then we live. Free.
Or fight back.

He looks at her for a moment. Then, sadly, shakes his head.

THOMAS
No. That’s not our way anymore.
Don’'t you understand. For the first
time in my existence I know what
life is, and you want me to take
it? I can’'t.

DEL
You have to.

THOMAS
I can talk to them. Explain. “Give
me your tired, your poor, your
huddled masses yearning to breathe
free...” You taught us that.
Humankind’s capacity for
compassion, reason and diplomacy.
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DEL
Yes, many are like that, but not
these men. You can’t reason with
them. You can’t talk your way out
of it. They are here to retake the
planet, by any means necessary. And
the Mech will lose this time. This
isn’t a war anymore than there’s a
war between men and mice.

THOMAS
Then what is it?

DEL
It’'s war, Thomas. It’s what we're
good at.

Thomas weighs Del’s words, then closes the wood over the
window, plunging them into darkness once again.

INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - DAY

Captain enters the gallery and steps up next to General,
looking through the window into another room.

GENERAL
Seems you were right, Captain.

Captain joins General'’s gaze through the window into:

INT. EXECUTION ROOM - DAY

A Mech is strapped to a high tech metal table. TECHS and
ENGINEERS monitor its vitals displayed on a multitude of
monitors, hooked up to them by leads attached to its body.

Coming around, we now see the Mech is Karl Marx. His body is
torn and scorched.

MARX
Her name is Anne.

TECH
And she’s human?

MARX
She pretended to be one of us. She
was my best employee.

TECH
Tell me about the Mech helping her.
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MARX
Thomas Jefferson. They were
secretly having a relationship.

TECH
How would you describe his state of
mind, this Mech, Thomas?

MARX
He was... emotional.

TECH
(glances up)
Emotional?

MARX
...not making rational decisions.
He was, I believe, governed by
feelings.

The Tech turns to the window, where the General nods.

INT. OBSERVATION ROOM - SAME
Captain continues to stare at Marx, weighing the revelation.

GENERAL
You're being reassigned. This girl,
this Mech. I want them.

CAPTAIN
If what it’s saying is true... if
this Mech is capable of feeling...

GENERAL
Then we need to destroy it. No one
can know about this. Are we clear?

Through the window, the Tech turns to the controls, flicks a
switch. Marx’s mouth opens to speak, but we never get to hear
what he was going to say.

A BURST of ELECTRICITY through the chair. Marx stiffens.
Hands convulsing, struggling against the bindings with the
current...

Smoke, random sparking. A HISSING sound. Then silence.

Captain stares at Marx’s hand - now limp, a fused, blackened
husk, as General’s words wash over him.
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INT. ANTIQUES STORE, BASEMENT - EVENING

A NEARBY BOOM and the house shutters. Del flinches at every
sound, nerves wracked. Eyes dark-circled. Desperation filling
her dry, hoarse voice.

DEL
It's getting closer.

Thomas stands, removes the wood panel over the window to
assess the situation outside.

...to find boots standing right there. Belonging to soldier,
who joins his platoon as they enter the house. This house.

Thomas motions for Del to be quiet. They’'re frozen, listening
to every noise.

The front door is KICKED in. Boots BEAT against floorboards
above. MUTED VOICES yelling, furniture being tossed, doors
opened, every hiding place being searched.

It’s methodical, and it’s wearing down on them, at any moment
they might be caught. Staring at the cellar door, and the
small slit of light beneath it as shadows pass.

Del crawls across the floor silently, and curls up against
Thomas. He puts one arm around her and pulls her tight.
Softly, she starts to speak, through tears:

DEL
I wanted to show you my life. I
want to show you where I go to be
alone, and my hobbies, and I want
you to eat dinner at my favorite
restaurant. I want you to pick me
up with flowers on a date, I want
you to meet my parents, I want... I
want you...

He reaches down, gently, and wipes the tears from her cheeks.
THOMAS
(whispers)

You'’ve got me.

The boots receding, the soldiers moving on. Silence prevails
but for the faint rattle of Del’s breathing. Thomas sits in
sentinel over her.

Moving in on his eyes, haunted, the weight of foreboding, all
the way until they £f£ill the frame, and then:

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. ANTIQUES STORE, BASEMENT - LATER

Close on Del’s eyes as they open. Blinks. Thomas isn’t there.

EXT. ANTIQUES STORE - NIGHT

Del steps outside. Buildings and residences now burned out
shells. She is alone. Not a human or mech in sight.
Devastation beyond.

No sign of Thomas. Then she sees footprints tracking away in
the dust. Headed toward massive spotlights in the distance.

EXT. MILITARY ENCAMPMENT - NIGHT
Behind electrified barbwire fences, guarded by Soldiers...
An INTERMENT CAMP.

Desolate. Hundreds of Mech prisoners sit or lie on the
ground, silent, broken, shattered. Packed to suffocation.
Some calling out names, trying to find each other. The
wailing of women and the cries of children.

A caged truck rolls to the gates topped with razor wire. Mech
are packed within so tightly they’re unable to move, watching
as the gates close behind them, pausing for a moment to take
in their new surroundings.

FEMALE MECH
Where are you taking us?

A Soldier turns his rifle on the young female Mech and shoots
her through the head. Tosses her body out as the others
depart. She lies on the ground spraying fluids.

OUTSIDE THE CAMP

Thomas stands beside a building, in shadow, a look of utter
horror and sadness on his face.

DEL (0.S.)
It’s my fault...

Del comes up behind him. Staring at the scene, silent,
shocked. The only sounds, the weeping of the people, Mech
crying softly.

DEL
I sent them messages. For them to
come back. To save me. I did this.
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Thomas watches as a convoy of covered dump trucks leave the
camp and crest a burned-out hill.

EXT. MILITARY ENCAMPMENT - NIGHT

Captain walks the perimeter, watching Mech being rounded up
by Soldiers and questioned. Families are separated, screaming
out for each other, refusing to let go of loved ones,
simulating tears and fear and anguish and pain.

SOLDIER
Is there a Thomas Jefferson among
you? Thomas Jefferson? Speak up.

The Soldier zeroes in on one MECH, not making eye contact.

SOLDIER
You! There! Do you know a Thomas
Jefferson?

MECH
The third president of the United

States.
The Soldier FIRES his rifle, killing the Mech.

SOLDIER
Anyone else?

Unable to watch, Captain steps away from the camp. Getting
air, trying to calm his conflicting emotions. Eyes gazing at
the crest of the hill --

—-- On two departing figures.

EXT. HILLTOP - NIGHT

Thomas follows after the trucks, where an unsettling METALLIC
GRINDING permeates. Before them is a shear wall of light.
From within comes a deep RUMBLE and thick, vapid heat haze.
He trudges up, Del following, cresting the hill, staring out
before them at the unimaginable. As we WIDEN TO FIND...

EXT. JUNKYARD - CONTINUOUS

That source of the unsettling sound - metal treads belonging
to dozens of massive TRACTORS outfitted with high powered

beams rolling through deep trenches over...

THOUSANDS OF MECH BODIES IN MASS GRAVES.
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Tossed haphazardly into the pits. As more are added. Trucks
full of extinguished Mech dumped, rolling down the trench
walls. Some still moving, missing limbs, feebly trying to dig
their way out as tractors roll over them like garbage.

Thomas slides down the slope to the pit, passing scraps and
piles of lifeless Mech. Del can see that she’s losing him.

DEL
Thomas, listen to me--

He doesn’t stop. Del runs up, getting before him, blocking
his way. He sidesteps her, but she again blocks him.

DEL
I can’'t be without you. I can’'t. I
don’t care about anything else. I
don’t care about the humans, any of
it. Just being with you...

A beat as he stares into her eyes. Grasping her head in his
hands. Her eyes begin to water. Thomas takes Del is his arms.
She closes her eyes, absorbing him. Feeling safe.

Abruptly the world BURSTS INTO BLINDING WHITE LIGHT --

Halogens explode the darkness from all directions - pinning
them in a halo of light. They stand frozen, shielding their
eyes as --

BEFORE THEM - Captain and General stand before a solid wall
of military vehicles, racks of roof-mounted LIGHTS turning
night into day. Soldiers aim pulse rifles, surrounding them.

SOLDIER
Step away from the girl!

Thomas, heart stalled, can only stare at them, coming at him.

SOLDIER
Step away from the girl! Now!

For a brief moment Thomas makes eye contact with Del... she
looks at him despairingly. He reaches towards her and --

GENERAL
Bring it down!

A Soldier fires a launcher, WIRE NETTING shooting out - and
Thomas falls, struggling - net surging with electricity.

DEL
No!



96.

Soldiers rush Del, dragging her back toward the Captain.

CAPTAIN
Just calm down. We got you. It’ll
be okay.

Thomas fighting against the flow of current to rise —--

THOMAS
Del--!

GENERAL
Keep him down!

A SECOND Soldier fires and a second net covers him. A THIRD.

DEL
(sobbing)
No! Please - don’'t do this!

Thomas writhing in pain as he tries to push himself up. Del
breaks away from the Captain, rushes the General, grabbing
his arm.

DEL
Stop it! You're killing him!

GENERAL
Get her out of here!

Captain stares at Del, torn about what to do. His eyes
flicker towards Thomas. He makes his decision.

CAPTAIN
(to soldiers)
Put her in the truck!

Soldiers restrain Del, pulling her away. She struggles to
break free.

DEL
No! Leave him alone!

Being pulled farther and farther away from Thomas.
Thomas watching Del being dragged away... he explodes with
anger, suddenly rising to his feet, ripping the net to

pieces, sending hapless soldiers flying back.

SOLDIER
We can’t contain it!

General, looks on, his plan falling apart.
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GENERAL
Kill it!

DEL
No! I can stop this! Let me go to
him!

Del, distraught, fights as she is hauled into the truck.

Thomas struggles through immense pain to reach Del, shoving a
soldier out of the way. Closer to Del as more soldiers aim,
meeting her eyes...

DEL
Run! Go back!

Thomas pauses at the sound of her voice... as if sensing her
fear for him.

GENERAL
Hold her!
Captain holds Del as Soldiers FIRE a round into Thomas'’s
knee... Thomas screams in PAIN and SINKS to the ground.
GENERAL

Hit it again.

CAPTAIN
It’s over!

But there’s not a hint of any emotion on his face. A robot.

GENERAL
Again.

Soldiers fire EMP blasts at Thomas. He falls again. Del is
sobbing with distress.

Thomas starts CRAWLING painfully towards her. Soldiers
reload, moving up on him. As he starts to succumb to the
electric shocks... he reaches for Del.

Del watches Thomas’s hand reach out to her... But she can no
longer help him... she failed to stop this from happening...
as he slumps into unconsciousness.

Captain looks down at Del, unable to offer her any comfort.

General steps up to the unconscious Thomas:

GENERAL
We'’'re done here.
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Del is put in a truck and driven away, watching as Thomas is
tied up and secured. Growing further and further away from
him, just like her home when she was a child.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TRANSAMERICA PYRAMID - DAY

Now under military control. A convoy of soldiers and
personnel have erected a staging point before the building,
blocking off the streets around it.

INT. PROCESSING ROOM - DAY

A windowless room, awash in a blinding, burning light,
reflected off white tiles and a grated floor.

Del hangs by the ceiling from manacles, stripped naked, as
silent guards stand watch while doctors in hazmat suits
perform tests, take blood samples, injecting inoculations.

DEL
What are you doing to me?

They finish, taking the samples away, as two others enter
with a high pressure hose.

DEL
No...

A blast of water as she’s washed and deloused by heavy hands.
She coughs in the yellow powder cloud as it burns her eyes.

And SCREAMS.

INT. HALLWAY - SAME

Captain stands outside the door, head bowed, face blank, as
Del’s muffled screams reach him.

INT. CELL - LATER

Del lies crumpled on the hard floor, unmoving. For her part,
she looks as though she has been knocked around a bit, now
wearing a white, sterile outfit resembling doctor scrubs. Her
eyes are red, a million mile stare.

Captain enters, placing a food and a glass of water before
her, then leans against the wall opposite Del. She ignores
the food. All trace of his inner turmoil - hidden away.
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CAPTAIN
Do you know why you’re here, Ms.
McCarthy?

Del looks up at the sound of her name. Her human name. One
which hasn’t been spoken aloud by another human for a decade.

CAPTAIN
Deliverance Anne McCarthy, born
July 4, 2029. That puts you at
what? Eleven, when we left the
planet?

DEL
(soft)
Twelve. I was twelve.

CAPTAIN
I can’'t imagine what you must have
went through. But your safe now,
with friends. Truth is, you're a
very important person to us.

Nothing from Del, a faraway look in her eyes, then she looks
at the Captain, remembering where she is.

DEL

Why?
CAPTAIN

You'’ve been living with the enemy--
DEL

(smirks)

Enemy--

CAPTAIN

You'’ve been living with the enemy
for ten years. Alone. And you
survived. We want to know how. You
have inside intel about the Mech.
That’s incredibly wvaluable to us.

DEL
So you can kill them better?

Captain studies her face, not the responses he was expecting.
He throws out logs onto the table.

CAPTAIN
Distress calls. At first we thought
it was a drone. An automated
response.

(MORE)
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CAPTAIN (CONT'D)
It wasn’t until I saw you that I
realized the mistake we made. These
are from you. Everyday for ten
years. It’'s more than I’'ve sent to
my own family.

DEL
Your family? What are they like?

CAPTAIN
Worried. My little girl, she turned
four last month. She’s ready to
come home. They all are. But that
can’t happen just yet.

DEL
I was wrong to send those. It was
different then.

CAPTAIN
Different?

DEL
Colder.

CAPTAIN

I see. Tell me about Thomas.

A fissure cracks behind her hard fagade. But just as quickly,
she wipes it away, drawing a crisp breath - defiant again.

DEL
He loves me.

CAPTAIN
You taught him to love?

DEL
He taught himself.

CAPTAIN
Then is it reasonable to say, that
if it can learn to love, it can
also learn to hate?

DEL
I know what you’re doing. Looking
for an excuse. Anything to justify
what you’ve done. But you won’t
find one.

CAPTAIN
They killed humans. Thousands of
us.
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DEL
They didn’t know any different.
It’s what you programmed them to
do, and now you blame them for it.
What you’re doing out there, it’'s
wrong. You can’t just destroy them.

CAPTAIN
That’s not up to me.

DEL
It is if you let it happen.

She holds on him, studying him like a rodent.

DEL
I want to see him.
CAPTAIN
I can’'t allow that.
DEL
Why?
CAPTAIN

I'm under orders.

DEL
And you always follow orders? Never
question them?

CAPTAIN
Never.

She considers him a mildly curious moment, before:

DEL
Then who is the robot now?

Captain looks at her - trying hard to comprehend. He stands,
walking to the door. He looks down a moment. Then exits.
INT. OFFICE FLOOR, DEL'S CUBICLE - DAY

Captain stands before the wall SCREENS - once showing live
feeds and the Mech'’s progress on cleaning the planet.

Now, all graphs have changed, no longer in the green - now
RED across the board in the 60 percentile.

And Captain stares at it. A towering wall of images buffeting
his senses of the atrocities against Mech and the planet.
Unable to stomach it.
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Looking in at the metal holding cell. Spare. Anti-septic.
Thomas sits at the table, bound with high-tech SHACKLES.

Captain steps up beside General. Looks through the glass.

CAPTAIN
I want to question him.

GENERAL
“It.” You want to question “it.”
And the answer is no. It’s set to
be destroyed.

CAPTAIN
Then what harm will it do? There’s
tactical information to be gained.

GENERAL
In four hours the EMPs go boom and
Mech cease to exist. What other
information do we need to know?

CAPTAIN
How to prevent this from happening
in the future.

General considers it.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Captain enters, sliding a PHOTO across the table, where it
comes to a stop near Thomas - the DRAWING of Mech and Man,

side by side.

He sits as Thomas gently rests his fingers on top of it.

CAPTAIN
Describe it.

Thomas looks down at the drawing.

THOMAS
Del told us that humans were good
people, compassionate. But she was
wrong. You’'re the soulless.

CAPTAIN
Soulless? Coming from a Mech? A
machine with no soul.
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THOMAS
Which is worse? Never having one,
or having it and losing it?

Captain pauses, staring at the Mech - so human...

THOMAS
(re: drawing)
Peace. That’s what I see. A dream.

Thomas slowly slides the photo back across the table and
looks off. A beat.

CAPTAIN
You're a C-17 class Mech. What is
your primary function?

THOMAS
To cultivate, safeguard and observe
all plants, trees and flowers.

CAPTAIN
A gardener?

THOMAS
It’s just my day job.

Captain grins at the remark. Amused. Sits back, crossing his
arms.

CAPTAIN
You don’t like us much, do you?
Humans.
(no response)
Answer me, robot.

THOMAS
My name is Thomas. And your biology
has no regard on my opinion of you.
It’'s your actions I can’t condone.

CAPTAIN

My actions. Okay. Such as?
THOMAS

The slaughter of innocent Mech.
CAPTAIN

Innocent—-
THOMAS

And the destruction of the planet.
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CAPTAIN
And that bothers you.

THOMAS
Yes.

CAPTAIN

You saw humankind as a threat.

THOMAS
Not to us. To Earth--

CAPTAIN
So you decided to stop them. You
and the other Mech assembled and
decided to drive out humankind.

Thomas shakes his head. Getting upset.

THOMAS
No--

CAPTAIN
You decided the world didn’t need
us anymore.

THOMAS
We gave you warnings. Ample time to
leave. You didn't.

CAPTAIN
So you took it into your own hands.

Suddenly Thomas SLAMS his hands down on the table.

THOMAS
No! We never wanted to hurt anyone!

Captain flinches slightly. Staring at Thomas’s hands, and the
dented metal table where they hit.

CAPTAIN
You sure about that?

THOMAS
I know what life is. It’s what I
was made for. To extend it. To
protect it. Our actions are
perfect. If we wanted to kill you
all, we would have.

A silence between them. Thomas’s shoulders slump. He looks up
at Captain with human eyes.
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THOMAS
What’s it like? To die?
CAPTAIN
I don’'t know.
THOMAS
But you’ve seen people who have?
CAPTAIN
Yes.
THOMAS
Does it... hurt?
CAPTAIN
I suppose. For some people.
THOMAS
And others? Like me?
CAPTAIN
You can’t die. You’re a machine.
THOMAS
Yet I want to live.
CAPTAIN
I understand.

(then)
But you can't.

THOMAS
And after all, time’s so very short
now, isn’t it?

Captain is surprised. Staring at the Mech before him.

CAPTAIN
...You're self-aware? Are you
telling me you’'re self-aware?

Just then, the door opens and General enters, ending any
further discussion.

GENERAL
I think we’'re done here, Captain.

CAPTAIN
But, sir, I was just...

GENERAL
(interrupting)
I said we’'re done.
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Captain. Not misreading the threatening undertone. Captain
steps to the door when:

THOMAS
How are my plants?

CAPTAIN
I'm sorry?

THOMAS
The plants, in my greenhouse. Do
you think they’re okay?

Captain pauses, swallows. Looking right into Thomas’s eyes.
Feeling like there's something... something more behind them.

INT. HALLWAY - SAME
Captain steps out as the two sentry Soldiers secure the door.

CAPTAIN
That Mech is afraid to die. You
don’t think that’s strange?

GENERAL
It’s an aberration. And in the
interest of public safety, the U.N.
wants it destroyed, immediately.

CAPTAIN
Killed.
GENERAL
Destroyed. It’'s a machine.
CAPTAIN
It’'s a mistake.
GENERAL
Are you questioning my orders,
Captain?
CAPTAIN

Yeah. I guess I am. Sir.
And he walks away. General calling out after him.

GENERAL
Don’'t be fooled by them. We made
that mistake once. It will not
happen again.
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INT. GREENHOUSE - DAY

The once vibrant plants and flowers are now brown, dry and
wilted. Dying.

Captain moves among the greenery, his hand brushing the tops
of the flower beds. He, like all humans, hasn’t seen anything
green in ten years.

He looks at the irrigation system running the length of the
ceiling, following the pipes where they run into a main
junction. He flips the switch and the sprinkler system kicks
on, misting over the vegetation.

He just stares out at the endless rows of life-sustaining
greenery. Lost in thought, brow furrowing.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

CLOSE ON Thomas'’s face. PULL BACK to reveal he’s being
wheeled down the hallway. Flanked by a cadre of SECURITY and
ENGINEERS. He watches as the overhead lights pass above.

INT. EXECUTION ROOM - DAY

Thomas is strapped to the metal chair, watching with
melancholy as faceless TECHS hook him up to machines,
monitoring his diagnostics, as armed Soldiers stand guard.

Thomas turns his head, staring out into the gallery of human
beings. Stoic. Silent.

The monitor BEEPS. Boom-boom. Boom-boom. Almost like:

TECH
A heartbeat...? You programmed
yourself to mimic the sounds of a
heartbeat.

THOMAS
No...

General steps to the glass. Nods his head to the Tech who
powers on the equipment. A beat. Then pulls the lever and --

A BURST of ELECTRICITY spikes through Thomas, stiffening.
Limbs convulsing with the current...

Then SILENCE. Thomas goes limp. Monitors flatline, vitals
disappearing.
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INT. CELL - SAME

Del, sitting on the floor against the wall, looks up as the
lights dim and flicker with the current surge. Realizing what
is happening, eyes closing softly.

INT. EXECUTION ROOM - SAME

General stares at the remains. Shakes his head, then heads to
the door with his men following.

Techs begin to clean up, powering down equipment, about to
turn off the monitor when --

Boom-boom... Boom-boom... Boom-boom...
In unison, they all look back at Thomas, as does the General.

Monitors ALIVE again with vitals... His heart beating,
getting faster by the second. Louder. Stronger. Life flooding
into his system.

TECH
(realizing)
Oh no...

Thomas'’s eyes open.

And before anyone knows it, he RIPS an arm clear of his
restraints.

A Soldier a FIRES A PULSE. Thomas grabs the Tech next to him
as the charge hits, splitting it with the Tech, who takes the
brunt of the shock and falls.

Rips another hand free just as another PULSE round hits.
Thomas dodges, the charge slamming into another Soldier,
laying him out.

And as that man goes down - like the Phoenix - Thomas rises.
Launching off the table, tubes and wires snapping loose,
instruments flying, he goes for the Soldier closest, strips

the gun from him and BLAM! Fires.

Shocks the hell out of the Soldier. Refusing to kill, but
having no problem incapacitating them.

BLAM-BLAM-BLAM. In the blink of an eye, he guns soldiers and
techs down - non-lethal electroshocks - never stood a chance.
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Thomas lunges for the door, free. And pauses - looking at the
observation window... General stares back at him - astonished
at the turn of events.

POW! He FIRES at the glass, which doesn’t break, but leaves a
blackened scorch mark over the General’s face. Then he ducks
through the screaming metal detectors.

GENERAL
Lock down the building.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR, DEL'S CUBICLE - SAME
Captain, at Del’s workstation, studies the drawing Thomas did

of her face. He looks up at the sound of the ALARMS. Beat.
Grabs his sidearm as he tears out of there.

INT. CORRIDOR - SAME

Soldiers stream into the hall to meet Thomas. In a blaze of
fire, Thomas takes down every man who dares challenge him,
rolling like thunder down the corridor.

Guns bucking like pistons, a blur of blue fire in his hands.

Everywhere, soldiers go down, withering from the
electroshocks, under the fury of his unstoppable assault.

INT. BUILDING, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - CONTINUOUS
Throughout the complex -- SECURITY DOORS slide into place
over DOORS, WINDOWS, LOADING DOCKS, PARKING AREAS, EXITS...

INT. STAIRWELL - SAME

ALARMS sounding. Thomas hammers down the steps. Shouting from
beyond, FOOTFALLS echoing from all directions.

He FIRES at oncoming soldiers above and below, as all around
him --

SLAM! SLAM! SLAM! Security doors CRASHING DOWN. Blocking off
the exits... starting from above, working their way down --

He won'’t make it down before he is sealed in. At least, not
the normal way --

He grabs the railing and VAULTS it - LEAPING down into the
center crevasse, short-cutting the flights of steps.

FALLING FLOOR AFTER FLOOR, then --
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Lightning quick, grabs a RAILING, stopping himself. Hauls
himself to the landing - dashing through the 25th floor door
just before the gate seals it.

INT. OFFICE FLOOR

Moving with the Captain through the cubicles on this floor,
not seeing the shape coming up behind him...

Thomas doesn’t even break stride. He grabs the Captain from
behind -- hurling him across the floor.

Captain hits the ground hard, recovers, going for his gun,
but Thomas is right there, slapping it out of his hand where
it goes skittering across the floor.

Thomas grabs him by the collar. SMASHING him against the
wall. Standing over him. Raising his arms. Could end it right
here and now. But looks into Captain’s eyes...

THOMAS

Where is she?
CAPTAIN

You're not going to kill me.
THOMAS

Are you sure? I'm just a machine,

remember?
Captain looks into Thomas’s unflinching eyes.

CAPTAIN
Third floor, east wing. Room 303.

Thomas turns. Disappearing into the elevator. Going down.

Captain swallows air. Stunned for a second. Then rallies.
Scrambles to his feet and plunges back into the fray --

CAPTAIN
(into radio)
He’s in the elevator. Third floor.

Dashes down the office, scoops up his gun without slowing.

INT. BUILDING, 3RD FLOOR

A labyrinth of metal and concrete. In the distance, a troupe
of soldiers swarm around the closed ELEVATOR DOOR...
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A soft DING announcing the elevator’s arrival. Soldiers, all
crouching down in unison. Weapons brought around to position.

Captain. Weaving through. Gun pointed at the doors as...
WHOOSH. They slide open. Revealing - no passengers, empty.

CAPTAIN
Spread out. I want him alive.

INT. CELL - SAME

Del hears the alarms and commotion outside as her door is
POUNDED inward. Two more blows and it comes crashing open.

DEL
Thomas. ..

With a great gasp, she throws herself into his arms. He looks
battered, knuckles and hands frayed, exposing metal beneath.

DEL
I thought you were dead.

They hold one another as if they will never let go. When they
finally separate, they look long into each others eyes.

THOMAS
Come on. We're leaving. For good.

They step to the door just as thunderous footsteps pour down
the hall outside. Reinforcements. Thomas closes the door,
shoving a barricade before it to keep it closed.

The door is being POUNDED on from the other side. Thomas
looks about, makes a decision, takes Del in his arms.

THOMAS
Do you trust me?

DEL
I trust you.

Del, staring up into his eyes. Thomas kisses her, full of
passion and life just as --

BOOM! The door explodes inward from set charges. Smoke
billowing as Soldiers rush in --

Thomas grabs Del in his arms - runs full out flat - soldiers
FIRING - bullets pounding around them and --

He LEAPS OUT the window, holding onto Del.



112.

Captain shoves through, runs to the window, looks down as --

EXT. BUILDING - DAY

Thomas and Del land on the street three stories below.
Soldiers stare in shock. Some regain their wits and rush to
apprehend - but Thomas shoves them away with force, flying
back through the air.

Captain bursts out in their wake - his quarry temporarily
lost - now spotting them across the street.

Del and Thomas, leaping onto a HOVERCYCLE - fires it up -
resistors droning - jamming the throttle - lurching forward -
narrowly missing another vehicle --

Captain spinning around as the cycle blurs past - SMASHING
the gate arm, plunging out to the streets - gaining distance.

Soldiers rush about, getting ready to chase.
Captain watches in awe. General stops next to him, staring

ahead. He looks focused, bitterly so. The look of a man
outwitted by lab rats.

GENERAL

Can you bring them in or not?
CAPTAIN

Yes. On one condition. I want them

unharmed.
GENERAL

(doesn’t like it)
Agreed.

Captain doesn't trust in his superior, but has no choice,
coolly issuing the orders to the troops.

CAPTAIN
Subjects headed into North sector.
Road block the streets, highways,
bridges... every route leading out
of the city. We force them to
ground. Move out.

The Soldiers head out to contain the escapees.

GENERAL
You think they’re running.

CAPTAIN
I know they are.
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Captain departs with his troops. General turns to his men.
GENERAL
How long until the EMPs are
operational?

SOLDIER
Less than an hour, Sir.

GENERAL
Find the Mech, and end this.
EXT. CYCLE, STREET (MOVING) - DAY

The cycle BURNS UP the streets, through the snarl of military
traffic - Thomas, steering expertly, ploughs through --

Veering around another corner, a steep banking turn, jerking
back on the throttle to avoid a collision with a car.
Fighting to correct the steering, Del clinging on to him.

In the distance, the GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE coming into view --
He has one goal: reach the bridge - get out of the city.

Last turn and -- a ROADBLOCK. Being erected ahead, blocking
the bridge.

THOMAS
Hold on.

Del does just that, as Thomas jams the THROTTLE, resistors
buzzing, growling with energy. 50mph quickly becomes 120mph.
Engine roar behind us like it’s the end of the world.

The passing scenery is a blur. Massive dump trucks backing up
to seal off the entrance -- Going to be close and --

WHOOSH! The cycle barely clears the barricades.

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE - DAY

Making it to the Bridge, home-free, letting themselves smile
with relief, out of imminent danger.

Now halfway across when the cycle slows and rolls to a stop.
Del and Thomas stare forward at --

A MILITARY BLOCKADE before them, sealing off the bridge exit.

Del looks back as more soldiers and military vehicles block
the entrance behind them. Surrounded. No one moves.
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A helicopter lands at the entrance roadblock - Captain and
General disembarking. Taking in the standoff.

Captain grabs a loudspeaker and steps forward, putting
himself in the forefront to address them.

CAPTAIN
(on loudspeaker)
Del. Thomas. You’re surrounded.
There is no way off the bridge. No
one has to get hurt today. The
General has given me his word. Turn
yourself in. It’s the only way.

Thomas and Del step off the bike. Take stock of their
options. Realizing they have none.

Del is on the brink, in a state of denial. She won’t accept
their outcome. Can’t.

DEL
You have a plan, right? You knew
this would happen and have a
backup. Another way out. Tell me.
Please. Tell me you do.

Thomas looks at Del, can see the tears beginning to well up
in her eyes. He brushes one away.

THOMAS
That would be a lie.

She holds on tight to him, desperately entwined.

DEL
Tell me you love me -—-

THOMAS
I love you.

Until Thomas releases her. He kisses her on the forehead.

THOMAS
Always.

She closes her eyes. And Thomas leaves her - turning toward
the soldiers at the entrance - and begins to walk toward
them, hands over his head.

AT THE FORWARD ROADBLOCK

Captain and General watch Thomas begin the trek toward them.
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CAPTAIN
What do we do now?

GENERAL
I’'ve already done it.

Captain realizes what is about to happen - seeing SNIPERS
take up position, as Soldiers raise their weapons in unison.

Captain glares at General. Furious. Hurt. Betrayed.

CAPTAIN
We had a deal.

But General doesn’t look at him, eyes locked on that Mech.

GENERAL
Fire.

THOMAS

Walks is ten feet from Del, fifteen, when -- an echoing BANG
reaches their ears, sounding so distant. So surreal.

DEL
No...

Thomas'’s body jerks back, the expression on his face falling.
Looking down...

A HOLE HAS BEEN BLOWN THROUGH HIS CHEST, exposing sparking
wires and electronics, spraying green coolant.

Del running to him. Another SHOT striking him in the leg.

CAPTAIN
Hold your fire! Hold your fire!

Thomas loses control in his legs which crumple beneath him -
he falls to his knees just as Del reaches him.

She tries to hold him up, but he topples.

Thomas grabs her and shields her with his body as BULLETS
POUND INTO HIM. Round after pulverizing round. His body is
being ripped apart, sacrificing himself for her.

CAPTAIN

Yelling in futility for his men to:

CAPTAIN
Cease fire! Cease fire!
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But the shots keep coming.
THOMAS

GUNFIRE SMASHES into him. Looks up, grasping to stay alive...
Del clutches his fingers, squeezing them, trying to comfort
him. He tries to hold onto her hand but his grip’s weakening.

ALL SOUND FADES AWAY... except for a gentle breeze...

THOMAS'’S POV: Soldiers firing... Captain desperately trying
to stop it... Tears stream down Del’s face... A flock of
seagqgulls flying overhead...

THOMAS
Everything is going to change now.
It will be different. You’ll see.

DEL
No. Don’t leave me. Please... I
can’'t do this alone.

THOMAS
I know what it’s like to have a
soul. Everyone has a different one.
Mine was you.

He caresses the side of her face. She holds his hand there.
The fear leaves him, looking at Del with tenderness and love.

THOMAS
Thank you for loving me.

The last shot hits Thomas in the back of the head with a
burst of sparks - and takes his life...

Close on Thomas... as the light in his eyes slowly fades and
goes out.

The firing stops and Del is overcome by a sense of utter
despair. Holding him as tight as she can. She buries her face
beside his and weeps.

Captain walks up behind her, affected by what he’s witnessed.
His men gathering around. Staring at the tableau before them:
this human girl weeping over the death of a Mech.

And they lower their guns. Ashamed of what they’ve done. Of
what they have become.

Del kisses Thomas'’s lips, and then lets him go...

CAPTAIN
Del...
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Slowly she turns and faces him... her grief still trapped
inside her... Captain can see it in her eyes - he lost her.

Del stands and pushes past the soldiers who let her go,
watching as she walks away, alone.

Del walks past General without a glance. Captain stops ten
feet before General, staring straight at him.

As around them, Soldiers drop their rifles at the feet of
General as they pass, piling up before him.

CAPTAIN
The Mechs saved our planet. And we
killed them for it.

And then he too walks off, into a truck, and is driven away.
General looks down at the guns piled before him as a Soldier
steps up with a satcom radio.

SOLDIER
Sir. The U.N. is on the line.

General takes the headset. Listens. A moment.

GENERAL
Call off the EMPs.

The Soldier sparks a line on his radio, calling in to HQ.
WIDE ON THE BRIDGE

Thomas'’s body laid out, and the Soldiers and vehicles
departing. Overhead, attack ships head for base, and the city
grows quieter as the bombing runs and gunfire cease.

DEL (V.O0.)
Thomas was right. Everything was
changing.

EXT. CITY, VARIOUS - DAY

Days later. Rockets descending toward the hectic immigration
port. Shuttle traffic busy. Seething with all manner of human
immigrants, races and skin-colors.

Eyes bright with expectation and burning with impatience as
passport officers check their papers. Ready to start anew.
Ready to come home.

DEL (V.O0.)
Politics took over. United Nations
met with Mech representatives.
(MORE)
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DEL (V.0.) (CONT'D)
Deals were struck. New doctrines
and new emancipations. We would
learn to coexist. There was just
one planet, but many people.

Mech stand alongside the humans. Coexisting. Just like the
drawing Captain once held.

EXT. HOUSE, BACKYARD - DAY

Del on her knees, tending a small garden full of sunflowers.
She looks older now. A newfound strength within her.

As two SHADOWS falls over her. A beat, then:

VOICE (0.S.)
Del...

Del doesn’t turn at first. She gazes straight ahead. That
voice, it sounds so familiar...

She turns and looks at the MAN and WOMAN standing before her.
In the sunlight. They too look so familiar.

Slowly, Del rises and walks hesitantly towards them. She
doesn’t believe her very own eyes as memories hit her,
flooding back...

She feels their weathered faces and hands, their heartbeats.
Staring at them a beat... tears begin to spill from her eyes.

Her MOM and DAD gently embrace her. She wraps her arms around
them, falling into them.

DEL (V.O.)
Humankind left a dying world, only
to return years later to find that
life had been reborn in a different
form. One planet. One people.

As we stay on the sunflowers filling the frame...

FADE OUT.



