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BLACKNESS
A MUFFLED HEARTBEAT. Faster than normal, and qui ckeni ng.

A SLIVER OF BLINDI NG LI GHT cuts through the darkness,
revealing the constricting walls of a fleshy liquid-filled
chanber. The walls close in, squeezing us towards the |ight.

Qur heartbeat beconmes LOUDER and FASTER. The walls spasm
again with an oddly nmechani cal THROB

THRRRUWP - THRRRUWP - THRRRUMP

W are experiencing the POV of an infant's birth. The LIGHT
expands until we are engulfed in WH TENESS. Wth a WET
FLUSHI NG SOUND, we are abruptly spit fromthe wonb.

As our vision adjusts, the WHI TE LIGHT DIM NI SHES until we
can make out col ors, and shapes, and..

| NT. BI RTHI NG CHAMBER -- DAY

MAI NTAI N POV: The faces of TWD MASKED DOCTORS | ean in, serious
and intent. Behind them are SEVERAL ASSI STANTS. One records
the event with a digital camcorder

OUR HEARTBEAT bangs rapidly. The nmale doctor, CLIVE N CCOLI,
speaks. ..

CLI VE
Vital s?

The femal e doctor, ELSA KAST, glances at a bank of nonitors.

ELSA
St abl e.

CLI VE
Severing support.

Clive deftly cuts the unbilical cord with a scal pel. OUR
HEARTBEAT sl ows. Subsiding. The roomgrows dim

ASSI STANT
Droppi ng. Dropping fast!

A H G+ Pl TCHED WHI NE sounds fromthe panel. Cive jerks his
head to the nonitors, annoyed. Elsa's eyes flit above her
mask to the vital signs, to us, back to dive.

ELSA
Do it.

Clive leans in, slapping with a rubber-gloved hand.



CLI VE
C mon. .. spark!
(desperate)
BREATHE, DAMWN | T!

A SUDDEN CHOKI NG SOUND. GURGLING. And a GASPING FOR Al R
The H G4+ PITCHED WHI NE turns silent. W are SUCKING I N our
first breaths. Qur vision BRI GHTENS agai n.

The Doctors relax. Cive shakes his head, delighted. He
presses a stethoscope BENEATH OUR LI NE OF VI SI O\

CLI VE (CONT' D)
Respiration stable.

El sa gathers us up in a white towel.

ELSA
No obvi ous physi cal discrepancies.

As she swings us around the |ab towards a done-covered
i ncubator, we see that we have been birthed not froma nother,
but fromthe | atex mouth of an ARTI FI Cl AL Bl RTH NG MACHI NE.

CLI VE
(excited)
He's perfect. He's just fucking
perfect!

El sa places us gently into A CRIB-LIKE bubble. They pul
of f their masks reveal i ng beam ng, youthful faces.

ELSA
(as a conplinment to
Cive)
O course. He was brilliantly
concei ved.

CLI VE
(as a conplinment to
El sa)
And fabul ously execut ed.

He | eans over and gives her a congratul atory Kkiss.

| NT. NOVAPHORM LABS - CORRI DOR -- DAY

The lab is naked, functional and illum nated under stultifying
florescent light. This is the gritty reality of contenporary
geneti c engineering.

Cive and El sa, sans nedical snocks, wheel the pod-like
i ncubator down the corridor. W get our first good | ook at
t hem
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Clive, early thirties, is tall with spiky hair and a hunched,
wiry grace. He's the kind of high school nerd who managed
to norph into college cool, wi thout ever realizing he was
once a nerd.

El sa, about the same age, sports a tangled brunette mane
accented by a single streak of white hair. She's a
firecracker, brimmng with happy self-assurance that cones
froma lifetime of being the smartest girl in the room

As they reach the end of the corridor, Cive betrays a hint
of concern.

CLI VE
Maybe we should wait.

ELSA
They need to inprint.

I NT. CONTAI NMENT CHAMBER -- DAY

The door opens and Clive and Elsa roll in the incubator. The
roomis small and sterile.

Clive crosses to a cage on the floor and rel eases a Bl ZARRELY
UNI DENTI FI ABLE CREATURE. She has the stance of a snal
primate, though her face is alnost pig-like. A long, lizard
tail extends fromthe base of her spine. Her skin is pale,

a collection of bizarre orifices decorate her back.

Despite her predom nantly nonstrous appearance, there is
sonmet hi ng sweet, al nost Buddha-|i ke about her countenance.

El sa captures the nmonent with a SMALL CAMCORDER
CLI VE
C mon, G nger... Cone neet your little
br ot her.
G NGER crawl s tentatively to the threshold of her cage.
Clive breaks the seal on the done and gathers up the NEWBORN

HYBRID. This is our first view of FRED, a snmmller version
of G nger. Eyes blinking and bew | dered.

I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - DAY

Clive and Elsa's team observe this historic event from behind
a one-way mrror. They watch enraptured as...

| NT. CONTAI NMENT CHAMBER -- DAY
Clive places Fred gently down on the floor near G nger, and

steps back. @G nger cranes her neck, sniffing the air
wat ching Fred with a m xture of curiosity and trepidation



ELSA
It's okay, Gnger. He's famly.

G NGER ABRUPTLY JOLTS FORWARD, |unging at the newborn with a
BLOOD- CURDLI NG SCREECH.

El sa GASPS. dive lurches to rescue..

But G nger does nothing. Merely sniffs at the newborn
nudging it with her nose. Fred enmts a PURRI NG GURGLE

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - DAY

The teamrel ease a col |l ective sigh of relief.
| NT. CONTAI NVENT CHAMBER - - DAY

Clive rel axes, watches with fascination as..

Excited, G nger lets out a SHORT SQUAVWK, then continues her
gentle snelling inspection. A probing tongue cleans the
area around Fred's eyes. Elsa crouches in for a close-up,
catching her breath

ELSA
See? Love at first sight.

I NT. HYPERSPACE LOUNGE -- N GHT
An ultra-hip club

Clive hands THE BARTENDER sone bills and departs fromthe
bar with an enornous tray of nulti-colored shooters. As he
pushes through the crowd, we recogni ze several of his

col | eagues fromthe |ab, each hel ping thenselves to a shot,
l'i ghtening his | oad.

Anong themis DEXTER, forties, Cive's right hand man and
ol der, l|ess-inpressive brother. He nonethel ess exudes
unadul terated fraternal pride, giving Cive a crushing hug
whi ch nearly sends the tray flying.

DEXTER
You did it, Maestro.
CLI VE
(sweetly)
We didit. And stop calling ne
"that'. I'myour brother for fuck's
sake.
DEXTER

"Il only stop saying it when you
stop being brilliant... Maestro.
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Dexter releases himand Cive continues through the group,
distributing shots and getting congratul atory slaps on the
back. He finally arrives at the corner booth where Elsa is
deep in discussion with MELINDA FINCH a smartly dressed
reporter from"WRED' nagazine. FLASH A PHOTOGRAPHER snaps
phot os while they talk.

He wat ches admring froma short distance away, preferring
El sa to take the spotlight.

MELI NDA
Your critics say, by conbining such
di sparate aninmals, you're violating
t he natural order of things.

ELSA
There was a tine when it was
consi dered "unnatural”™ to perform
surgery.

MELI NDA
Still, it's quite a leap to go from
mendi ng bodies to redesigning them
Do you really think the world' s ready
for G nger and Fred?

ELSA
Why not ? Chi neras have been with us
for thousands of years. Since the
earliest myths. | see them as
signposts for the future. For our
evol uti on.

MELI NDA
That sounds alnost... spiritual.

ELSA
You could say it's our religion.

She casts a glance at Cive who watches admiring fromthe
shadows.

FLASH!

I NT. HYPERSPACE CLUB - MEN S ROOM -- N GHT

Clive and Elsa burst into a cubicle, hands and lips all over
each other... They | ook as though they're on the verge of
havi ng sex right there.

CLI VE
Fuck, you're hot in an interview

ELSA
You t hi nk?
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VWiile Cdive nibbles at her ear, Elsa brandishes a |iquid
dr opper.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Ready to bust | oose?

Clive pulls back, eyes the dropper warily.

CLI VE
(hesitant)
That nore of your hone brew?
ELSA
Af rai d?
CLI VE

After last tine? Very.

ELSA
| decreased the c- AMP fornmations.
It'll be a snooth ride. Prom se.
She squeezes a few pearls of liquid onto her tongue, |ooks
at himdaring. The tenptation is too great. Cive plants

his nmouth over hers, sharing in the dose.

CLI VE
Things are going to get weird now,
aren't they?

El sa nods ent husi astically.

I NT. HYPERSPACE LOUNGE -- LATER

The drug has kicked in. The night explodes with NO SE and
COLORS as the dance floor surges. dive and El sa weave
through the crowd. At every step, co-workers, friends, and
acquai nt ances shake their hands, pat their backs, kiss cheeks,
showering themw th nonstop affirmation

El sa pulls Cive onto the dance floor. They bounce in tine
with the wave of other bodies but sonehow see only each other.
This is a portrait of two people deeply in |ove.

Clive leans in for another kiss but his attention is drawn
to a BALD MAN on the edge of the dance floor, conspicuously
i mobi | e anmong the gyrating nob.

BALD VAN
Cive? Elsa?

El sa sm|les, expecting sone kind of fan banter. Stil
smling, the Bald Man funbles with sonething under his coat...

And pulls out a short-nuzzled shot gun.




BALD MAN ( CONT' D)
(calm
Stop pl ayi ng God.

He calmy BLASTS A SHOT into Clive's chest. Cive flies
backwar ds, collapsing onto the dance floor. El sa SCREAMS.

The nusic stops. A chilling HUSH descends on the room

The bald man drops his gun and nmakes for the exit, but he's
i mredi ately tackl ed by BOUNCERS and Clive and Elsa's team
Dexter | ooks to Elsa, frozen over Cive's bl oodi ed body.

He funbles with his cell pounding 911 into the keypad.

El sa stares at Cive unconprehending, her world suddenly
turned upside down. She |eans down to touch hi mwhen..

Clive's eyes snap open!

Elsa lets out a YELP, falls to her knees as Cive struggles
up on one el bow.

CLI VE
Hey, babe... Guess what?

He hol ds up one hand, dabs his tongue with a bl oody finger.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
God plays paintball.

El sa's face explodes with joy and relief. She tackles him
in a crushing enbrace.

FLASH Melinda and her photographer are there, taking photos
of the whol e unbel i evabl e scene.

I NT. CLIVE AND ELSA' S APARTMENT -- NI GHT

The nodest apartment is overflowing with el ectronics, DVDs,
com ¢ books, novie posters, toys and ot her expensive pop
junk. This is what happens when geeks get an incone.

Clive and Elsa tunble in, snapping on the lights, still riding
t he conbi ned high of alcohol, drugs and adrenaline. dive's
shirt sports an expl osion of red paint across the chest.

ELSA
What | don't understand is why he
didn't want to shoot ne? | nean, of

course a R ght-Wng nutbar |ike that
i s incapable of believing a woman
could be the head of an inportant
scientific breakthrough, but still...



CLI VE
You' re jeal ous.

ELSA
No, |' m not.
CLI VE
You are. You have 'assassi nation
envy'.
ELSA
Shut up.

They stunbl e towards. ..
THE BEDROOM
Where El sa drunkenly pulls at Cive's bloody shirt buttons.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Let's get this thing off of you.

CLI VE
(w nci ng)
Careful ...

She pulls back the fabric revealing a broad red welt across
his left-side pectoral. O possibly it's the stain of red
paint on his skin. She leans in and kisses his chest.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
You know it's interesting. For that
nonent, when | thought | was shot,
all the cliches were true. Tine
seened to slow down, | think I even
saw a heavenly |ight.

ELSA
(bet ween ki sses)
Endor phi ns, horonone secretions to
the central nervous system..
I ncreases awareness and reaction
time in nmonents of crisis... part of
t he survival mechanism. ..

Clive is becom ng aroused, perhaps as nuch fromEl sa's
clinical banter as her touch.

CLI VE
I wonder if that applies to all
species... not just ones with higher

brain functions...?

He deftly unsnaps Elsa's bra and lifts it, shirt and all,
over her head.



ELSA
Probably not. Visual perception's
contained within the occipital |obe...

Cive drops Elsa onto the bed and starts peeling off her
j eans.

CLI VE
Sone subspeci es of sal amander have
sonet hi ng that approxinmates an
occipital |obe...

Stripped to her panties, she pulls dive down onto the bed
w th her.

ELSA
Enough.

She plants her lips over his, effectively shutting himup,
t hen reaches for the drawer of the bed table.

CLI VE
Hey... wait a sec...

El sa pulls out a string of condons.

ELSA
What ?
CLI VE
Way don't we forget it? Just this
once.
ELSA
I don't think so.
CLI VE
What's the worst that could happen?
ELSA
You're a genetic engineer, figure it
out .
CLI VE

Wul d that be the end of the worl d?

ELSA
We're on a m ssion, renenber? It's
not a good tine.

CLI VE
There's never going to be a good
tinme.

ELSA

How about after we crack nal e
pregnancy?
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CLI VE
And ruin this perfect figure?

ELSA
Hypocrite.

Clive laughs, relenting. Then for a nonent, grows serious.

CLI VE
You know what | was really thinking
of when | was shot? That |'d never
see you agai n.

El sa contenplates this. 1t's uni magi nabl e.
ELSA
Don't even say that. |[|'d never |et
it happen.

El sa | eans over to turn the light off. The roomsnaps into
DARKNESS. The sound of a TEARI NG CONDOM PACKAGE

EXT. NOVAPHORM - DOMNTOM HEADQUARTERS -- DAY

W stare up at the downtown headquarters of Novaphorm Bi o-
Research Inc. It's a TOMNERI NG STEEL MONUMENT to corporate
anonymty.

BARLOW (O. S.)
I wish you guys would fill nme in on
this presentation.

| NT. NOVAPHORM - DOWNTOWN HEADQUARTERS - CORRI DOR -- DAY

Clive and Elsa are led hastily dowmn a |long, pristine corridor
by their project manager, WLLIAM BARLOW fifties. A natural-
born bureaucrat, Barlow can barely suppress his feckless

pani c.

BARLOW
I nmean, not that | don't have absol ute
faith, but as your project manager,
| like to think that I can be a
soundi ng- boar d.

CLI VE
Relax. [It's just another dog and
pony show.

ELSA

Hey, we could splice a dog and a
pony.
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CLI VE
Then it could do the presentation
for us.

Barl ow of fers a hol | ow chuckl e.

ELSA
I[t'"ll be mnd-blowing, Bill. Trust
us.
BARLOW
As m nd-blow ng as |last nmonth's party?
CLI VE
Sonet hing |ike that.
BARLOW
Now t hat was a j oke.
(to El sa)
He is joking, right?
(to Adive)
I had to do a | ot of damage contro
after that... incident.
ELSA

It was just a party.
El sa pops NERD candies into her mouth, crunching them | oudly.

BARLOW
A party that "Wred" was invited to.

Bar| ow shakes a copy of the new issue of "Wred" magazi ne,
turns to an earnmarked page featuring a photo of Cive and
El sa -- blood-splattered on the dance fl oor.

BARLOW ( CONT' D)
"If God didn't want us to explore
his domain, why'd he give us the
map?"

ELSA
Bunper - sti cker w sdom

El sa bites down loudly on a Nerd. Barlow grimaces as though
she were biting down on his nerves.

BARLOW
I'mjust asking. Please. You've
got Joan Klein and the entire
managenent team of this division
upstairs. Be sensitive to their
concerns. ...You know, "the hand
that feeds" and all that?

Clive gives Barlow a reassuring pat on his shoul der.
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CLI VE
W' re gonna feed the hand until it's
blue in the face. They'Il love it.

They step into a waiting elevator. Barlow | ooks not the |east
bit assured.

| NT. NOVAPHORM CONFERENCE ROOM - - DAY

A large conference roomlocated in the stratosphere of
Novaphor m headquarters. A gathering of EXECUTI VES.

Bar| ow stands off to the side, eyeing the Novaphorm team
nervously. In particular, he nonitors the reaction of JOAN
KLEI'N Novaphorm s new Chief of Operations. In her 50s,
Joan is a well-starched bundl e of cold candor.

CLI VE
The H 40 chi nmeras exceeded al
expectations in their ability to
produce nedi cinal proteins for
|'i vest ock.

A power point presentation flashes images of G nger and Fred,
graphs, stats, etc. in the background.

ELSA
And now, with the birth of Fred, we
have a proven techni que for braid-
pairing, which can be applied to the
nost sophi sticated of organi sns.
Namel y. . .

The color drains fromBarlow s face. He |ooks to El sa
pl eading with his eyes. She catches this |ook and conti nues
with gl eeful abandon.

ELSA (CONT' D)
Human bei ngs.

The screen behind transitions from G nger and Fred to an
image of Da Vinci's VITRUVIAN MAN. A nurnur anong the
assenbl ed.

CLI VE
By incorporating human DNA into the
hybrid tenmpl ate, we m ght have the
key to curing any nunber of human

di seases.

ELSA
Par ki nson's. Liver danmage. Epil epsy.
And the grail...Cancer cure.

A terrible moment of suspended silence as Cive and El sa
wait for the reaction



Joan clears her throat. Al eyes snap to her

JOAN

Extraordi nary. Sinply extraordinary.

(to the assenbl ed)
| don't think | exaggerate when
say that Cive and El sa represent
the future. Not just for this
corporation, but for the entire field
of bi o-engi neeri ng.

Clive and El sa share an excited, hopeful glance

JOAN (CONT' D)
(to dive and El sa)
And that is why it is time to nove
on to Phase 2.

ELSA
Phase 2?

JOAN
Yes. The product stage. W need to
i solate the gene in G nger and Fred
whi ch produces your nmgic protein,
CD-356. We're shutting down the
splicing facilities. Retooling your
| abs for intensive chem cal analysis.

For the first time, Cive and El sa | ook caught off-guard.

CLI VE
Shutting down...?
ELSA
But what about our proposal ?
JOAN
Very inpressive. But it sounds |ike
a longtermgoal. That is not what

Novaphorm needs at this tine.

ELSA
Proceedi ng to human splicing was
always part of our plan. [It's what
we signed on for.

BARLOW

El sa, we all know that can't happen
right now Mral outrage wll have
politicians and regulators tearing
us to pieces.

(beat)
Christ, you mxed a few ani nals and
it practically got you shot.

13.
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CLI VE
But you're | obbying for an exploratory
license. Right?

Barl ow s silence gives Cive his answer.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
You prom sed. Wen we signed our
contracts. You said...

BARLOW
What | said was | would do everything
| possibly could.
(beat)
This is not the tine. There's nothing
to be done on that front right now.

El sa's face tightens. Joan |eans forward in her seat.

JOAN
Look. We'd love to cure all those
things. O course we would. Nothing
woul d make us prouder as a conpany.
As human bei ngs.

(beat)
You put a viable |ivestock product
on the shelves... Then we can talk
about a twenty year plan to save the
wor | d.

(beat)

Right now, we need to start Phase 2.

And you're the only ones who can do

it.
Clive and El sa stare despondently at the room of stony faces.
| NT. NOVAPHORM HEADQUARTERS - UNDERGROUND PARKI NG -- DAY

El sa and Clive are pissed, their shoes CLATTERI NG LOUDLY
t hrough Novaphorm s underground parking facility.

CLI VE
W could quit. Go to Hamlton-
Splinter.

ELSA

Novaphor m owns our patents. W'd
| ose everyt hing.

El sa ducks into a bright red GIO their car, slammng the
door | oudly.

INT. CLIVE AND ELSA' S CAR -- DAY
Clive turns the key in the ignition. Eight cylinders junp

tolife. Elsa stares through the wi ndshield at the cenent
wal | before them.. seeing through it, beyond their limts.
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CLI VE
So... Wat?

ELSA
| am not spending the next five years
pul ling pap snears from sw ne.

El sa turns to Cive, her eyes burning with anbition, her
nout h betraying a trace of snmle

There's a nonent. Elsa's determ nation pulverizes any
reluctance Cive mght possess. Not a word is spoken, but
we can see it in their faces. They are going to do this

t hi ng.

Abruptly, Cive throws the car into reverse and they SCREECH
out of the |ot.

EXT. | NDUSTRI AL PARK -- DAY

Clive and Elsa's nuscle car blazes through an anonynous set
of buildings. Passes quickly through a security gate, parks
in a private spot.

I NT. SECURI TY ENTRANCE, LAB -- DAY

Clive and El sa approach the desk of YUJI, a dreadl ocked
Japanese security guard reading a Hentai (porn) com c book.

YUJI
Dr. C and E, wassup?

El sa | eans over his desk, hits the door rel ease button,
buzzing them t hrough. .

YUJl (CONT' D)
Yo, that's ny whol e job description.

ELSA
Sorry. In a hurry.

...then follows dive down the hall to...
I NT. GRUNT ROOM -- DAY

Home to a notley horde of BI O SPECI ALI STS and TECH ES, many
glinpsed at the party, now prisoner to cranped work stations.

The staff greet Clive and Elsa |ike geek royalty as they
hustl e through the room dodging an obstacle course of

bi ohazard garbage contai ners, pipette bins and bacteria
shakers as they head for..

I NT. SPLICI NG LAB -- DAY

An enpty sterile roomis suddenly filled with pounding funky
hi p- hop, hyper-beat trance fusion nusic.
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Clive slides into view on a wheeled chair. Powers up a wal
of hard-drives. They sound |ike jet engines w nding up.

At a nearby table, with her back to him Elsa prepares tiny
vials with liquid sanples.

CLI VE
What's the donor profile?

ELSA
Heal thy female. C ean nedical and
heredity. The usual.

Clive, his mnd still in the mcroscope, is barely listening.

CLI VE
Di re a dozen.

ELSA
One inamllion.

I NT. MOLECULAR SPACE -- CONTI NUCUS

The MJSI C conti nues under A M CROSCOPIC VIEWof dive and Elsa's
DNA splicing experinent.

We watch free-falling clusters of proteins and spiraling
doubl e-hel i xes that constitute DNA nol ecul es.

CLIVE (Q S.)
I[t'"s not working. They won't fuse.

W see breaks form ng between the base pairs that link the
coils, but as other open pairs slide into place, interfering
hel i xes bounce into the m x, preventing successful coupling.

ELSA (O S.)
What enzyne are you using?

CLIVE (O S.)
It's not the breakage. They're
breaki ng fine.

ELSA (O S.)
So?

Identically colored helixes, through random bounci ng chaos,
actively resist bonding with other nulticol ored nol ecul es.
Instead, they nerge again with their own Kind.

CLIVE (O S.)
They keep coupling with thensel ves.
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23 I NT. SPLICI NG LAB -- MORNI NG

Early nmorning light pours through the window. Cive raises
a bl oodshot eye fromthe m croscope.

CLI VE

It's like they refuse.
ELSA

That's crazy. We'll nake them
CLI VE

What nekes you so sure we can?
ELSA

Because "Wred" doesn't interview

| osers.
Clive takes a deep gulp of black coffee.

CLI VE
Sonetinmes | forget those basic
scientific principals.

Clive fills a syringe with yet another enzyne, hunkering
back into the work.

DI SSOLVE TO

It's night again. Cive studies the mcroscope's video-tap
with a | ook of anticipation that quickly turns to disgust.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
It's fucked.

He drops back in his chair, defeated.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Maybe Bill's right. Maybe it's not
the right tine.

This fires up El sa.

ELSA
That's why it's the right tine.

She paces the room The techno nusic hanmering into her
br ai n.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
This retarded fascist uber-nmusik is
the problemi It's got us thinking
in circles.

She rips out the CD, |eafs briskly through the collection.
Finds just the right thing. Hits play.
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The room warns up under the gentle strains of FRANK SI NATRA
crooni ng COLE PORTER S, "UNDER My SKI N'.

Clive | ooks up at Elsa. Sonething about the nmusic is naking
her brain switch gears.

CLI VE

You're right. W' ve been dancing to
t he wrong beat.

El sa lights up, seeing the glow of inspiration in his eyes.
DI SSOLVE TO
Morning again. Elsa hands Cive a dropper of fluid.

ELSA
Try this.

Clive squeezes a few drops into the solution under the
m cr oscope.

CLI VE
I[t's not work-- ... Wait. .. It's
happeni ng.
Hi s head springs fromthe eyepiece.

ELSA
Why now?

El sa' s danci ng on her toes.

CLI VE
We bl ocked the uricil.
ELSA
So... the feed is cut.
CLI VE

There's conf usi on.

ELSA
(under st andi ng)
W bl ew t he whi st e!

CLI VE
Rei ntroduce! Restart the nusic!

El sa introduces two new fluids to the mx. They take quick
turns | ooking into the eyepiece.

ELSA
(excited)
They' re changi ng partners!
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CLI VE
Everyone dances with everyone.

ELSA
(j oyous)
You' re Bob fucking Fosse

She slings her arnms around Cive, spraying himwth kisses.

I NT. NUCLEAR TRANSFER ROOM - - DAY

A very tired-looking Cive plugs in the |ast piece of the
massi ve jigsaw puzzle of adenine, thym ne, guanine and
cyt osi ne.

El sa ki sses the displayed graphic on the screen.

The screen fl ashes: "H 50 GENOVE COVPLETE".

I NT. COLD ROOM -- DAY

El sa and Cive wheel a Dewar tank, a storage box for genetic
material, into a walk-in freezer.

CLI VE
Al'l right. Bio-technology's nost
startling breakthrough in decades...
on ice.

Clive and El sa share a grim anti-climactic sigh. Then Elsa
gives hima mschievous | ook. She does a U-turn and wheel s
the tank out of the room

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
El, where are you goi ng?

I NT. CORRI DOR, LAB -- DAY

El sa wheels the Dewar tank down the hall. dive races to
keep up.
CLI VE
Yo, white-stripe. Qit screw ng
ar ound.
She runs, like a m schievous school girl into...

| NT. BI RTHI NG ROOM - - DAY

El sa enters, shuts and | ocks the door. dive bangs on it
fromthe other side.

CLI VE

(t hrough door)
What are you doing?.. Hello? ...E?

( MORE)
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CLI VE ( CONT' D)
(no response)
This is what's known in couple therapy
as 'enotional high-jacking' .

El sa renoves the |id of the canister. Mst swirls around
the opening like a prop in a magi c show.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
(t hrough door)
You' re being a bad 'responder’ to ny
"inquisition statenment'.

Using a pair of tongs, she renoves a plastic cartridge
containing the spliced genetic material.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
(through door, becom ng

serious)
El, human cloning's illegal.
ELSA

This won't be human. Not entirely.

She snaps the cartridge into a servo-guided injection needle.
A nmonitor flickers to life, displaying an enl arged inmage of
a human egg. Its nucleus is hollowed out.

I NT. CORRIDOR -- DAY
Clive funbles through his pockets.

CLI VE
Seriously. Stop it!

He finds a sw pe card.
| NT. BI RTHI NG ROOM - - DAY

The door unlocks, dive enters and quickly shuts it behind
him He gets between her and the controls.

CLI VE
We could go to jail

ELSA
Relax. W won't take it to term
W just need to find out if we can
generate a sustai nabl e organi sm
Then we destroy it. Nobody wll
ever know.

CLI VE
What's the point if we can't publish?
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ELSA
To be sure we really did it. To
know for sure.
(beat)
Are you telling nme you don't need to
know?

Clive shifts on his feet. She's hitting all the right
buttons. Still... he remains in the grip of reason.

CLI VE
It's not that sinple.
(beat)
There are... noral considerations.

El sa rai ses her eyebrows. She glances at the glow ng red
but t on.

ELSA
MI1lions of people are suffering and
dying with no hope. W mght be
sitting on the key to save them
What are the noral considerations of
t hat ?

Clive swall ows hard. Her reasoning has trunped his. He
follows her gaze to the crinson |it plastic. H's nouth
ti ghtens.

ELSA (CONT' D)
I know you want to.

Cive's hand reaches out..
CLI CK.
He's hit the button.

Instantly, the needle is inserted into the egg and the genetic
material is injected into the enpty nucl eus.

Conception

CLI VE
Fuck.

ELSA
Exactly.

An extruding platformcarries the petri dish into the inutero
gestati on chanber

A view of the egg appears ON SCREEN.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
It's not too late to abort.
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Clive watches, enraptured as the petri dish dissolves in the
murky fluid environment, cells replicating at an unnaturally
high rate, gene markers radiating |like twi nkling stars.

The process is al nost nystical.

CLI VE
No. Not yet.

He puts a reassuring arm around her.

CLI VE (CONT' D)
I want to know.

I NT. GESTATI ON CHAMBER -- DAY

In TIME LAPSE we see the cells replicate exponentially,
growi ng in nunbers, froma few hundred to thousands, mllions
and then billions. Blood, veins, flesh and bone stitch

t oget her.

I NT. MAIN LAB -- DAY

Cive wal ks past a shelf of l|arge specinen jars. Like a

di sturbing carnival exhibition, they are an inventory of
past splicing attenpts. Each appears to represent a
successive wung up the evolutionary |adder. And each is

| abel l ed with the names of fanmous celebrity couples: "Brad
and Angelina", "Sonny and Cher", "Ashton and Dem ", "Bogart
and Bacal | ". ..

...Ending at two cages: G nger and Fred.
W see that Fred has grown alnpost to G nger's size. They bob

and coo as Clive checks the readings on clipboards hooked to
the bars. Dexter hovers nearby.

DEXTER
Hey, Maestro, everything okay?
CLI VE
Yeah, great. You?
DEXTER
Sure. | guess. Waddya gonna do?
Oders is orders. W'Ill nail that
gene.
(beat)
But, uh... I can't help but notice
you and El sa have been busy wth
sonet hi ng.
Clive |l ooks up fromhis chart. A tense beat... he sm|es.
CLI VE

Buil ding you an Elsa all for yourself.
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DEXTER
Nice. I1'lIl be sure not to tell the
wi fe.

CLI VE
Qur secret.

Clive gives Dexter a conspiratorial wink and noves on to
i nspecting the rest of the | ab.

| NT. BI RTHI NG CHAMBER -- DAY
El sa orbits the gestation chanber, recording stats.

She calls up an ultrasound feed. The nurky imge of a shape
that in no way approxi mates a normal fetus appears. It pul ses
rhythmcally in its liquid environnment: THROB- THROB, THROB-
THROB, THROB-THROB... THROB... THR ..OB... TH. ..

It STOPS.

El sa's brow creases with worry. She chews nervously on her
pen.

ELSA
Cone on.

THROB ... THROB- THROB, THROB- THROB, THROB- THROB, the pul se
resumnes.

El sa sighs with relief. She turns to a cal endar and marks
of f a square: DAY 26.

I NT. OPEN HOUSE -- DAY

A wel | - appoi nted REAL ESTATE AGENT wal ks Cive and El sa
t hrough a very chic and very expensive |oft-style apartnent.

REAL ESTATE AGENT
It's a fusion of art nouveau and
sixties futurism Six figures, but
the owner will negotiate.

LATER:

Clive and El sa confer in one corner while the Real Estate
Agent waits to the side.

ELSA
| fucking love it.

CLI VE
Yeah. |It's cool.
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ELSA
You don't sound so enthusiastic. |Is
it too expensive?
CLI VE
No. ..
ELSA
Then what ?
CLI VE
It's just... | don't want to have

to nove again any tinme soon

ELSA
Wiy woul d we have to nove agai n?

CLI VE
It mght not be... big enough.

ELSA
It's twice the size of our apartment.
There's nore than enough room for
all our stuff.

CLI VE
Yeah but... But you know. For down
t he road.

El sa can see that Cive is hedging around her questi ons.

ELSA
You' re tal king about a kid, aren't
you?

CLI VE

I's that so unreasonabl e?

ELSA
Uh, yeah. Cause |I'mthe one who has
to have it. Jeeze. Wat's wong
with you? Guys aren't even supposed
to want kids.

CLI VE
That's not true. And | don't see
what's wong with it.

ELSA
This is what's wong. | like this
place. | don't want to bend ny life
to suit athird party that doesn't
even exist yet. | want control over
ny life. You know how i nport ant
that is for ne.

Clive is about to respond when his Bl ackberry begins to chine.
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ELSA ( CONT' D)
VWhat ?

CLI VE
(I ooking at the
Bl ackberry)
It's an alarm.. Fromthe | ab..
Sonething's wong. Wth the gestation
cell.

OFF El sa's concerned | ook. ..

EXT. CTY STREET -- N GHT
Clive and Elsa's GIO races to their |ab.
INT. CAR -- TRAVELING -- N GHT
Clive drives like a madnman, El sa riding shotgun.
ELSA
(worri ed)
Do you think someone found it?
CLI VE
You nmean shut it down?
(to reassure her but
not believing it)
Nah, probably a power surge or a
glitch. 1'msure everything' s fine.
Neverthel ess, Cive floors it.
EXT. LAB -- N GHT

Clive and El sa reach the entrance but the door is |ocked.

The security desk is enpty, there's no Yuji, just a sign
t hat reads, "Cone for Ranen".
YUIl (QS.)

Yo, Dr. C and E.

Through the glass door, Yuji can be seen shanbling down the
hall with Rastafarian cool and a steam ng cup of noodl es.

ELSA
Open the fucking door, please.

I NT. BIRTHING ROOM LAB -- N GHT

The door opens and Clive and Elsa rush in. At the end of
the room the artificial wonb is belching and groaning, fluid
freely gushing fromits chronme hull

Clive glances at the nonitor: "PREPARI NG BREACH OF FETAL
MEMVBRANE. "
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ELSA
Sonet hi ng' s wrong.

FLOOSH  The machine spews nore fluid. Louder GROAN NG

CLI VE
I[t's trying to cone out.

ELSA
It's too soon. WAy too soon

Clive and El sa quickly throw on nedical gowns, nasks, and
gl oves. The machine contracts again, a wave of fluid flushes
out. Nothing else. Elsa checks the ultrasound.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
It's... growmn. |It's too big.

The machine emts a METALLI C CREAK

CLI VE
The pressure will kill it!

El sa hits a button on the side of the machine. The PULSING
GROAN wi nds down to a soft hum The flushing of fluid

subsi des and the machine's orifice dilates. Elsa wedges her
arminside. Cive watches, apprehensive.

ELSA
Cone on... cone on!
(up to her el bow)
Slippery. | can't...

Elsa finally seenms to get a grip when her armis abruptly
yanked deeper into the machine. Her chin bangs against the

hull. She lets out a startled yelp.
CLI VE
What is it?!
Tears well in Elsa's terrified eyes.
ELSA
It's... Biting!
CLI VE
Hol d on!

Clive snaps into action. He funbles with a series of hand-
bolts along the hull. Wth the [ast clasp unl ocked, he's
able to open the entire chassis, releasing a torrent of
viscous fluid and revealing...

A DARK BLOB OF FLESH with a | ong serpentine tail w apped
around Elsa's wrist.
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Responding to the sudden |ight, the FLESHY BULK rel eases
Elsa's hand and rolls to the floor with a wet SLAP.

It spasnms and withes on the spot |like a horrid featurel ess
abortion. The stinger-tipped tail whips about frantically.

Clive rips the donme off the incubator and drops it over the
creature, effectively trapping it.

Meanwhil e, Elsa's hand is SWELLING i nside the torn rubber
glove. She pulls it away to reveal horrible |acerations
where she has been stung repeatedly.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Hol d still.

But Elsa is losing control of her notor functions. Her nouth
contorts strangely, her eyes roll. She falls to her knees,
t hen onto her back, convulsing on the hard tile floor.

CLI VE (CONT' D)
El sa?!

Clive ties the rubber glove around her arm cutting
circulation, then rushes to a FIRST-AID CABI NET. Wth
surprisingly steady hands, he jans an epi-pen between his
teeth, then fills a huge syringe froma bottle of clear fluid.

Clive drops to his knees at Elsa's side. By now she is
conpletely i mobile, eyes rolled back in her head, barely
percepti bl e shaking in one | eg. She's stopped breat hing.

Though his hands and novenents are steady, Clive's face is
awash with terror. He jabs the epi-pen into her shoul der.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Hang in there! [|'ve got you

Clive feels for a spot between two ribs, takes a deep breath,
t hen plunges the large syringe into her chest. He watches
desperately as nothing happens.

Then, abruptly, Elsa's lungs burst to life. She is GASPI NG
for breath. Her irises roll back where they belong. She
grabs his arm chest heaving.

ELSA
What. What...was that?

Clive |l ooks to the creature trapped under the incubator Iid.

CLI VE
A m st ake.
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I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM -- NI GHT

Elsa, armin a sling, watches as Cive wheels the incubator
containing the creature into the contai nnent chanber and
seal s the door shut.

El sa stands, unsteady. Cive approaches, holds her close.
I NT. CLIVE AND ELSA' S APARTMENT - BEDROOM -- DAWN
The pale |light of dawn creeps into the room Elsa is sound

asleep while Clive tosses and turns. Finally, Cdive shakes
Elsa's leg, startling her awake.

CLI VE

Do you think it's in pain?
ELSA

Huh? \What ?
CLI VE

Do you think it's in pain?

ELSA
Wiy would it be in pain?

CLI VE
Because it's not formed right.

ELSA
That doesn't nmean it's in pain.

CLI VE
Yeah. |t probably does.

Clive stares at the ceiling. Elsaisn't sure how to respond.

ELSA
Alright. Mybe.

CLI VE
["mgoing to kill it.

Elsa is nore fully awake. She props herself up on an el bow.

ELSA
There's still a lot we can | earn.
(beat)
Find out how cl ose we cane. To
sonet hi ng sust ai nabl e.

Clive whips back the sheets, sitting up. He's clearly upset.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
It's okay... dive, it's all right.
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CLI VE
It'"s not all right. It's wong.

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - MORNI NG

The Hybrid is trapped inside the incubator, which in turn is
sealed within the containment chanber. Cive and El sa stand
by the door. They have taken the added precaution of wearing
full-body hermetic suits with hel nets.

I N THE CONTAI NVENT ROOM

The door opens and Clive and Elsa enter. The Hybrid lies
utterly still inits glass prison

ELSA
Is it dead?

Clive reaches a hand into one of the thick rubber gloves
built into the side of the pod..

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Car ef ul .

...And gently prods the carcass. Nothing. Dead as dirt.

ELSA (CONT' D)
Vll... it's not in pain now

CLI VE
"1l bag it.

Clive passes through to the OBSERVATI ON ROOM the door
shutting behind him

El sa opens the |lid of the incubator for a closer |ook at the
creature. She's puzzled to find the |ocking clasp coated in
a sticky secretion and rattling loosely off the lid. Wth
her gl oved hands, she rolls the Hybrid over. There is a
gaping hole in its underbelly. It's just a holl ow
exoskel et on.

ELSA
(to herself)
Enpty. ..
The realization dawns on her that whatever shed this skin
m ght still be alive. And broken out of the pod.

Sonet hing skitters noi sel essly across the floor behind her.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Cive?

OBSERVATI ON ROOM
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Qut of earshot, Clive pulls a haz-mat bag froma drawer.
CONTAI NVENT CHAMBER

Now seriously afraid, Elsa |ooks around the room The limted
view af forded by her helnmet forces her to clock her entire
body. The room appears enpty.

She slowy turns...

RI GHT | NTO THE FACE OF THE CREATURE, hangi ng suspended upsi de-
down fromthe nolding in the ceiling.

El sa SCREAMS and j unps back

The creature drops fromits perch, | anding awkwardly on the
ground. It rights itself on unsteady feet.

El sa reacts, getting her first good | ook at the thing:

The Hybrid has norphed into A SMALL, BALD FEMALE CHILD. A
profoundly mal formed child. |Its eyes are set on the sides

of its head. Arnms are absent. Legs are triple-jointed ending
with prehensile feet. The LONG TAIL with a BARBED TIP is

the only feature it has retained fromits previous

i ncarnati on.

The overal |l package seens inconplete; even the skin has not
fully formed, |eaving an | RREGULAR LESION vertically bisecting
it fromhead to crotch

The creature hisses and whips its venonous tail.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
CLI VE!

OBSERVATI ON ROOM

Clive turns to the window Fromhis angle he can only see
the abject terror in Elsa's face.

CLI VE
What's the matter?

ELSA
It's alive!

Clive cranes his neck, sees the creature finally, between
El sa and the door, her only way out.

CLI VE
Jesus. ..

He is about to enter but Elsa warns:

ELSA (O S.)
Don't! It'll get out!
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CONTAI NMVENT CHAMBER

The creature becones increasingly agitated by Elsa's presence.
She shuffles a careful step sideways.

And the Hybrid bolts at her. Elsa reflexively covers herself.
OBSERVATI ON ROOM

Clive watches, helpless as the Hybrid tears clunsily over

El sa's body, literally bouncing off the w ndow before
scurrying into a corner of the room

CLI VE
Get out! I'mgoing to gas it!

CONTAI NMVENT CHAMBER

El sa gathers herself. She has a clear path to the door now
She sees the Hybrid cowering in the corner, senses its fear

ELSA
Wait... Don't kill it!
CLI VE
(over the intercom
El sa, get out! I'mhitting the gas!

In THREE. ..

El sa brings herself down to the Hybrid's level. The Hybrid
opens its child-like nouth, revealing a toothless gunmy maw,
and rel eases a HORRI FI C SCREECH.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
(over the intercom
TVWO. ..

Elsa is clearly disturbed by the force of this outburst.

The Screech HOLDS I TS NOTE for a | ong nonment, before changing
in tinbre, slowy fading into a MOURNFUL WAIL - |ike the cry
of a bawl i ng baby.

ELSA
(near whi sper)
It's okay. | won't hurt you.

CLI VE
(over intercom
ONE. .

ELSA
Civel | said DON T!

El sa rips off her hel net.

OBSERVATI ON ROOM
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Clive can't believe it. H's hand is on a valve, ready to
termnate the creature. He leans into the intercom

CLI VE
El sa. Put on your helnet, dam it!

CONTAI NMVENT CHAMBER

An extraordi nary thing happens: At the sight of Elsa' s exposed
face, the Hybrid calms. |It's as if the creature recognizes
sonething famliar in her.

ELSA
[t"s inprinting.

CLI VE
(over intercom
It's dangerous. Get out.

El sa is too caught up in the magic of this nonment.

ELSA
(to Hybrid)

["'mnot going to hurt you.

El sa waddl e/ wal ks closer to the creature. It cocks its head
to one side in nervous, flitting bird-1ike novenents. But
it no | onger seens as frightened.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
You're really something, aren't you?

El sa renoves the glove from her unharned hand and gingerly
extends it for the Hybrid.

The creature gives it a few cautionary sniffs. Elsa' s scent
seens to neet its approval. It blinks sideways with
nictitating eyelids and takes a cautious hop forward.

El sa sm | es.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
That's it.

Suddenly, the creature's face curls into a snarl. It hisses
and its tail flails out defensively. Elsa reacts, waddling
backwar ds, confused until she realizes the creature is
actually reacting to...

CLI VE

...Behind her, helnmeted and wielding a netal prod |ike a
weapon. He grabs her and forcibly pulls her fromthe room
qui ckly shutting and | ocking the door behind them

The creature stares after them frightened and confused.
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| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
Clive is furious.
CLI VE

Are you crazy?! Are you trying to
get yourself killed?!

ELSA
| had the situation under control.

CLI VE
You're forgetting why we came here.

ELSA
We can't do that now Look at it!

Clive can't believe what he's hearing.

CLI VE
So what !

El sa virtually hip-checks himaway fromthe panel, and gets
her hands on a series of valves.

ELSA
Let's just knock it out -- Find out
what we' ve got.

El sa turns on a conbi nati on of gas val ves.

| NT. CONTAI NMENT CHAMBER -- MORNI NG

Vents open in the walls. A H'SS. The creature sniffs the
air, cowers fromthe encroachi ng gas.

I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - MORNI NG

Clive observes Elsa watching coolly as the creature flutters
around the roomlike a butterfly in ajar, until it finally
succunbs to the funes.

| NT. MRI CHAMBER -- LATER

The Hybrid breathes with a deep, sharp wheezing as it lies
in forced slunber in a cylinder-shaped MR NMACH NE

A LOUD HUM AND FLASHI NG LI GHTS as t he nmachi ne scans her
anat ony.

I NT. ANALYSI S LAB -- CONTI NUQUS

I mages fromthe MRl play out on a conputer screen.
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The Hybrid now lies strapped to a table while Elsa prods at

its tail. Cive can't suppress his amazenent.
CLI VE
This is unbelievable. | don't know

what half of this is.

ELSA
Must have been sone rogue el ements.
Junk genes pushi ng through.

El sa presses a gl oved-thunb beneath its tip and a SHARP SPI KE
protrudes froma hood of skin. It drips wth a sticky goo
that Elsa snears onto a slide.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Sone ki nd of self-defense nechani sm

CLI VE
O attack venom

ELSA
None of her animal conponents have
predatory characteristics.

CLI VE
VWll... there's the human el enent.

El sa gives hima wy smrk. dive shifts his attention to
t he conmputer output fromthe MRI. A series of cross-section
X-rays flicker on the screen

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
What are these dark splotches?

El sa | ooks up from exam ning bl ood sanples. On the screen
Clive points out two jet-black nmasses in the chest cavity.

ELSA
Lungs?

CLI VE
No. . .
(indicating lighter
pat ches)
These are the |ungs.

ELSA
Tunor s?
CLI VE
GQuess we'll find out in the autopsy.

El sa stares at the Hybrid, not at all happy about the idea
of killing it.
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CLI VE ( CONT' D)
El sa, this was never supposed to go
this far. It wasn't even supposed
to go full term

ELSA
But it did.

CLI VE
W were just going to prove we could
do it. That was all.

ELSA
So what are you saying? Are you
really going to kill it?

Clive glances over to the sleeping hybrid, eerily human-1like.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
You think you can do that?

Clive's nouth tightens w thout comrent.

El sa pulls himover to the table where her mcroscope sits.
She points to the video tap: a mcroscopic view of rapidly
di vidi ng cells.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
See that? It mnmust have devel oped
t he Anmbysot ma growt h gene.

CLI VE
It's aging fast.
ELSA
Days within a matter of m nutes.
(beat)
This thing is going to die soon,
anyway. We'll be able to observe
its entire life cycle in conpressed
tinme.
(beat)
W' || never have an opportunity |ike
t hi s again.

Clive bites his Iip. She's playing himperfectly. He glances
at the Hybrid.

CLI VE
So it's dying?

ELSA
She's dying. Al by herself.
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Clive | ooks apprehensive, but staring at the creature, he
can't quite suppress a powerful fascination

I NT. MAIN LAB -- DAY

New equi pnent is being installed for the breakdown and
anal ysis of chem cals, disturbing the work of several of the
LAB STAFF

Dexter swabs sanples of G nger's dorsal excretions, while
Cive pulls a blood sanple. The little creature shakes under
t he needl e.

DEXTER
Estrogen |l evel's been | ow t hese days.
CLI VE
What do you nean "t hese days"? How
| ong?
DEXTER
It's in the logs. Every test, every
st at.

Dexter hands Clive a thick file.

CLI VE
Sorry. l... I'malittle worn out.

He | eaf s absently through stats.

DEXTER
I, um.. guess that thing, that
experinent you've got going on..
Still not ready to talk about it?

Clive closes the file and regards his brother's aching
curiosity.

CLI VE
| can tell you it's big. Pretty
big. And we need your help.

Dexter quickly perks up at the pleasing prospect of
i nvol venent .

DEXTER
Sure... anything.

Clive puts his hand on Dexter's shoul der, squeezing it
i ncl usi vely.

CLI VE
This experiment... it's really
i mportant that it doesn't get

di st ur bed.
( MORE)
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CLI VE ( CONT' D)
W need you to make sure that
nobody... | mean nobody gets inside
t he contai nment room

DEXTER
Sure. Absolutely. Nobody gets in.
(hopeful ly)
Not even...?
(pointing to hinself)

Cive smles, and shakes his head. Dexter shrugs off his
di sappoi ntnent with a grin.

CLI VE
Sorry. Nobody.
| NT. CONTAI NMENT CHAMBER -- DAY

The Hybrid is NONVTHE SIZE OF A TODDLER and harnessed by a
three-foot lead to the leg of a floor-bolted workbench.

A plastic container has been taped on as a protective cover
for her tail stinger. She scratches at it with sone
irritation.

Clive eyes the tail nervously as he attenpts to feed her a
bow of wet green nmush with a turkey-baster.

El sa watches, talking into a hand-held voice recorder

ELSA
(into recorder)
W' ve got H 50 on a diet of
chl orophyl |, roughage, bean curd,
and enriched starch.

As quickly as Cive tries to jamthe baster into the Hybrid's
nout h, she either turns her head or spits the food out.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
(into recorder)
She seens resistant to feeding, though
her rapid growth shoul d generate a
proportionate appetite.

Clive tries to squeeze a little nore goo into the Hybrid's
stubborn mouth. He receives a green blob to the forehead
for his efforts.

CLI VE
W're going to have to do this with
a drip feed.

ELSA

She'l'l just rip it out.



38.

The Hybrid sniffs the air, sensing sonething. Suddenly, a
| eg lashes out at Elsa with a SHOCKI NGLY FAST KI CK.

Both she and Clive recoil. Then they see it: The Hybrid's
tiny, hand-like foot has snatched the box of Nerds fromElsa's
|ab coat. She is gobbling the candy |ike a starved ani nal

El sa wat ches amazed, an idea formng
I NT. CONTAI NMENT CHAMBER -- SOON AFTER

El sa crunbl es several nerds between two spoons, then m xes
theminto the Hybrid s nush.

She hol ds the spoon up to the Hybrid's nmouth. This tine
nostrils flair and she happily wolfs the food down.

Clive now conmandeers the voice recorder.

CLI VE
(into recorder)
Tracki ng her feeding habits, we've
determ ned that the H 50 craves high-
sucrose foodstuffs.

Elsa wipes a little goo fromthe side of the Hybrid s nouth.
A long tongue darts out, precisely cleaning Elsa' s finger.
She gives Elsa what m ght be considered a smle. Elsa smles
back and continues the feeding.

| NT. NOVAPHORM HEADQUARTERS - BARLOW S OFFI CE -- DAY

Clive sits with Barlow in his downtown office. Three snal
arnchairs have been jamred into a corner of the room near
his desk. One is enpty. Cdive looks a little ruffled by
stress and bad sl eep.

BARLOW
Where's El sa?

CLI VE
At the lab. Holding things together.

BARLOW
She isn't too happy about the new
directive, is she?

CLI VE
It was a bit of a shock.

BARLOW
| under st and.

Barl ow | eans in close, as though the walls mght be |istening.
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BARLOW ( CONT' D)
Truth is, if we don't start projecting
profits, big profits, soon..
Novaphorm s in serious trouble.

Clive | ooks genuinely startled. Barlow grabs Cdive's hand,
like a term nal patient inploring his doctor for a cure.

BARLOW ( CONT' D)

Phase 2 is not an option. It's al
we've got. You'll inpress that on
her, dive, won't you?

CLI VE
W're on side, Bill. Trust ne.

Barl ow, relieved, abruptly changes tone to one of chunmy
encour agemnent .

BARLOW
Look at it this way. W' re sparing
you a lot of grief. The world s not
ready to mess with the human ani nmal
(beat)
You know Kwan over at Geneteck?

CLI VE
Ti m Kwan?

BARLOW
(nods)
He stepped over the line... Right
into a ten year prison term

Clive takes this in..

BARLOW ( CONT' D)
Genius is punished when it's ahead
of the tines.
(beat)
Al through history.

... And swal | ows hard.

| NT. CONTAI NMENT CHAMBER -- DAY

The Hybrid is a little |larger than when we | ast saw her.

El sa gives her a routine physical exam nation, while speaking
into her voice recorder

Clive sits quietly in the corner, flipping through the |og
books on Fred and G nger, trying to get up to date
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ELSA
(into recorder)
H 50" s physi ol ogi cal anonalies
continue to energe. Swelling in the
Lati ssinmus Dorsi and Teris Mjor and
M nor nuscl es.

El sa noti ces pronounced bruising and swelling fromthe rib
cage along to the back. Her expression betrays synpathy but
her voice remains clinical

ELSA ( CONT' D)
(into recorder)
It's possible that aspects of her
anatomy may be ill-suited to energing
nmut ations. ..

El sa winces at the painfully tender | ook of the flesh. Wen
she prods the bruises, the Hybrid withes from her touch.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
(into recorder)
The overall structure could becone
unstabl e | eading to malignancies
and. ..

El sa can't finish the sentence.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
I[t's too soon to nmake any assunptions.

She clicks off her voice recorder and gathers her papers.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
(to dive)
You'll be alright, then?

Clive | ooks up fromhis work.

CLI VE
El, you haven't taken a break in
days.

El sa kisses Cive on the cheek..

ELSA
Call if there's a problem

... and heads for the door. The Hybrid | ooks alarned. She
hops after Elsa, jerks short when she reaches the end of her
| ead. Then cries out, her alien tones settling into the al

too famliar tinmber of a human baby.

El sa regards her, doing her best to nmaintain cool conposure.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
I'I'l be back tonorrow.
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Conflicted, she turns to go. A SICK, TEARI NG SOUND and a
SCREAM

Clive junps up as Elsa spins around in time to see..

The Hybrid' s back spasns, nuscles twi st, flesh stretches
grotesquely as if sonmething inside were trying to break out.

RITITP' A slender girlish armerupts fromher side. Bleeding
and dripping with shreds of skin, it |ashes out and grips
Elsa’s leg with two bony fingers and an opposi ng thunb.

CLI VE
Holy fuck

El sa instinctively yanks her leg but the Hybrid holds on
tight.

The creature CRIES OUT LOUDER, possibly as nuch from enotional
heartache as physical pain. And another |anky arm bursts
out of the other side of her bruised, fleshy back.

Clive takes out their camcorder, capturing the whole
i ncredi bl e event on video.

El sa stares down at the Hybrid, freaked-out by the bl oody
appendages desperately clawi ng her pant |eg.

CLI VE (CONT' D)
El, careful..

But Elsa surrenders to the irresistible need to confort. She
bends into the gooey enbrace, drawing the hybrid close. The
creature's cries trail off into hiccuping breaths of relief.

Clive's brow furrows from behind the viewfinder, reacting to
this blatantly enotional display.

I NT. MJUSCLE CAR - PARKING LOT -- N GHT
El sa gets behind the wheel and inserts her key into the

ignition. But she hesitates before turning it, staring back
at the entrance to the |ab.

She bites a nail, nervously. Then quickly conposes herself
and starts the car, nmunbling reassurances to herself.
ELSA
She'll be alright. It's fine. She'l

be fine.

El sa swi ngs out of the parking space.
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| NT. BI RTHI NG CHAMBER -- NI GHT

The Hybrid is WAILING at the top of her lungs. She is
apparently NOT fine.

The torn skin on her back has been carefully bandaged with
gauze and tape, but she seens enotionally stricken by Elsa's
absence.

Clive tries to approach, inploring her to cal mdown.

CLI VE
Hey, it's okay. She'll be back.

The Hybrid continues to wail at full vol umne.

Clive steps forward. The Hybrid quickly skitters towards

the corner, as far as her rope will let her. Her tail flails
back and forth nenacingly, its plastic bottle clattering on
the fl oor.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Take it easy! Conon. |[|'mhere.

She cranks up her crying another notch.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
Think of all the new things we can
do now.
(smling)
We can arm westle!

The Hybrid's cry sputters and stalls a nmoment. Cive |ooks
relieved - he's getting through. But she is just filling
her lungs for another, even |ouder EMOTI ONAL BLAST.

Hands on his ears, Cive can't take it. He staggers out of
t he room

| NT. NOVAPHORM LABS - LUNCH ROOM -- EVEN NG

Clive inserts coins into a vending nmachine, relieved to be
nomentarily away fromthe cacophony. Hi's coffee conmes down
the chute and as he reaches to retrieve it, he hears...

THE HYBRID S WAILING .. faint and distant, but unm stakabl e.
Cive shakes his head, thinking he's hearing things unti

his eyes land on the air duct next to the fridge. Her voice
is comng up through the ventilation system

Pani cki ng, he scans the room There are a few LAB TECHNI Cl ANS
snacking at the far end, who haven't yet heard.

The Hybrid's voice seens to be getting |ouder still. Thinking
quickly, Cive funbles with a radio on top of the fridge.
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He turns it on to a talk show The creature's voice stil
cuts through.

Clive spins the dial until he tunes into a LOUD HEAVY METAL
STATION - md-guitar solo. He cranks the volume. Her voice
is finally drowned out.

He | ooks back to the Technicians. One LONG HAI RED TECH E
hol ds up his fore-finger and pinky (devil's horns) as a sign
of appreciation to Cive.

Clive forces a smle and returns the gesture.
I NT. CLIVE AND ELSA' S APARTMENT - HALL -- N GHT
El sa digs nusty boxes out of a hallway closet.

She pulls out the one she was |ooking for. 1t's |abeled
"Private... Elly's Stuff" in childish scraw .

She opens it with a m xture of excitenment and dread. |I|nside
are an assortnment of child's toys: a ratty STUFFED DOG a

M NI ATURE BI CYCLE, a WOODEN HORSE. One toy in particular
draws her attention... a BARBIE DOLL circa 1980. Menories
f1 ood.

Sonet hing el se catches her eye. She digs in deeper, finds a
dog-eared photo. |It's a picture of a five year old Elsa and
her Mother standing by the famly farm- a stern woman with
an armprotectively wapped around her daughter, her |ong
dark hair sports Elsa's single streak of white.

El sa regards it for a long nonent. But rather than triggering
fond nmenories, the photo only seens to inspire nelancholy.

I NT. CONTAI NMVENT CHAMBER -- DAY

A NEW DAY: El sa checks the bandages at the extraction points
where the Hybrid' s arnms erupted from her back.

The creature seens beguiled by these new aspects of her body.
She waves and flexes themw th delighted bird-1ike CHORTLES.
She reaches out tentatively, stroking Elsa's curls.

ELSA
You like that? You like hair?
(suddenly renenbering)
Ch, hey, | found sone things for
you.

El sa pulls out her box of toys and sets it down between the
Hybrid's | egs.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
See anything el se you |ike?
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The Hybrid pushes around awkwardly in the box, intrigued by
t he shapes, but is instantly drawn to the Barbie doll. She
has some trouble gripping with her new hands, so El sa hel ps
her, wrapping her own hand around the Hybrid's fingers.
Together they hold Barbie in the air between them

ELSA ( CONT' D)
(in a breathy Barbie
Voi ce)
H there. I'mBarbie. | like cute
guys, fast cars and funny little
creatures |ike you

Elsa slowy lets go of the Hybrid s hand, pleased to see her
grip the doll on her own.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
She was ny secret friend. | wasn't
allowed to have her, so | had to
keep her hidden.
(beat)
Just |ike you.

The Hybrid turns it around clunsily, studying it from al
angl es. She strokes the hair, conpletely entranced.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
That's right. She has hair too.

El sa watches wistfully. There's sonething a little sad about
this bald creature so fascinated by hair. The Hybrid s head
begins to bob with fatigue, eyes drooping. She |eans her
forehead on El sa's shoul der.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
You're tired. That's all right.
W'l play later.

The hybrid nuzzles deeper into Elsa's shoulder. At first a
l[ittle nervous, Elsa gathers the creature into her |lap and
cradles her. The Hybrid instantly begins to relax. And

El sa finds herself rocking her and humm ng, softly. If we
listen closely the we might recognize the nmel ody as "Under
My Skin".

The creature's eyelids droop, her neck relaxes. Wthin
nonments, she is breathing deeply -- asleep

EXT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS
Unseen by Elsa, Cive watches through the one-way mrror,

her HUMM NG br oadcast over the intercom He is clearly
troubl ed by this tabl eau.
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| NT. NOVAPHORM LABS - CORRI DOR -- DAY

In a private corner, Elsa wdlfs down NERDS and tal ks rapidly,
riding a sugar-fueled high. Cive listens. H's face betrays
concern.

ELSA
| think it's a form of
hyponet anor phosis. Her tissue
liquefies and refornms. That's why
we can't track it with MR or x-rays.
At this point, there's no telling
what she m ght beconme. And it's not
just her body. Her intelligence is
devel oping fast. She figures things
out .

CLI VE
W have to be careful not to project
t oo nuch onto her.

ELSA
She's not just a collection of
instincts. She thinks.

CLI VE
O course she thinks. Dogs think
But . ..

A TECHI E passes. They nod greetings, pausing their
conversation until he's out of earshot.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)

(qui et)
...But dogs aren't capable of conplex
associ ative reasoni ng.

ELSA
You're wong. She just needs tine.

Cive watches El sa carefully, measuring her up.

CLI VE
You know what we need?

ELSA
VWhat ?

CLI VE
W need to act our age.

I NT. HYPERSPACE -- NI GHT
Clive and El sa share a booth at the same club where dive

was 'shot'. The air prickles with its usual high-energy
throb. Elsa sips froma glass of wi ne, |ooking restless.
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Clive taps the BREAKNECK BEAT with his fingernails on the
table, grooving to the psychedelic nmayhem

CLI VE
Hey, come on. Let's dance.
ELSA
No. Thanks. | don't feel like it.

Clive barrels past his disappointnment. He reaches into his
pocket and produces Elsa's dropper-vial of liquid excitenent.

CLI VE
I know what you need. A little drop
of fun.

El sa shakes her head w thout apology. Cive's smle falls.

ELSA
I"mhaving fun. But you go ahead.
Go for it.

Clive's determnation is |osing steam He pockets the vial.

CLI VE
No. |'mokay. [|'mfine.
(unconvi nci ng)
This is fun.

The noi se of the club floods into their vacuum of
conversation. Eventually, Elsa gathers up her purse and
shuffl es out of the booth.

CLI VE ( CONT' D)
You all right?

ELSA
| want to go. | want to go back.
(beat)
She shouldn't be left alone.

I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - DAY

El sa has let the Hybrid out of containment. She is now about
the size of a FIVE YEAR OD CH LD, with fully devel oped,
spindly arns. There are a few energing stands of hair, which
only enphasi ze her bal dness.

Sitting cross-1egged on the floor, Elsa watches with delight
as the Hybrid successfully places A SPOON onto a piece of
paper with a drawn outline of a spoon.

ELSA
That's right. Spoon.
(beat)
Now "Dog". Do the dog!



47.

The Hybrid quickly picks up the tiny STUFFED DOG and pl aces
it onto a sheet of paper with a crudely drawn dog.

El sa cl aps her hands deli ghted.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
That's it! Dog! It's getting too
easy for you, isn't it?

The Hybrid cocks her head expectantly. Elsa spills severa
Nerds into the creature's hand, which she quickly scarfs.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
You could do this all day.

El sa scuffles over to the table and pulls down a | arge box.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Let's try sonething different.

She pulls a Del uxe-Edition Scrabble game fromits box and
pl aces the board between them |It's the kind wth a | azy-
Susan base, and raised ridges to line up the letters.

El sa spills the bag of letters onto the floor and quickly
rummages for the tiles she wants. She arranges the letters
P-E-N onto the board then pivots it so the word appears
upright to the Hybrid.

She holds up a PEN, then points to the letters.

ELSA (CONT' D)
P-E-N That says PEN. PEN

She puts down the pen and points to the word.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
What's that? Show ne. Show ne the
pen.

The Hybrid just stares at her blankly. Elsa arranges the
letters of her own nanme, E-L-S-A

ELSA (CONT' D)
That's ELSA. M.
(tappi ng her chest)
I"mElsa. Elsa.

The Hybrid' s face is a blank slate of inconprehension. Elsa
points back to the first word, and holds up the ball point.

ELSA (CONT' D)
PEN! This is a PEN
(tappi ng her chest)
ELSA. |I'mElsa. Pen... Elsa.
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El sa searches the Hybrid' s face, desperate to detect the
slightest sign of association. Nothing.

El sa notices the Hybrid' s gaze is fixated on the box of Nerds
in her breast pocket. She spills a couple into her palm--
incentive. The Hybrid s eyes dart, her mouth opens slightly.

Hol di ng the Nerds hostage in her palm Elsa points again at
t he word: PEN

ELSA ( CONT' D)
What's that? PEN.
(beat)
Where's the pen?

Still nothing. Not a glimrer. Elsa pops the Nerds into her

own nmouth with a sigh, then tips the board, spilling the
letters to the floor. She sees pal pabl e disappointment in
the Hybrid' s eyes -- reacting to the |ost reward.

El sa gets another idea. She rifles through the tiles,
plucking up five letters to spell the word: NE-R D S.

She rotates the board, then holds up the box of candy where
the sanme letters are clearly marked on the | abel: NERDS

The Hybrid' s eyes flit quickly fromthe Nerds to the Scrabble
board, then back to the Nerds. Elsa smles. Sonething' s
starting to click.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Nerds... C non. You know what Nerds
are.

The Hybrid reaches out a spindly hand to touch the tiles,
her eyes skipping to the actual package of candy.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
That's right. They're the sane.
NERDS!

The Hybrid abruptly pops the letter S into her nouth, chews
and quickly swallows it. Elsa gasps. The Hybrid makes a
sour expression, as though she'd been tricked.

El sa's nonentary dismay is replaced by a triunphant grin.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
You did it! You nmade a connecti on!
Good girl!

El sa spills sone real Nerds onto the gane board and the Hybrid
qui ckly gobbles themup. The door opens behind El sa. She
spins quickly to greet Clive. The Hybrid cowers at his
arrival
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ELSA ( CONT' D)
She did it!

CLI VE
What ' s goi ng on?

ELSA
She can associ at e!

CLI VE
(annoyed)
What is she doing in this roon? You
can't let her out.

ELSA
What's the probl enf

CLI VE
Speci nens need to be cont ai ned.

ELSA
Don't call her that.

CLI VE
What are we supposed to call her?

El sa quickly scans the room looking for a nane. On the
Scrabbl e board are the remaining four (un-eaten) tiles
spelling NERD. O course, they are upside-down to El sa.

ELSA
DREN Her nanme is Dren.

DREN the Hybrid, scuttles into the corner. Cive is suddenly

furious.

CLI VE
You're talking like... You're treating
her |ike she's a..
(catching hinself)
A pet!

ELSA
I"mconmpiling a devel opnental profile.
She needs nore stinulation than that
room

CLI VE
Vell, we're screwed now. They're
renovating this entire w ng.
Tonorrow  So what the hell are we
going to do about that?!

Dren's eyes narrow at his raised voice. Elsa, now angry

hersel f,

yanks an equi pnent cart fromthe side of the room
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ELSA
Alright, so we'll nove her. W']|
put her in the storage room
downstairs. Nobody goes down there.

CLI VE
What are we doing? Wy are we taking
all these risks?

El sa yanks equi pnent fromthe | ower shelves of the cart.

ELSA
Wien the hell did you get so fucking
scared of everything!

Sonething triggers in Clive. He takes three furious steps
into Elsa's face. Yelling now. Loudly.

CLI VE
VWHEN THE FUCK DI D YOU STOP BEI NG A
SCI ENTI ST?!

Dren flings herself across the roomand | ands squarely on
Cive. He falls backwards, hitting the floor hard. Dren's
tail waves wildly, flinging off the protective cover.

The poison spike withdraws fromits fleshy sheath, poised to
sting!

ELSA
NO  STOP!

Dren freezes, then turns her head to El sa.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
(cool, in comrand)
Go to your place.

Dren eyes Clive once nore before obediently skul king back
into her corner. Cive sits up, breathing heavily, still a
little afraid.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
It's okay. She won't hurt you.

She hel ps dive up.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
| know we have a situation. But we
just have to deal with it.

CLI VE
(struggling to contain
hi nsel f)
A situation? She could have killed
ne!
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Cive and Dren eye each other warily. Elsa |oads a cardboard
box into the | ower portion of the cart.

ELSA
Don't be nelodramatic. Let's just
solve this.

CLI VE

Jesus fucking Christ!
I NT. CORRIDOR -- DAY

El sa and dive wheel the cart with equi pment on top. A box
| abel | ed, Sequence Driver, rests beneath. The top shifts.
Dren's eyes peer out. Elsa pushes her gently back down.

ELSA
Stay inside, Dren.

Clive nervously glances around the corner. Coast is clear.

CLI VE
She okay?

ELSA
Scared. It's all right.

They truck the cart around the corner and manage to get to
the freight elevator undetected. Elsa hits the down button.
The el evator rises up fromthe basenent at a snail's pace.

Finally the doors open, revealing... Dexter, who |ooks
startled to see them
DEXTER
Ww. | don't think |'ve seen the

two of you together in weeks.

ELSA
Hey, Dex.

Dexter's eyes land on the EEG machine on top of the cart
wth a variety of other devices.

DEXTER
Where are you going with that?
CLI VE
Storage. It's not working. W need

to order a new...

DEXTER
(confused)
What do you mean, not working? | had
it hooked up to Fred yesterday.

Clive isn't sure what to say. Dexter searches their faces.
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DEXTER ( CONT' D)
What ' s goi ng on?

THE CLACKING OF MEN' S SHOES. dive | ooks over his shoul der
and sees Barlow striding down the hall.

CLI VE
Shit.

El sa flicks hair fromher face, trying to play it cool
Clive swall ows hard.

BARLOW
I"ve been | ooking for you two
ever ywhere.

CLI VE
Whazup?

Bar| ow gl ances at the cart of equipnent.

BARLOW
What's all this?

CLI VE
Just sonme junk we're trashing.

Barl ow i s suddenly curious. He fingers the EEG machi ne on
the top of the cart.

BARLOW
Pretty state-of-the-art junk. Wat
el se are you...?

To Cive and Elsa's horror, Barlow quickly bends down to the
bottom of the cart and opens the box containing Dren! Barlow
tips the box to reveal that the it's enpty - Dren is gone.
Clive scans the hallway. Nothing.

They catch each other's eye, bew |l dered. Elsa bucks up..

ELSA
What can we do for you, Bill?

Barl ow quickly |l oses interest in the equi pment.

BARLOW
Listen. Geat news. W're going to
present Fred and G nger at the annua
shar ehol der' s neeti ng.

Clive and Elsa are conpletely distracted, scanning for sone
sign of m ssing Dren.

ELSA
Shar ehol der s?
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BARLOW
W inpress themwth the H40's,
Novaphorm stock will go through the
roof. ..

CLI VE
| dunno Bill, we're pretty busy..

The el evator doors slide closed. Elsa quickly slaps the

down button again, they slide back open. She enters the

el evator half expecting to find Dren in there. The elevator's
enpty. She remains inside, holding the door with her hand.

BARLOW
| thought you'd be excited. Don't
you wanna show t hem of f ?

Clive is anxious to get rid of Barlow

CLI VE
Yeah, | guess.

He | ooks nervously to Elsa, who is staring oddly at Dexter.

BARLOW
Alright then. Let's neet. |'ve got
to prepare a budget.

Sonet hing drips on Barlow s shoulder. He doesn't notice.

Clive follows Elsa's eyes to Dexter. Hs nortified gaze is
fixated on the ceiling, where Dren is wedged like a tree
toad in the corner above Barlow. Her tail sw ngs back and
forth, ready to pounce. dive stifles his shock.

Barl ow t akes one | ast | ook at the EEG nachi ne.

BARLOW ( CONT' D)
You sure we can't fix it? Sonetimnmes
you guys act like there's noney com ng
out of...

Suddenly Dexter speaks up, a hair too |oudly.

DEXTER
It's fried! Totally fucked! W
need a new one. Right away.

Barl ow s eyebrows raise at Dexter's outburst. Over his
shoul der, Elsa peels Dren off the wall, and swi ngs her into
the el evator.

Dexter takes Barlow by the armand gently gui des hi m away
fromthe el evator



54.

DEXTER ( CONT' D)
Listen, Bill... I've got sone
requisition fornms, on ny desk. If
you can push the purchase through...

Dexter hazards a glinpse back at Cive, who tosses back a
qui ck | ook of appreciation, and then shoves the cart into
the elevator. Barlow calls after themas the doors cl ose.

BARLOW
Call ne!

Barl ow feels the wetness on his shoulder. Brings his fingers
to his nose, sniffs them sensing sonething is up but unable
to pin down exactly what it is.

I NT. DOMWNSTAI RS CORRI DOR -- DAY

Elsa and Clive roll the cart quickly up to the door of the
storage room

ELSA
God, | hate that guy.

CLI VE
Wiy, because he plays by the rul es?

ELSA
Because he | oves them

El sa qui ckly keys open the door and pushes the cart inside.
| NT. STORAGE ROOM -- DAY

The inside of the storage roomis lined with shel ves,
cluttered with ol d boxes, obsol ete equipnent, and forgotten
cl eaning products. At the far end there's plunbing and a
huge industrial sink.

St epping inside propels a cloud of dust into the air.

CLI VE
(furious)
You know, sticking to a few fucking
rules isn't always such a bad idea.

El sa draws Dren from bel ow the cart and into her arms, | ooking
alittle queasy. dive steps back, wary.

ELSA
Nobody's going to care about a few
rules. After they see what we've
made. . .
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CLI VE
See what we've made! Nobody can see
what we' ve made!

ELSA
Once they see G nger and Fred, don't
you think the world' s going to want
to know what's next?

She holds Dren's face next to her own, as though this were
all she needed to nmake her case to the world.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Do you think they can | ook at this
face... And see anything less than
a mracle?

Clive's jaw hangs open, stunned at Elsa's naivete.

And as if on cue, Dren pukes on Elsa's shoulder, then buries
her head m serably in Elsa' s chest.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Oh... oh no. Onh Sweetie, you're
si ck.

Cive shakes his head, astounded. The whole thing is getting
to be too nuch. Elsa puts her wist to Dren's forehead.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
Clive, she's really hot.

CLI VE
|'"ve got to talk to Dexter

He | eaves, disgusted. Elsa hardly notices.

| NT. NOVAPHORM LABS - LUNCH ROOM -- DAY

Clive sits with Dexter by the window The silence between
themis so intense, the humof the Coke machi ne sounds |ike
a plane | andi ng.

Finally Cive can't take it any |onger.

CLI VE

Go ahead. Say what you're thinking.
DEXTER

What |'mthinking? Wat were you

t hi nki ng?
CLI VE

It was kind of an accident.
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DEXTER
(i ncredul ous)
That kind of an accident takes a
hundred m I lion years! Unless...
sonmebody very smart does it on
pur pose.

CLI VE
Look. | know it's crazy...
(beat)
But | need your support on this. |
need your hel p.

Dexter | ooks at Clive with a m xture of reluctant |oyalty,
and profound di sappoi nt nent.

DEXTER
|'ve got a wfe and three kids.
What happens to themif | go to
prison? For what you two have done.

Clive squirms in his chair

DEXTER ( CONT' D)
Did you ever think about that?
(beat)
Did you think at all? O did you
just do what she wanted?

CLI VE
(face reddeni ng)
It wasn't like that.

DEXTER
You coul d have stopped it. At any
time, you could have said no to her

Clive can't quite nuster a retort.

DEXTER ( CONT' D)
Try it sonme tine.

Wth that, Dexter bustles out of the room |eaving his brother
to quietly sinmmer alone.

I NT. STORAGE ROOM -- NI GHT

It's night now, Cive has acconplished a ot with the room
piling all the unwanted boxes to one side. He finishes
noppi ng the floor while Elsa dotes over sick Dren. She pulls
a thermoneter fromDren's nmouth and studies it.

ELSA
One hundred and five. This is
seri ous.
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CLI VE
How do we know wi th her?
ELSA
(frantic)

| know. W have to do sonet hi ng!

CLI VE
What ? What are we supposed to do?

Dren lets out a TRILLI NG GROAN that ends with a choke and
nore vomt. Elsa rushes over to w pe her nouth.

ELSA
We have to take her sonewhere.

CLI VE
That's crazy!

ELSA
(al nost crying)
THEN DO SOVETHI NG

Clive stares down at Dren, who is quickly fading. He scans
t he storage room desperately.

CLI VE
We're bio-chemsts. W can handl e
t hi s!

ELSA

How? Fuck! HOWP!

Clive turns to the industrial sink and runs the faucet.

CLI VE

What do you do with high fever?
ELSA

Col d bat h!
CLI VE

Al right. Let's do it!
MOMENTS LATER
The sink is alnmost full.
Dren's condition is considerably worse. Her nose is
conpl etely clogged, throat swollen, she can hardly breathe.
Clive turns off the faucet.

ELSA
Hurry.

Wth her |egs folded under her, Cive and El sa manage to
squeeze Dren into the sink sideways.
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She squirns slightly at the shock of cold water, but hasn't
the strength to resist.

ELSA ( CONT' D)
It's o