MEMORI ES OF CGREEN

Screenplay by Ho Lin



1. INT. ROOM DAY

FADE | N on a bare, nondescript room paint peeling off the bare
ceiling and walls. MOVE ACROSS the enpty floor, which is
conposed of war ped wood, violent scratches crisscrossing the
surf ace.

PAN to the only notable feature of the room an open w ndow.
A pool of dimgray light fromoutside floods in. Before the
wi ndow hang |ight, al nost transparent green curtains. Fresh
breezes are blowing in fromoutside and the curtains bill ow,
expandi ng and contracting as i f they are breathing, stretching
out tendrils.

As we drawcl oser to the wi ndowand t he curtai ns, the SOUNDTRACK
fades in: a collage of nuffled voices and sounds. It seens a
heat ed di scussion is taking place. Slowy, the volune rises.
Mxed in with the voices are the sounds of what night be a
scuffle, but like the voices, they are still too indistinct to
make out cl early. Unperturbed, the curtains continueto billow,
unsettling in their free and easy notion.

FADE TO
TI TLE CARD: MEMORI ES OF CGREEN
CAST
CREW

As the titles play out, the indistinct voices and sounds fade
awnay.

CUT TO
2. INT. BAR, N GHT

A bl ast of electronica takes over the soundtrack, as a gl ass
is slammed down on a table. There is atiny bit of liquor left
at the bottom buried underneath rattling ice cubes.

WALDEN, the man who has slamed down his drink, lets out a
satisfied sigh. He is a pleasant thirtysonething man,
confortably average and confortably drunk. W see the rest of
t he bar behi nd him sparsely decorated but cozy, bathed i n warm
[ ighting rem ni scent of fireglow Patrons ml| about in groups,
chatty but not overwhel mi ng. An OVERCOAT and SCARF hang on t he
chair behind WALDEN, and he is dressed in a winter sweater. On



the table is a bow of steam ng hot noodl es, and WALDEN at t acks
it with vigor.

WAL DEN
(sl urping)
You been to Suskino? Noodles there -- ten
times as good as these ...

WALDEN | ooks across the booth at the man he i s conversing with.
W see only the man's glass sitting on the table, half full,
the man's finger circling around the edge of it.

WALDEN ( CONT' D)
How | ong you in town?

THE MAN

Just a few days. For the ice festival.
WAL DEN

They still have it?

(beat)
Wl |l amen, brother.

Anot her gl ass has arrived at the table, and WALDEN rai ses it.
The two nen clink a toast.

WALDEN ( CONT' D)
Why | i ve soneone el se' s nenory when you can
l[ive it yourself? That's what | say.

WALDEN hol ds hi s hand out.

WALDEN ( CONT' D)
My nane's WAl den

The MAN t akes WALDEN s hand.

THE MAN
Li ke Thor eau.

WAL DEN
Thoreau? Oh sure. Yeah.

THE MAN
Thoreau. Wote Walden. | ndependent
travel er, thinker.

WALDEN



Oh. Never heard of him But | do travel

| was in East Asia a few nonths ago.
Suski no, Harbor Town? Go inland a few
hundred kiloneters, and you'll find a
tribe in the jungle. They've lived there
for thousands of years, stick to the old
traditions. While | was visiting they had
a nourning festival.

THE MAN
Mor ni ng?

WAL DEN

Mour ni ng. Li ke when soneone di es. For
three days after the burial they drink,
si ng, dance, tell stories about the person
who passed. Celebrating his nenory. And
when the three days are up, they go back
totheir normal |lives, and t he dead person
i s never spoken of again. They start from
scrat ch.

(beat)
That's the way to go. One last party, no
regrets, and you nove on, cycle begins
agai n.

WALDEN rai ses his glass for another toast. This tinme THE MAN
doesn't raise his.

THE MAN

You haven't been to Suski no.
WALDEN

Huh?
THE MAN

Look at your passport.

WALDEN
My pass ...? Huh, okay, fine.

Geni al, playing al ong, WALDEN t akes hi s passport out and starts
flipping through it.

WALDEN ( CONT' D)

That's the way it works, huh ... buy a guy
a fewdrinks, and he doesn't even believe
you when ...



The smil e | eaves WALDEN s face as he flips through his passport
at an acceleratedrate. It i s enpty, no signs of visas or custons
entry stanps -- just blank, pristine pages.

THE MAN
(matter-of -fact)
You have an appoi nt nent schedul ed for the
A M Come with ne.

WALDEN | ooks at the man, an inkling of understanding in his
w dened eyes.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
(al nost gentle)
Let's go.

WALDEN stares at THE MAN for a few nmonents, still dunbstruck.
Slowy, he rises fromhis chair.

WALDEN
| gotta -- | gotta take a piss.

WALDEN totters off towards the back of the bar. W finally see
t he face of THE MAN as WALDEN | eaves. Heis alsoinhisthirties,
but his face is an i npl acabl e mask and his manner is different
-- calm nmethodical, alert. THE MAN wat ches WALDEN di sappear
into the back. He | ooks at his watch, calculating tinmes and

di stances. He then | ooks over at the chair where WALDEN was

sitting. Hs coat is still there, but his scarf is gone.

THE MAN
Shit.

CUT TGO
3. EXT. QUTSIDE BAR, N GHT

THE MAN bursts through the back door of the bar, which |eads
out intoanalley. It isawnter night of deep bl ues and bl acks,
snow on the ground and caking the trash cans and ot her random
bits of debris that litter the street. Fresh flurries scatter
inthe air like dust. In the distance, festive holiday nusic
pl ays. WALDEN i s runni ng away down the all ey, his scarf crazily
bobbi ng behind him THE MAN gi ves chase.

WALDEN slips and falls hard to the pavenent. He scranbles to
his feet, his legs kicking alnost comcally. H's scarf has
fallen to the ground |ike spilled bl ood.



THE MAN i s gai ni ng ground qui ckly. I nhis hand he hol ds a weapon,
and he ainms it at the fleeing WALDEN.

WALDEN cuts abruptly around the corner and to the left, nearly
| osing his balance on the slick ground as he turns, and then
he is out of sight.

THE MAN curses under his breath and | aunches hinself into a
slide. H's nomentum and the slippery ground carry himon his
back, as if he is sledding, past the corner of the alley.

As THE MAN slides out WALDEN cones back into his view. He is
runni ng down the street, about twenty feet ahead.

THE MAN fires his weapon. Ahead, WALDEN tunbl es head-first to
t he pavenent, cabl es wapped tightly around his | egs, cutting
of f all novement.

THE MAN gets to his feet and approaches the prone WALDEN, who
is groaning in pain.

WALDEN
| didn't do anything ... | swear | didn't

THE MAN gets down on a knee and lays a firmhand on WALDEN s
shoul der. He has WALDEN s scarf in his hand, and he waps it
around WALDEN s neck.

THE MAN
| know.

CUT TGO
TI TLE ON BLACK: TUESDAY

CUT TGO
4. | NT., | NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER / VI EW NG ROOM

The | NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER i s an anti septi c wi ndowl ess roomw t h
a steel table, two chairs, and a screen nounted on the wall.
The nore confortabl e wood- panel ed VI EW NG ROOM has a two-way
mrror that faces the interrogati on chanber. The vi ewi ng room
contai ns a spacious conference table, a few unattended desks
and conputer nonitors, and a row of chairs in front of the
two-way mrror.



As t he scene begi ns, the | NTERROGATI ONCHAMBERis | it withdirty
fluorescent |ight, unoccupied, while the VIEWNG ROOM i s

cl oaked i n darkness. Slowy, the lights fade up in the VI EW NG
ROOM THE MANenters the frame, | ookingabit tired but ot herw se
rel axed. He sits in one of the chairs facing the | NTERROGATI ON
CHAMBER.

The DOORt o t he | NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER cl angs open and a SECURI TY
GQUARD escorts WALDEN i nto the room WALDEN is bl eary-eyed from
| ack of sleep, and wal ks with a stoop, as if he has aged a few
years within the past few hours.

The GUARD points at a chair for WALDEN to sit, and he does so.
The GUARD t hen departs. As he | eaves, BENNETT, a burly, neatly
dressed nman, passes himin the doorway and enters the room The
door slans shut om nously.

WALDEN, ill at ease, | ooks at BENNETT.

BENNETT pulls the other chair up to the table and sits down
across fromhim He is carrying sone files and | ays them out
efficiently.

BENNETT

(1 ooking up at WALDEN, just for

a nonent)
My name's Bennett.

(1 ooki ng down at paperwork

agai n)
You say you wer e i n Suski no for about a week
| ast sunmer. What did you enjoy about it?

WAL DEN

(slowly relaxing a bit as he

speaks)
The food, the tropical fruits. Never had
mango so fresh. Conpletely spoil ed ne. And
t he nosquitoes ... | never thought |'d m ss
nosqui toes, but | do. Just rem nds you of
ol der days. The tinme flew by out there.

BENNETT
(still |ooking at paperwork)
What did you have for lunch fifty-three
days ago?
WALDEN

(eyes furrowed, fl ustered)



um ...

BENNETT
"Il save tine. Fifty-three days ago you
were in Riverside on aroutineinspection.
| ndustrial repairs.
(1 ooki ng up at WALDEN)
Your job, correct?

WALDEN
Yes. ..

BENNETT
Yes. That day you ate at t he Di mSumHouse.
You renmenber what you had?

WAL DEN
(desul tory, defeated)
Usual ly... usually | have lotus | eaf rice
BENNETT

You don't renenber?
Agitated, WALDEN hal f-rises fromhis seat.

WAL DEN
Who can be expected to renenber that?

Wth a quick gesture, BENNETT signals for himto sit and cal m
down.

BENNETT
That's well put. No one would expect to
remenber. Which is nmy point. Certain
menories are residual. You can bypass the
hi ppocanpus, store information outside
t he declarative nmenory centers. But
free-floating sensations are soneti nes
strong enough to i nprint thensel ves. Like
t he mango and t he nobsquit oes.

WALDEN sags back to his seat.

WALDEN
| went to Suskino. | would know if the
menori es were sonmeone el se's.

BENNETT



Woul d you, though? I dentifying factors can
be subtracted. Anything that confirns who
t he person having the nenory is. Then
you're left with nothing but enotions,
random experiences. And once a nmenory is
absorbed by a host, it's altered,
fundamental ly. Youtwi st it tofit who you
are, your history, your personality. The
human brain is a remarkably adaptabl e
organi sm Let ne show you sonet hi ng.

BENNETT has a control in his hand. He presses a button, and the
lights in the | NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER di m The screen on t he wal |
lights up. Scenes are playing out in flashes, froma
first-person perspective: the inside of a hotel room a gl ass
of beer as it is raised to the lips, streets at night as seen
froma novi ng bus, the sight of the cl ouds outside ajet w ndow,
an isolated sunlit beach

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
Menori es of your Suskino trip. Hotel room
the places you visited. Notice anything
m ssi ng?

WALDEN stares at the screen, nute.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
We never see your face. Never a single
m rror shot. No menory of using a passport
or ID. No credit or debit card.

WALDEN
Stuff not worth renmenberi ng.

On the screen, the scene has shifted back to the HOTEL ROOM
The person is watching television, and in a burst of boredom
switches off the screen. The image is frozen.

BENNETT
Take a good | ook.

Thereisareflectioninthe deactivatedtel evisionscreen, very
faint, barely visible: it is the person who has been wat chi ng
TV. The reflection is enlarged, cleaned up with a variety of
calibrations until it is clear enough to deci pher: adistinctly
Asi an face.

WALDEN | ooks at the inmage in horror.



BENNETT ( CONT' D)
You know this nman?

WALDEN
Fong.

BENNETT
You nmet himon one of your inspection
trips. Had a few drinks with him Two
nont hs ago. Passed out in his apartnent.
Whi ch is when we suspect --

WALDEN
Yes ...

BENNETT
Qur case concerns M. Fong.

BENNETT di gs out an el ectroni c tabl et fromthe pil e of paperwork
and pushes it at WALDEN

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
This is a wai ver, giving us perm ssion for
further probing. The process is safe, and
you are fully protected in case of
acci dent s.

WALDEN
(gall ows smle)
| f somet hi ng went wrong, would | renenber
to sue you?

BENNETT
You can give yoursel f perm ssion
beforehand. It'Il be all right, M.
Wal den. Thunbprint that and you' Il be hone
by the end of the day.

WALDEN | ooks at the sheet infront of him then | ooks at BENNETT,
who i s professional, unreadable.

Resi gned, WALDEN presses his thunb to the tablet. W hear an
affirmati ve beep.

BENNETT stands to | eave.
BENNETT ( CONT' D)

You'l | be escorted out in a m nute. Thanks
for your cooperation.
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VAL DEN
Wait. Can you ... take it out? Wat's not
m ne?

BENNETT
(after a pause)
Sorry. Everyone's mnd is unique.
Extraction woul d cause nore damage.

WALDEN
Then ... what's going to happen to ne?

BENNETT
Not hi ng. Good-bye, M. Wl den.

BENNETT exits the room WALDEN wat ches hi m| eave, then buries
his head in his hands.

THE MAN wat ches from behind the two-way mrror, benused.

The DOOR to the VI EW NG ROOM opens and BENNETT enters, al ong
wi th PRENTI SS, a gaunt man dressedinatrimsuit. BENNETT grabs
a seat al ongsi de THE MAN whi | e PRENTI SS st ands at a renove from
the two of them his gaze focused on WALDEN t hr ough t he t wo- way
mrror.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
(to THE MAN)
What do you think?

THE MAN
Cl assic free agent.

BENNETT
Yep. Anyone who's never experienced a
menory i npl ant before | acks the cognitive
tools to interpret an illegal hack. Easy
pi ckings for fol ks |ike Fong.

THE MAN

It does bring up the question ..
BENNETT

Yes?
THE MAN

When he was trying to escape, was it him
or was it Fong?
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BENNETT
The psychol ogi sts and phil osophers can
fight that one out.

THE MAN
You think you have enough?
BENNETT
Prentiss?
PRENTI SS
(diffident)
There's alimt to howfar we can di g. But
we'll find it.

(i ndi cati ng WALDEN, who is still
slunped at the table in the
| NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER)
| f those nenories are irretrievabl e, Fong
woul dn't have gone to the troubl e of
transferring them then w ping his own

m nd.
THE MAN

| thought that was inpossible.
BENNETT

Not i nmpossi bl e. Just not advisabl e.

(beat)
Shoddy j ob, he burned out a fewcircuits.
Now he can't go twenty seconds w t hout
dr ool i ng.

I n t he | NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER, the SECURI TY GUARD has r et ur ned
and WALDEN is being led off. As he wal ks away his head turns
towards the two-way mrror, as if he can see beyond it, and his
eyes lock with THE MAN s for a nonent.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
Poor guy. Sone hella bad nightmares in his
future

Wth an al nost inaudi ble sigh, THE MAN stands to | eave.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
Thanks for the help, as always. 'l cal
i f another extradition request cones in?

THE MAN

12



Sur e.

BENNETT
Hey, say hi to Friday if you see her. Tell
her the Departnent m sses her

THE MAN
(tonel essly)
She's in no condition to be m ssed.

He wal ks out of the room | eaving BENNETT and PRENTI SS behi nd
to stare at the screen in the | NTERROGATI ON CHAMBER. Shar ds of
WALDEN s nenories are still playing out on the screen, and we
have arrived at the noment at which he is neeting with THE MAN
in the bar. W see THE MAN s face fill the frane.

CUT TGO
5. EXT. THE STREETS OF THE CAPI TAL, LATE AFTERNOON

THE MAN i s riding a conveyance hone. The sun is fast setting,
and it burns deep orange through the snpg, casting everything
inaninpressionisticglow The boul evards are wi de and soari ng,
yet jamred with cars and transports of every description. Above
the streets, skyscrapers and office buildings are spread out
as far as the eye can see, but the city has been pl anned out
so there are yawni ng spaces between the buildings. In their

i solation, they seemdistant, |onely.

Fai nt onthe soundtrack is al ocal radi otransm ssion, the voi ce
fuzzy yet soot hing.

RADI O

UV forecast for tonorrow, i ndex of 9. West
Bay reports chemcal fireinsections 4 and
5, all comuters are advised to change
routes accordingly. Tide watch in effect
for full noonin East Asi a, expected hei ght
plus of fifteen neters, with scattered
nonsoons in Matsu and Green |sland.
Forecast for Quter RRmis for three tines
normal precip through end of the week.
That's why we call it the Quter RRm eh?

THE MAN observes t he sprawl through hi s wi ndow, | ost i n thought.

CUT TGO
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6. INT. LOBBY OF THE MAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG LATE AFTERNOON

THE MAN ent er s t hrough the t hreshol d of his apartnent buil di ng.
He pauses for a nonent as built-in fans in the floor power to
life. He holds his arns akinmbo, spinning slowy in place, his
eyes closed as the wwnd fromthe fans blows away all the
accunul ated dust on his body.

CUT TGO
7. INT. THE MAN S APARTMENT, LATE AFTERNOON

THE MAN s apartnment is aloft-1ike space, with angl ed wal | s and
ceilings and little standard furniture apart froma bed, sone
chairs, a kitchen al cove, a desk. The hi gh gl ass wi ndows | ook
out onto an urban panorama of skyscrapers and towers. Video
nmonitors are scatteredt hroughout the room ranginginsizefrom
afewinches toawde-screen nonitor inthe center of the room
Al the nonitors are playing different scenes, different
environments, all fromafirst-person perspective: wal ki ng down
wooded trails, engaging in conversation with friends, even
getting close to a lover's face. The sound has been turned on
low for all the nonitors, reduced to background hum

THE MAN sits on a couch, nursing a drink. In front of himon
the table is a nondescript nonitor. Onscreen is a wonan
scrutinizing herself in a mrror. In a playful nood, she is
pursing her lips, making funny faces. This is FRIDAY. In the
reflection of the mirror we see a cozy apartnent |iving room
m | es away in appearance and feel from THE MAN s. The entire
scene i s bathed in a pleasant, veil-like anbience, as if it is
bei ng viewed through a |ight fog.

THE MAN takes a long, painful sip of his drink, and pushes a
few buttons on the nmonitor to i ncrease the sound. Now we can
hear FRI DAY as she speaks.

During the foll ow ng sequence on the nonitor, THE MAN sl owy
stands and wal ks t o t he wi ndows over | ooki ng the city, observing
his owmn dimreflection in the window as he finishes the | ast
of his drink. He stares intently at the reflection, lost in
t hought .

FRI DAY
Hurry up, wllya?

THE MAN
(of f-canera)
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One sec. Bennett on the horn.

FRI DAY
| s he ny boss or yours? Jesus ..

FRI DAY hol ds up a container that is shaped | i ke a tine-rel ease
cold capsule, as big as a rock in her hand.

FRI DAY ( CONT' D)
Want sone?

THE MAN appears in the mrror's reflection, standing behind
FRI DAY.

THE MAN
No thanks. | like staying clear.
FRI DAY

Unli ke the rest of us.

THE MAN noves i n, his head hovering over her shoul der, the both
of themlooking into the mrror.

THE MAN
You | ook good.

FRI DAY
VWho does?

THE MAN says sonet hi ng el se, but at that nonent t he screen fuzzes
up for a nonment, the words unintelligible, a hiccup of faulty
menory, sonmething |lost. They both smle.

CUT TGO
8. INT. THE MAN S APARTMENT, LATER THAT EVEN NG

The chime of a communications receiver builds in volunme and

intensity. THE MAN i s asl eep on a couch, his enpty drink gl ass
cradl ed to his stomach, the apartnent |ights dimed | ow. As t he
sound of the receiver grows |ouder, he stirs, opens his eyes

groggily.

THE MAN
VWha . ..

An | NTRUDER s face | oons over THE MAN s. It is ASOKA, an ol der
man wi t h grayi ng hair and an unshaven face, dark bags under his
eyes. He may have been a mlitary man once, or sonething nore
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sinister, but nowhe's roly-poly, abit past his prine. He does
not nove, does not speak, and yet there is sonething unsteady
about his manner.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
(shocked awake)
Jesus!

ASCKA, still nmute, nerely | ooks at THE MAN, meki ng sure he has
his attention. A portable nmonitor is in his hands, hovering a
foot away from THE MAN s face. The nonitor clicks to life in
full color to reveal a man who seens to be about THE MAN s age,
but with thinning hair, sallow cheeks, an overall air of
fragility. Adevicethat resenbl es a bl uetooth receiver sprouts
fromhis right ear.

SANDERSON
How s the boy?
THE MAN
Sanderson... Wat the hell?
SANDERSON
Sorry, sorry. Couldn't go public on the
line. I woke you?
THE MAN
(to ASCKA)

How t he hell did you get in here?
ASCKA continues to stare at THE MAN, i npassive.

SANDERSON
Pl ease pardon Asoka. A d habits die hard.
He probably saw your entry systemas a
chal | enge.

THE MAN
Not rmuch of one, apparently. Wat's up?

SANDERSON
A favor to ask

THE MAN
That's rare, comng fromyou

SANDERSON
Can you drop by? Asoka wi || drive you over.
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THE MAN
Now?

SANDERSON
It's delicate. See you soon?

The noni tor wi nks of f, and ASOKA tucks it in under his arm THE
MAN juts his jaw in puzzlenment and curiosity.

THE MAN
(to ASCKA)
Want a dri nk?

ASOKA t akes a step to the side, allowi ng THE MAN roomto clinb
to his feet. He remains silent.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
No, course not. Deaf-mute in a previous
life?

The faintest hint of a snmle crosses ASOKA' s face, and he hol ds
his hand out to the side, gesturing for THE MAN to get a nove
on.

CUT TGO
9. EXT. SANDERSON S HOME, NI GHT.

Alight rainis falling, thew nd whippingupafrenzy as ASOKA' s
transport pulls up in front of SANDERSON s hone. The

nei ghborhood i s quiet, enpty, solitary streetlanps descri bi ng
sharp arcs on the sidewalk. It is a far cry from THE MAN s
bustling urban environnent back home. SANDERSON s two-story
house is a throwback to an earlier era, with Victorian
construction, an angled roof, bay wi ndows, a long flight of
steps up fromthe street, and a tastefully worn-down feeling.
A single light burns fromthe second-story w ndow.

ASCOKA opens the door for THE MAN and escorts himto the front
door of the house.

CUT TO
10. I NT. SANDERSON S HOVE, NI GHT.

The interior of SANDERSON s honme is in stark oppositionto the
exterior -- cool, spartan, spacious, furnished with antique
statues and furniture. The effect is like being in a nuseum
The walls seemto tower above the two nen, and high |anps in
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the ceiling cast dusky light. The two nmen wal k across wood
flooring, their feet eliciting satisfying sharp taps with each
step as they clinb the stairs.

CUT TGO
11. I NT. SANDERSON S STUDY, NI GHT.

The door to SANDERSON s study yawns open. SANDERSON sits in a
wheel chair facing away fromthe door, towards a nassive
bookshel f that takes upthe entire far wall. The shelf i s packed
w th books and vi deos of every description. At one corner of
the rooma snmal| desk has been set up, a single nonitor perched
atop it. This is the communi cation recei ver SANDERSON used to
call THE MAN

SANDERSON i s absorbed i n readi ng sonet hi ng.

SANDERSON
(readi ng al oud)
"I would fain wite to you now by broad
daylight, and report to you sone of ny
life, suchasitis, andrecall youto your
l[ife, which is not always |lived by you,
even in daylight

THE MAN wal ks t owar ds SANDERSON sl owm y as SANDERSON conti nues
to read.

SANDERSON ( CONT' D)
"Are you awake? Are you aware what an
ever-glorious norning this is? Wiat | ong
expect ed never to be repeat ed opportunity
isnowofferedto get |ife and know edge?"

THE MAN
"1l take a little know edge.

SANDERSON shut s t he book cl osed theatrically and wheel s ar ound
in place to face THE MAN. There is a spark in his eyes, but
sadness seens to be hangi ng over him

SANDERSON opens a cigarette case and offers one.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
No t hanks.

SANDERSON
They' re good for you.
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THE MAN
That's why | don't snoke them

SANDERSON shrugs and lights his own cigarette. He exhal es
generous plumnes that rise up anong t he books on t he shel f, Iined
toward the ceiling

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
Still in antiques, | see.

SANDERSON
There are those who want the real things,
to touch them snell them see themwth
their own eyes. You might call them
fetishists.

THE MAN
How are the | egs?

SANDERSON
Bad as ever. Wat a world, huh? It's
illegal to crack open ny spine and fix it,
but it's legal to stick fiberoptics and
Wi rel ess data processors into ny brain..

SANDERSON t aps at the bluetooth-type device attached to his
right ear.

SANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Voices in ny head, all day long. Data
buzz-buzz-buzzing in ny ear, |ike bees.

ASOKA has pulled up a chair, and THE MAN sits in it.

SANDERSON ( CONT' D)
And you're still bounty hunting -- | nean,
i nvestigating. Sorry. Takes a steady,
objective mnd to do that. Free from al
encunbrances. Still a free agent? Never an
i npl ant ? Never a downl oad?

THE MAN
Nope.

SANDERSON
The few and the proud. One nonent.

SANDERSON reaches up to the device by his ear and pushes a
button. Thereis afaint little whine as the devi ce shuts down.
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SANDERSON cl oses his eyes for a nonent, reorienting hinself as
the data streaminside his head fades away. Then he opens his
eyes agai n.

SANDERSON ( CONT' D)
We're private now. Lira is m ssing.

THE MAN
Lira?

SANDERSON
You haven't net her. She's wonderful, just
wonderful. Puts up with a lot froma
cripple like nme. For the noney, you're
t hi nki ng, sure, sure, she knows |'mri ch,
but there are plenty of rich anbul atory nmen
inthis world. She indulges ne, and |
i ndul ge her. That's where the current
problemlies.

THE MAN gazes at SANDERSON, patient, awaiting the expl anati on.
SANDERSON chuckl es softly at the dramati c pause, and conti nues.

SANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Lira's aninplant junkie. dinbto the top
of K2. Sail the oceans blue -- when they
used t o be bl ue. Ri de horseback t hrough t he
Gobi Desert. Visit the polar ice caps. So
every week she pays her littlevisit tothe
menory archivist at the Bellbottom Gets
a fresh shot of soneone's fabul ous
experience. Just enough for a little
pi ck- me-up, maybe a few m nutes from
soneone's life. One week it's |ike
adrenal i ne, another it's sad and
beautiful, another it's the warnest Kkind
of happi ness. You know how it goes.

THE NMAN
| know.

SANDERSON
This is her way of doing things she can't
do with me. That's fine, when she's with
me we have a good tine, she's good i n bed.
That's what matters.

THE MAN
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But somet hi ng happened.

SANDERSON
(si ghing)

The wong crowd. Joylining. Unsanctioned
experiences. Getting high w thout needing
to shoot up. Unprotected sex with a video
idol. Soldier inthejungle, tracersinthe
ni ght, bodies bl own apart left and right.
Extrenme stuff. Pulse accelerators.
Boot | egs.

SANDERSON pauses againto light afreshcigarette. Heis grow ng
nor e sol emn.

SANDERSON ( CONT' D)
Three nights ago she called ne, from
sonewhere in the Ad Town. She was
i ncoherent -- not herself.

SANDERSON swi t ches on the nonitor. The video signal is snowy,
taken in a darkened environment. LIRA's right eye is close up
to the canmera, blurry and dilated. Music thuds loudly in the
background, severe drum and-bass that escapes the nonitor's

ti ny speakers in thunping bursts of feedback. I nthe |l ower right
corner is a tine stanp: 3:00:00 a. m

LI RA

(hal f-shouting, half-nmunbling)
Hel | 0? Hel | 0? Who are -- who is this? Wy
do | have --

(rmuttering sonething

i ncoherent)
Joyliner. Mercutio. |I shoul d be somewhere
el se. Forest. In the gray forest. | grew
up inthe Far East. In soneone el se's bed.
Col d days, the sun at an angl e. Pl ayground
bars, all rusted, ny hands carrying rust
home with them

SANDERSON
(interjecting)
She was born here. Never been to the Far
East .

LI RA
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No, wait. It was once cal |l ed Scandanavi a.
Days as bl ack as nights. That's where the
silk trail picks up.

LIRA starts talking in an unknown foreign | anguage, a fast

stream of

gi bberish that sounds |ike a possession. Then she

pauses, her eye blinking rapidly at the canera.

LI RA ( CONT' D)
Hel p ne. Hel p ne.

The transm ssi on ends.

SANDERSON

SANDERSON
She hasn't been heard fromor seen since.
Your take?

THE MAN
| dentity breakdown. Happens with faulty
i mpl ants. Joyliner gets sloppy, accesses
the wong nenory center, sets off
fireworks. You notify the police?

SANDERSON
(scof fing)
VWhat's the penalty for illegal inplants?
Twenty years, at |east? They find her,
they' Il know i nmedi ately. No.

THE MAN
This message all we have to go on?

SANDERSON
Any of it make sense to you? Mercutio?
Scandanavi a? My own data search, zero
| eads.

THE MAN
(doubt ful l'y)
Doesn't sound fanmliar.

SANDERSON
But you know where to | ook.

hunches forward in his wheel chair, nore urgent.
SANDERSON ( CONT' D)

| don't have long, you know. This
degeneration will continue until nmy |ungs
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seize up and ny brain | oses oxygen, and
then it's death, or hooked up to

respirators the rest of my life. |I'mnot
| ooking forwardtoeither. But Lira... she
has along life ahead. | want that for her.
| have to get her back. You understand?

THE MAN
Bypassing official channels could
conprom se ne.

SANDERSON
Reward wi | | be comensurate with the risk.
What ever you want. Can you hel p ne?

THE MAN
(after a pause)
"Il be in touch.

SANDERSON
Thank you.

He grips THE MAN s hand in a warm shake.

THE MAN
One question. If | find her, and she's ...

SANDERSON
(deep breath)
Just bring her back. Pl ease.

The two nen stare sonberly at each ot her

CUT TO
TI TLE ON BLACK: WEDNESDAY

CUT TGO
12. I NT. UNDERGROUND CAVERNS, DAWN

THE MAN nakes his way through a seem ngly endl ess corridor

cranmed wi th shops, vendors | ayi ng their wares out on the fl oor
for all to see, people swarmng in every direction |like bees
seeking to flee a hive. Mdst have receivers plugged in their
ears, nouthing silent conversations as they converse with

ot hers over the stream People do not so nuch pass each ot her
as they take specific paths that others nust avoid. Signs and
video screens are garishly it with adverti senents and news.
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Against this electronic flow, THE MAN seens sinpl e, al nost
priest-like, dressed in an overcoat and | acki ng any external
devi ces.

Al ong the side of the corridor, LEE, a slimAsian nan dressed
in ajaunty cap and sungl asses, waits, making a great show of
doi ng not hi ng. THE MAN wal ks by and wi t hout a word, LEE foll ows
hi m

CUT TO
13. ALLEY I N THE CAPI TAL, DAY

The two nen are standing in an alley, the gilded flanks of
bui | di ngs towering above them The asphalt beneath their feet
is chewed up, small puddles | eft over fromthe stormthe night
before. It i s an oppressive day, the di stant sky above a single
shade of gray.

LEE is snoking a cigarette. He offers a fresh one to THE MAN.

THE MAN
Don't snoke.

LEE
It's not a cig, it's a chem conmpound.
Enhances nenory enjoynent.

THE MAN
Don't need it.

LEE
Friday buys themall the time. That's what
you're here for, right? Doing her
shoppi ng?

THE MAN
No.

LEE casts a nervous gl ance around them

LEE
Then what ?

THE MAN
Mercuti o.

LEE
OCh nman ... Mercutio?

24



THE MAN
VWhat is it?

LEE
Not what, who. Joyrider. Wrks both sides
of the river. He's open-m nded that way.

THE MAN
VWhere can | find hin®

LEE
(snorting)
The penal code states that any
acknow edged contact with a joyrider
results in ajail sentence of at |east --

LEE pauses, sees that THE MAN won't take no for an answer.

LEE ( CONT' D)
Doubl e Happi ness Cat hedral .

THE MAN
The Doubl e Happi ness?

LEE
Yeah, as in tal ked about but nonexi stent.
District 14. The Warrick buil ding. Ei ghth
floor. He holes up there in daylight.

THE MAN
The word "Scandanavi a" nean anything to
you?

LEE shakes his head. He is getting inpatient.

LEE
Are you gonna purchase anything? I f not --

THE MAN
How oft en does Friday see you?

LEE
Three ti mes a week, for the past two years.
Train tinetable.

THE MAN
And you sell her chem conpounds.

LEE
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Only the best for her. She's a ni ce wonan.

THE MAN
And you're a nice seller

LEE
| take ny responsibilities seriously.

THE MAN grabs LEE by the collar and shoves hi magai nst a wal l.
LEE | oses hi s bal ance and tunbl es awkwardly to the ground, his
body getting wet and slinmy fromthe puddl es.

THE MAN
You're going to m ss your next appoi nt ment
with her. In fact, you' re going to be
downri ght negligent in your dealings with
her from now on. Savvy?

LEE
(sputtering, with bravado)
Fine! Fine! All you had to do was ask!

LEE struggles to get up, but THE MAN shoves hi m down agai n.

THE MAN
|"ma believer in nmenmory inprinting.

THE MAN wal ks out of the alley, | eaving LEEin a prone position
LEE curses under his breath and shakes his head.

LEE
What's with you, man?

CUT TGO
14. EXT. QUTSI DE THE WARRI CK BUI LDI NG DAY

The buil ding is part of afacel ess of fice bl ock, every perfectly
proporti oned wi ndowt he sane si ze and di nensi ons as every ot her
wi ndow, the clouds reflecting off themlike fragnents of a
dream THE MAN stands before it, | ooking up apprehensively at
the structure, then wal ks in.

CUT TO
15. INT. THE CATHEDRAL, MNAI N HALLWAY

The main hallway of the CATHEDRAL is decorated wth a single
bei ge carpet. The walls are pai nted bl ank white. Several doors
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are on each si de of the hall way. THE MAN wal ks past each of t hem
noting the neat brass plates next to each door. He cones upon
a plate that reads: TRANSCENDENTAL, LTD. He opens the door and
wal ks t hrough.

CUT TO
16. I NT. THE CATHEDRAL, RECEPTI ON AREA

The reception area i s equi pped with a desk, several abstract,
vaguel y corporate paintings, and a couch for waiting visitors.
A chi pper femal e RECEPTI ONI ST nods hello to him

RECEPTI ONI ST
Good norning to you!

THE MAN
Mercuti o recommended ne.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Mercutio! O course. Mdday neditation
wi |l be finished shortly. Have a seat, and
"Il fetch the afternoon programand sone
forms for you. Don't worry, we don't ask
for nmoney or your soul.

(beat)

That was a j oke.

THE MAN
M1 hmm

RECEPTI ONI ST
"1l be right back.

The RECEPTI ONI ST bust| es of f. THE MAN | eans forward t o make sure
she i s out of sight, and t hen wal ks behi nd her desk. Her conputer
screen displays a |l ayout for several roons in the office. THE
MAN s attention focuses on "Communal Room 8." A sinple |ine
di agram shows a circular roomwi th a | arge w aparound screen
on the walls. In the center of the roomare eight chairs,
arrangedinacircle, facing outward. On each chair i s a person's
name. "Mercutio"” is listed on chair 3.

THE MAN | eaves t he RECEPTI ON AREA. He finds hinsel f in another
hal | way, doors | abeled with brass plates as before. He hurries
down t he hal | way, | ooki ng at t he doors until hefinds the correct
one: COMMUNAL ROOM 8. He pushes through the doors.
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CUT TGO
17. I NT. COVMUNAL ROOM 8, THE CATHEDRAL

Communal room 8 is wi ndow ess and featurel ess save for the
wr aparound screen. On the screen is a scene of a sunlit |ake
surrounded by oak trees, the surface of the water conpletely
still. Asloww nd whi stles through, and the | eaves of the trees
shudder with its passing. The sky is a perfect blue, and the
only sounds besides the wind are of distant birds and buzzi ng
ci cadas.

In the center of the roomare eight chairs facing outward. In
each chair a person sits, dressed in casual clothes. Their eyes
are closed, and all of themsit erect in perfect posture. Snall
el ectrodes are connected to their tenples, and thick collars
sprouting connecting wires are cuffed around their necks.

As one, the eight people stretch their arnms upward, taking in
the scene around them As one, they let out a |lazy, contented
yawn.

On the screen, a YOUNG GRL in a swinmng suit is facing the
group, giggling and enjoying her freedomin the sun.

THE GROUP
(1 aughi ng as one)
Careful! Don't go out too far

The YOUNG G RL sticks her tongue out at them and with an
energetic bound she throws herself into the | ake, destroying
the placid surface wth a spl ash.

The GROUP shake their heads as one, enjoying the child's
brazenness. Their faces wear identical smles of pure
cont ent ment .

THE MAN scans the chairs until he |l ands on #3: MERCUTI O. MERCUTI O
is ayoung man, dressed in casual clothes, unshaven. Ri ght now
he is laughing along with the others, an unguarded | augh.

THE MAN wal ks up to MERCUTI O who is still in the mdst of his
| augh with the rest of the group. Wth two qui ck novenents, THE
MAN ri ps the el ectrodes of f MERCUTI O s head and t he col | ar away
fromhis neck. MERCUTI O s laugh is cut off, and his eyes open
to | ook at THE MAN unseei ngly, disoriented, even as the others
continue |l aughing in unison.
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MVERCUTI O

Wha- - ?
THE MAN
(harsh whi sper)
Conme on.

THE MAN pul I s MERCUTI O out of his seat and drags hi mout of the
room Onscreen, the GRL's head i s bobbi ng above the water and
she shoots a smle at the remaining worshippers.

CUT TO
18. I NT. BATHROOM THE CATHEDRAL

THE MAN shoves MERCUTI Ointo the bathroom It is aroony, cleanly
mai nt ai ned space, with nunerous sinks and | arge wi ndows t hat
give the inpression that the roomis nore spacious thanit is.

MERCUTI O stunbl es into the wall, sinks down a bit until he sits
atop a urinal. He still wears the beatific smle fromback in
t he communal room

MERCUTI O
You don't appreciate it, do you, brother?

THE MAN
Appr eci at e what ?

MERCUTI O
The communi on. Sharing t he sane experi ence
with others in real tinme, know ng you're
all feeling the sane thing, responding to

it, unified by it ... it's like finding

God.
THE MAN

s that what you did to Lira?
MERCUTI O

(not Iistening)
In this world you're alone ... locked in
your head.
THE MAN plugs up a sink and starts filling it with water.

THE MAN

(slowy, insinuatingly)
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"I talk of dreans; which are the children
of anidl e brain, begot of nothing but vain
fantasy; which is as thin of substance as
the air."

MERCUTI O
What ?

THE MAN
Shakespeare. You shoul d know.

THE MAN grabs hold of MERCUTI O s head and dunks it in the
hal f-full sink. MERCUTIO struggles a bit, gargling. THE MAN
pul I s MERCUTI O s head out.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
Back on Pl anet Earth yet?

MERCUTI O
(gaspi ng) _
Everything el se drives us apart, brother
Here we're brought together

THE MAN dunks hi mi nthe sink again for afewnonents. MERCUTI O s
arns flail and his body jerks in place.

THE MAN pul | s hi mout agai n and MERCUTI O col | apses on t he fl oor,
sputtering water. THE MAN drags himup to a sitting position
and thrusts a handhel d device before his eyes. On it is a
phot ograph of LI RA.

THE MAN
Two choices. You tell me here and now, or
we pay a visit to Dr. Prentiss. And after
he's through, I'll have what | need, and
you' |l | have the urge to puke for about two
days, which is howlong it takes for the
side effects to wear off.

MERCUTI O
(his tone growi ng coarse as he
fades back to nornmal cy)
Yeah | know her. That a crine?

THE MAN
Joylining is. Wien did you see her last?

MVERCUTI O
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Three nights ago. Wanted fresh stuff. |
suggested a friend on t he ot her side of the
river.

THE MAN
H s handl e?

MERCUTI O
Babar. No address, hedrifts around -- |i ke
the wind ...

THE MAN
How do | connect?

MERCUTI O
You don't. He's selective.

THE MAN
Then you connect. Tell himtonight,
twenty-three hundred. In the cataconbs.
"' myour client.

MERCUTI O
| can't do that. My reputation --

THE MAN
"Scandanavi a." "Si |l k Road." Mean anyt hi ng
to you?

MERCUTI O

Points on a map. Decades ago. Bet you
they' re worth somet hi ng.

THE MAN
How?

MERCUTI O
Anything that's gone is worth sonet hi ng.
If you get it in here --

MERCUTI O points theatrically to his head.

MERCUTI O ( CONT' D)
That's the other way you get to God. You
know everything that's ever been known,
feel everything that's ever been felt.
Lira knows. Li ke snowfl akes, every single
one is different.
(beat)
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| " ve heard about you. Phot ographi c nenory?

THE MAN
Yes.

MERCUTI O
So you know -- personal perception, the
details sonme of us see and others don't.
Still, you and | have a conversation, we

each remenber it differently. But what if
we conbi ne al | that? Omi pot ence, brother.

A nonentary cl oud passes over THE MAN s face. W hear voices
as he recalls an episode:

THE MAN
(voi ce over)
You | ook good.

FRI DAY
(voi ce over)
Who does?

CUT TGO
19. INT. FRIDAY'S APARTMENT, NI GHT

It is the sane scene we sawearlier on the nonitor at THE MAN s
apartnent, only this tine we are watching through his eyes.

FRI DAY sits in front of him her back to him facing the mrror
whi ch faces him She |ooks at himin the mrror's reflection.

THE MAN
You do.
FRI DAY
| don't. It's the other one who | ooks good.
THE MAN
Who?
FRI DAY
The ot her one. The one who' s not here ri ght
now.
THE MAN

You're here. You're always here.

FRI DAY
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Not me. The ot her.

THE MAN
St op that.

FRI DAY
Just the facts. Sonetines |'m here,
sonetinmes she is, sonetinmes it's sonmeone
el se. On and on.

THE MAN
Stop thinking I'i ke that. You're occupying
t hi s space. You'retal kingtone. You, you,
you.

FRI DAY
Thi s?

FRI DAY pl ucks at her own bare arns.

FRI DAY ( CONT' D)
A sleeve. A shell. Acirculatory system
a bundl e of nerves. But the head? The soul ?
Mul titudes. Al of them singing in one

pl ace.
THE MAN
You shoul d cut back on the conpounds.
FRI DAY
(smling)
I"'mfine. | pontificate. Therefore | am
THE MAN

Just renenber that.
FRI DAY turns to face THE MAN, her sml e sonehow vacant.

FRI DAY
|"mnot |ike you. | don't renenber
everyt hi ng.

CUT TO
20. I NT. BATHROOM THE CATHEDRAL
MERCUTI Ois still sitting, conposure regai ned, faci ng THE MAN.
MERCUTI O
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| see you under st and.

THE MAN
Toni ght. Twenty-three hundred.
MERCUTI O
(chuckl i ng)
"Sonme consequence, yet hanging in the

stars,
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date
Wth this night's revels.”
(beat)
| do read ny Shakespeare.

Wt hout a word, THE MAN exi ts t he BATHROOM MERCUTI Ol aughs sone
nor e, hol di ng hi s hand before his face, asif not quite believing
it is there.

CUT TGO
21. | NT. UNDERGROUND CAVERNS, LATE AFTERNOON.
The corridor is still bustling with humanity, and LEE wi nds hi s
way through the crowds, carrying a satchel, in a hurry.

CUT TO

22. | NT. BAZAAR, UNDERGROUND CAVERNS, LATE AFTERNOON

Thi s spaceis crowdedw thindividual silk andclothesretailers
that are set up in individual stores not nuch bigger than
bedroons, reans of curtain-like fabric fl owi ng everywhere. LEE
stands in a corner of one of the stores, waiting.

A hi gh-school age KIDw th a cl ose-shaven head, dressed in dark
colors that only accentuate his aggressi veness, wal ks into the
store, popping gumin his nmouth. He sees LEE and approaches,
the two nen exchangi ng nods in greeting.

THE KI D

How about a sal e?
LEE
(scoffing)

What do you have? Menage trois? Drug use?
Grand theft? Have "emall.

THE KI D
Bur ma- Chi nese border. August 2012.
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LEE
| don't buy second gen.

THE KI D

This is good second gen. Assimlated in
real tinme fromthe original source.
Mercenaries hiding out in Mitkyina.

(slowy becom ng rapt)
In the norning, when the mst rolls in,
that's when you nove. Plenty of jade
mer chants passing through, on the way to
Kunm ng. Sinple fol ks, no weapons, just
travelinginlarge nunbers, they're al ways
thinking there's safety in nunbers. The
jadeisn't eventhat val uabl e, we just want
practice. Some wait in the trees. Sentry,
i ke birds. They pick themoff withrifles,
i ke |l owhanging fruit. | prefer to get up
cl ose. Shave ny head, put on nonk robes,
approach withalittle bow Then grab with
the |l eft hand, pal macross t he nout h, t hunb
smashes down on the nose, because anyone
who gets hit in the nose is disoriented
just |long enough ...

LEE
(uneasy, backing away a bit)
kay, fine ...
THE KI D
You play tenni s? Eastern or western grip?
LEE
Huh?
THE KI D
That's what it cones down to, when you use
the knife.

THE KID holds up a knife before LEE s face and denonstr at es.

THE KI D ( CONT' D)
Your grip determ nes your notion. | prefer
western style nyself. | like to get up
behi nd a subject. Forget |ooking at his
eyes, you know all you need to know by t he
feel of the body, the tension of it.
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LEE
(hoar se)
What do you want ?

W th a sudden, professional novenent, THE KI D sl i des behi nd LEE
and cl asps his left hand over LEE s nouth and nose. Hi s right
hand holds the knife to LEE s throat.

THE KI D
Shhhh, qui et

Wth a jaunty little novenent, THE KID flips the knife in his
hand so the handl e faces LEE' s neck, and then slans it hone.
LEE sl unps, dazed. Still propping himup, THE KID produces a
smal | battered, black-nmarket device the size of an np3 pl ayer
and holds it up agai nst the back of LEE s head. The devi ce has
a screen and THE KI D observes di spassi onately as nyri ad i nages
flicker across it in accelerated tinme. After a few seconds of
this he deactivates the device and returns it to his pocket.

THE KI D ( CONT' D)
Li ke | was saying ... you don't chop down,
you draw t he bl ade across. Li ke with sushi
-- with the tendons rather than agai nst
them so the cells aren't bruised..

THE KI D sl ashes once, with finality, across LEE s neck. Wth
arattling gurgle, LEE collapses, his flailing hands grabbi ng
hol d of | oose fabrics and pulling them down on top of him
Wthout a pause the KID exits the store with a purposeful,
mlitary stride, the storekeepers he passes only beginning to
reali ze sonmet hi ng has happened.

As he wal ks, THE KID | ooks at the device in his hand. THE MAN s
face fills the screen.

THE MAN
VWhere can | find hinf
LEE
(v.o0.)

Doubl e Happi ness Cat hedral .

LEE' s body lies crunpled on the floor, silk fabrics tw sting
all about it like an artful shroud.

CUT TGO
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22. EXT. THE RI VER, EVEN NG

Aferrylit like aholiday tree with blue neon fromstemto stern
winds its way across the river. Aboard the ship, on an outdoor
deck, THE MAN gazes at the crowded skyline of the nodern side
of the city as it recedes behind him The boat is approaching
OLD TOMWN on the other side of the river. Although it features
a few skyscrapers that are as nodern and blazing with | ight as
anything on the other side, many of the buildings pulse with
dirty fluorescent light, or are shrouded in near-darkness.

CUT TGO
23. EXT. THE CATACOMBS, NI GHT

As the nanme suggests, the cataconbs are a dizzying collection
of all eys and si destreets, boot hs and carts and di spl ays cr anmed
together, the crowds thick Iike nolasses. Dirty fluorescent
lights illum nate fresh food stands, and steamfromthe stoves
escapes into the air in clogged-up bursts. Overhead, signs

j ostl e agai nst each other in their attenpt to gain passerbys’
attention. The humof the crowds is | oud enough, but riding on
topof it issoundfromnyriadsources, com ng fromstray wi ndows
or | oudspeakers, sone of it vendors hawking their wares in a
constant torrent of sal esmanship, or snatches of nel odies or
dance nusic fromhalls. The peopl e who frequent the cataconbs
seemnor e downt rodden, poorer than the popul ati on on the ot her
side of the river

THE MAN nakes his way through the crowds purposefully,
patiently. He seens at honme in this environment, but wary.

At a corner of one of the alleys, he sees BABAR, a stocky nman
with a beard and a cheerful manner, a Father Christnmas-type.
BABAR acknowl edges the man's arrival with a nod.

CUT TO
24. EXT. FOOD STAND, THE CATACOMBS, NI GHT
Surrounded by st ove st eam THE MAN and BABAR ar e eat i ng noodl es.

BABAR
What have you got?

THE MAN
Phot ogr aphi ¢ nenory.

BABAR
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Vel |, good. The clearer the source
mat erial, the nore punch the iteration.
But i s the source material worth anyt hi ng?

THE MAN
Extraditi on work.

BABAR
Pursuing, capturing crimnals? You?

THE MAN nods. BABAR allows hinself a single throaty | augh.

BABAR ( CONT' D)
Huh. Very rare. And val uable. And
danger ous.

THE MAN
And genui ne.

BABAR considers for a nonent.

BABAR
| have a proposition for you.

CUT TQO
25. I NT. THE PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

The PHANTOM CLUB resenbl es any ot her dance club one can find
inthe cataconbs -- strobing lights, neon signage on the walls,
young bodies withingintim withthe house nusic. Except that
there is no nusic, only the shuffling of feet, the rustling of
clothes, the barely audi ble breathing of the dancers.

BABAR and THE MAN nake their way through the crowds, and BABAR
pauses a nonent to point out one of the dancers. THE MAN can
see an earphone in her ear.

BABAR
BPMis constant for everyone, but they
i mport their own nusic. W just providethe
space and the visual stinmuli

THE MAN
At | east you don't wake the nei ghbors.

BABAR
It's all about freedom of choi ce.
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BABAR | eads THE MAN up a steel staircase to the second fl oor,
whi ch contains a darkened hallway | eading to private roons.

BABAR ( CONT' D)
The dreamfactory. In there, please. It's
fully shielded fromsurveill ance.

BABAR poi nts towards a door, and THE MAN enters t he room BABAR
behi nd him

CUT TO
26. THE STUDI O, PHANTOM CLUB, N GHT

The roomi s cranmped and nmuffl ed, |i ke a run-down version of the
communal roomin the Doubl e Happi ness Cat hedral. Recordi ng
equi pnent is set up on a table, with a chair resenbling a
patient's chair in a dentist office for the subject to seat
hi msel f nearby. A single row of theater-style seats faces a
screen on the wall, and currently random i nages are being
proj ected there: bare branches trenbling with the wi nd, w ndow
w pers on a car flashing back and forth in the rain, the sun
breaki ng out over a nountai nous horizon with the dawn.

BABAR of fers THE MAN a seat and t hey both recline, watchingthe
I mages on screen.

BABAR
So what do you think?

THE MAN
| mpr essi ve.

BABAR
(a m ghty | augh)
Bul | shit. Greeting cards. W have so nmuch
old-time crap like this that it's hardly
worth the effort recording the actual
nmenory.

THE MAN
And j oyl i ni ng?

BABAR
Sane thing, as far as |I'm concer ned.
Handpi cked experiences, events? Like
readi ng a book. You're still living
sonmeone el se's delineated life. Jam your

39



head full of everyone el se's experiences?
No better than being a library. That's
prose, |I'm |l ooking for poetry.

THE MAN
And what's the poetry?

BABAR
Menories are nore than sensory details.
How about the feeling of it, that
particul ar chem cal m xture sloshing in
the original brain at the nonent of
remenbrance? That®"s what | want. The
probl emis, with current legal t echnol ogy,
all we have are sensory details. Persona
bi ases i nfluence our enotional response.
The machine with an inperfect ghost. How
about the perfection of the original
menory wi t h t he acconpanyi ng enoti on, shot
directly into you, with no dilution?
That®"s a drug worth sonething.

THE MAN
There's no such thing.

BABAR
W're getting there. W inject chenicals
as a supplenment to the inplant. Next-gen
joylining. Reproduce the chem cal
reaction that took place in the original
menory holder's brain, then recalibrate
for each individual subject. Custom
enot i on.

THE MAN
Li ke the dancers downstairs?

BABAR
Test subjects. What's rhythm w t hout the
soul ?

THE MAN
You said you're getting there..

BABAR
Thi nk about it nystically, if you Iike.
Maybe there's a prinordial enotion out
there, tied to a particular nenory.
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Somet hi ng as old as hunmankind itself,

passed down through generations, getting
fainter and fainter, like a ripple across
t he ocean. But what i f sonewhere out there
isthe original enotion, preserved |like an
insect in anber, carried within sonmeone?
| dimagi ne the feeling woul d be sonet hi ng
i ke witnessing the birth of the world...

THE MAN
VWhat does this have to do with ne?

BABAR

Someone i n your position has access to the
best equi pnment, the best archivists. Wth
your connections | can draw out that
menory. It nust be preserved. Kept safe.
And rare. Only to the highest bidder, in
a format which prevents duplication. It
woul d be |'i ke hol di ng a snowf | ake, forever

THE MAN
So it's about profit after all.

BABAR
Di scovery al ways has an econom c
conmponent. Even Col unbus had to negoti ate
with the Queen of Spain for his ships.

THE MAN
How do you know |I' mtrustworthy?

BABAR
Because she told nme about you. During one
of her few lucid periods, anyway.

THE MAN
(expressi on hardeni ng)
Who?

BABAR
Lira. She's got the nmenory. Sonmehow she's
inheritedit. And when she cane here three
ni ghts ago --

THE MAN stands and pulls BABAR to his feet.
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THE MAN
VWhere i s she?

BABAR
(rmore urgent)
Li sten. W nust nove quickly. She's in a
fragile state, and if we're not careful --

THE MAN
| s she here?

BABAR
The joylining unl ocked sonet hi ng.
Readi ngs off the grid. | just felt
one-tent h of what she was feeling, and | et
metell you... it"'stheuniverseinagrain
of sand ...

THE MAN
(wearying of him
Damni t
Grabbi ng one of the recording consoles, THE MAN stri kes BABAR
full in the face.

CUT TO
27. I NT. THE PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

The door to the STUDI O sl ans open and THE MAN hurri es down t he
hal | way, opening every door to see what's inside.

CUT TGO
28. INT. ROOM 1, THE PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

The room has the sanme | ayout as the studio. A M DDLE- AGED MAN
sits in the row of seats, facing the screen. The famliar

el ectrodes and collar are attached to his head and neck.
Sonet hi ng t hat resenbl es a bl ood pressure test-strap i s wapped
around his arm the strap connected to a small nodul e by a t ube.
| nsi de t he nodul e are several vials of chemcals that areslowy
bei ng enptied out through the tube into the man's arm

The face of AYOUNGMANis on the screen, and it quickly becones
apparent that the YOUNG MAN and t he M DDLE- AGED MAN ar e t he sane.
The M DDLE-AGED MAN is nouthing silent words at the screen,
shaking his head a bit, tears running down his cheeks.
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THE MAN sees this with a growi ng | ook of revul sion, and exits.
CUT TO
29. INT. ROOM 2, THE PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

A young, fragile-Ilooking WOVAN faces the screen, breathing
hard, in regular, rhythm c bursts. She is hooked up to t he drug
nmodul e I'i ke the man in the previous room On screen, we see the
wi ndshield of a car on a rainy night, the front headlights
illumnating alonely strip of highway, visibility down to near
zero.

THE WOMAN conti nues to breathe hard, her arnms rising fromthe
arnrest as if gripping the steering wheel.

Onthe screen, thereis asudden bl ast of |ights froman oncom ng
truck. THE WOMAN pul I s hard with her enpty hands, but it is too
late -- the car collides with the truck in a sickening crunch
of nmetal and gl ass, the POV of the screen goi ng askew and t hen
conpletely black for a fewnonments. THE WOVAN j erks i n her seat
with the notion of the crash, then coll apses.

Al arnmed, THE MAN crouches down by her, taking her pul se.

The screen cones to life again to reveal a cracked w ndshi el d,
t he sound of the stuck car horn going off w thout pause, snoke
rising fromwhat is |l eft of the engine. Alarge, bloodi ed hand
cones into view. THE WOVAN rai ses her own hand in a mrror of
t he novenent, and brings it to her head.

THE WOVAN
(al nost giggling, near
hysterical)
I"'malive ... I'malive! I'malive!

Tears roll down THE WOMAN s cheeks.
CUT TO
30. INT. ROOM 3, THE PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

THE MAN t hrows the door open -- another studio, this one
seem ngly unoccupied. On screen is an ice flowin the dead of
winter, the sky purple with the setting sun, the stiff w nds
as loud as a scream
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THE MAN turns to | eave the room then stops, turns back around.
There i s sonmeone huddl ed on the floor, in front of the seats.
Slowy, THE MAN approaches the figure.

It is LIRA lying on her side, still collared up and connect ed
to the drug nodul e, bundled in a bl anket, her hair stringy and
unwashed, her knees to her chin, trenbling as if freezing,
unabl e to take her eyes off the screen.

THE MAN bends down to her and gently lifts her into a sitting
position. He renoves the el ectrodes and col |l ar, then tears away
the drug tube fromher arm Wth a convulsion, as if jolting
awake froma nightmare, her eyes snap w de open.

THE MAN
It's okay. |' mhere to hel p. Sander son sent
me. Sander son.

LI RAclaws at hi mfor a nonent, then grabs his arns, her fingers
pressing in, thenrelaxing, then pressingin again, maki ng sure
he's real. Her eyes remain w de and unbl i nki ng.

LI RA
Hel p ne. Hel p ne.
THE MAN
Can you stand? W have to go. Can you hear
me?
LI RA
Help ...
THE MAN
|"mhere to help. | got you. Conme on.

He hel ps her to her feet, letting her | ean agai nst him and she
noans i n pain.

CUT TGO
31. THE STUDI O, PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

Com ng back to consci ousness, BABAR clinbs onto his knees, his
hand t o hi s bl oody nout h where THE MAN struck him On the screen
isalightning stormin the mddle of the countryside, the room
[ighting up with every burst of electricity.

BABAR is fully back on his feet, still woozy. Alightning flash
ends, and the room goes dark for a few nonents. Then a fresh
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bolt zi g-zags across the screen, |ighting upthe roomonce nore,
and we see BABAR, with ASOKA standing right behind him BABAR
is unaware that ASOKA is there.

ASCOKA grabs BABARwi th his | eft hand, the pal mcom ng down hard
on the man's nouth, the thunb cl anpi ng down on t he nose. ASCKA
has a knife in his hand and he | ooks at it incuriously for a
nmonment as he adjusts his grip on the knife so it is

west ern-styl e.

As BABAR begins to struggle, ASCKA slashes the man's neck. A
particularly blinding lightning flash renders the roomwhite
with illumnation, and then all goes bl ack.

CUT TGO
32. I NT. THE PHANTOM CLUB, NI GHT

THE MAN, with LI RA' s armaround her shoul der, has nade it into
t he hal | way, and t hey are stunbling towards t he steel staircase
| eadi ng down to the dance fl oor.

THE MAN
Conme on. Al npst there.

They are a few steps away fromthe top of the stairs when the
door to the STUDI O opens and ASCKA ener ges.

THE MAN st ares at ASCKA.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
(to ASCKA)
Hey, how did --7?

THE MAN' s gaze travel s down to t he bl oody kni fe at ASCKA' s si de.
| npassi ve as ever, ASOKA stares at the man for a nonent, then
advances on them

THE VAN ( CONT' D)
(to LIRA)
Move it!

Al nost draggi ng her, THE MAN nekes it to the foot of the
staircase. ASOKA i s hurrying towards them picking up his pace.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
Get to the bottonl Go!
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THE MAN pushes LI RA against the top of the staircase, and her
body hitstherailing, slidingdown it until she comes to a stop
hal fway down, falling on her back, facing the ceiling and the
crazy strobe lights. Below, the dancers continue danci ng,
oblivious to what is happeni ng above them

THE MAN whirls to face ASCKA, who is upon himw th the knife.
ASCKA sl ashes, THE MAN dodges, and t he kni fe cl angs agai nst the
railing. THE MAN grabs hold of ASOKA's knife armand the two
of them struggle for control of the weapon.

Pai nfully, LIRAgets to her feet and starts maki ng her way down
the stairs, fragile as a hospital patient.

THE MAN and ASOKA continue their battle. ASCKA frees a hand and
strikes the MANw t h a backhanded bl ow. Caught of f bal ance, THE
MAN trips against the top step of the stairs and stunbl es
forward, down the steps, doing all he can to stay upright as
he stunbles towards the bottom

LIRA has nearly made it to the bottomof the stairs when THE
MAN fall s upon her, the two of themending up in a heap on the
dance fl oor.

Above, ASOKA regains his bearings and starts hurrying down the
stairs towards them

Still prone, THE MAN tw sts around so he faces the stairs. He
sees ASOKA approachi ng.

THE MAN dr aws hi s weapon and fires. The cabl es wap thensel ves
around ASOKA' s | egs, sending the |large man off bal ance. He
crashes forward awkwardly, tumbling down the stairs to the
ground f1l oor.

THE MAN pul I s LIRAto her feet. None of the dancers have noti ced
anyt hing am ss -- they continue grooving to their own rhyt hns,
their eyes cl osed.

THE MAN ( CONT' D)
Go, go!

Li nping slightly, THE MAN pul | s LI RA"s armaround hi s shoul der
again. The two of them stagger towards the club entrance.

ASOKA i s back on his feet, |inping much nore badly t han THE MAN.
He pursues the couple, in a chase that seens to be occurring
in al nost com cal slow notion.
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THE MAN and LI RAmake it tothe entrance, and exit tothe street.

A few seconds | ater, ASOKA reaches the entrance and exits. He
| ooks around him-- crowds as far as the eye can see in the
cat aconbs, a confusing whirl of noi se and novenent, all traces
of THE MAN and LIRA | ost.

ASOKA | ooks down at his injured | eg, breathing heavily,
collecting hinself. Wien he lifts his head again, THE KID is
there, staring at himw th distaste.

THE KI D
Broken |l eg, old man?

ASOKA glares at him as if ready to fight himon the spot.

THE KID | ooks down to see ASOKA's injured |l eg, and kicks him
there. ASCKA crunbles to the ground, a | ow nban escapi ng his
rarel y-used nout h.

THE KI D ( CONT' D)
What good are you?

TO BE CONCLUDED | N NEXT | SSUE OF CAVEAT LECTOR
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