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INT. - GENESIS LAB - NIGHT

The lab is dark and cold.  Lights are off, and machinery 
waits quietly to be activated.

At the far end of the room, at the top of a dais, a large pod 
sits in silence, a set of status lights winking in the dark 
that all is well.

The Artificial Intelligence Diagnostic Assistant, A.I.D.A., 
is tucked up into the ceiling.  His infrared camera light 
glows a steady, soft red as he sleeps with one eye open.

A desk with a sensor panel sits midway between the door and 
the pod.

The swish of an electronic door sliding open shatters the 
silence, and the lights strobe suddenly on.

At the near end of the room, we see DR. HENDRIX enter, a 
coffee in hand and a bundle of papers under her arm.

A.I.D.A. bleeps to life and swings down from the ceiling to 
greet the doctor.

DR. HENDRIX
Good morning, A.I.D.A.

A.I.D.A
Good morning, Dr. Hendrix.

Dr. Hendrix moves to the desk and A.I.D.A. tracks her and 
hovers around her as she walks and stops.

DR. HENDRIX
How did you sleep?

A.I.D.A
Sleep mode is by nature uneventful, 
Doctor.

Dr. Hendrix looks through papers on her desk and talks 
distractedly, sinking back into the dream as she scans her 
notes.

DR. HENDRIX
Not for me, A.I.D.A.  I dreamed of 
a long voyage on a rough sea, and 
making it home to kiss my family.  
A good omen, I hope?

Dr. Hedrix looks to A.I.D.A. for confirmation and the bot 
looks back at her blankly.  The doctor gives up and changes 
the subject.



DR. HENDRIX (CONT’D)
Are we prepped for the full 
activation and complete cognitive 
assessment this evening?

A.I.D.A
Yes, doctor.  We were prepared 
yesterday, but your absence delayed 
the -

DR. HENDRIX
Thank you, A.I.D.A.  I’m feeling 
much better today; thank you for 
asking.  Let’s get started.

A.I.D.A. swivels to the other side of Dr. Hendrix as doctor 
places her hand on a sensor panel in the desk.

A.I.D.A
Access code?

DR. HENDRIX
Hendrix bravo tango two niner three 
seven.

A.I.D.A. reacts to this with an affirmative bleep and pulls 
upwards into the ceiling.  The panel under the doctor’s hand 
flashes its acceptance of her handprint.

A.I.D.A
Code accepted.  Full activation 
sequence initiated.  Neural systems 
will be fully online in eight 
seconds.

The doctor watches the pod as its status lights wink off in 
turn and a new, bright one turns on and burns steady orange.

The doors crack open with the sound of pressure equalizing.  
Cold moisture escapes through the newly broken seams and the 
doors slowly swing open.

The cool cloud of air clears and we see a constructed cyborg 
perched within, his eyes closed to the world in electric 
sleep.

His torso, head, and upper arms are build to be human, but he 
looks painfully unfinished.  Black electrical tubing comes 
from the sawed-off ends of his arms, above the elbow, and 
from the bottom of his stomach.  He’s anchored into the pod 
and has no way to move or stand on his own.

We move to a close shot of his face as he slumbers, and Dr. 
Hendrix steps around the desk, watching him in anticipation.
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Close-up of the cyborg’s closed eye.  Without anticipatory 
motion, it opens, unfeeling and unhuman.

Without urgency or curiosity, it stares, unblinking, at the 
camera, its iris twisting and contracting to focus and adjust 
to the light.

CUT TO: BLACK
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