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EXT. THE PIT - EVENING
 
Trash. Heaping mounds of trash far below street level; broken 
furniture, destroyed cars, and rubbish, litter the floor of the 
Pit: the passenger-seat trash receptacle for an entire city.
 
Two young women both in their 20s, wait in a small clearing in 
the center of the Pit. FAYLIN sits atop a mound of crates 
smoking a cigarette. ISLA paces, checking a small handheld 
device. 
 

ISLA 
He’s late.

 
FAYLIN 

He’ll be here.
 

ISLA
He’s never this late. 

 
FAYLIN

He’s always late. This time ain’t 
no different.

 
GIL, 20, a scrawny boy in a hoodie, interrupts the girls 
arguing. 
 

GIL
Ladies. I’m trying to concentrate! 

 
ISLA 

Oh really? Well maybe if you told 
us what you’re doing for once we 
wouldn’t have to sit here in the 
dark. 

 
GIL

In the time that it would take for 
me to explain this to you in a way 
you could understand- 

 
ISLA

Oh, so now I’m too stupid? 
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GIL
That was less an observation on 
your ability to comprehend the 
issue and more on my ability to 
explain it. This is extremely 
complex- 

 
ISLA

(a challenge)
Try me. 

 
GIL

(sigh)
Okay, how much do you know about 
sewing?

 
ISLA

Sewing? Like scarves and shit?
 

GIL
Yes, scarves and shit. Think of 
the IFRN like a giant scarf that 
could wrap around the world one 
hundred times, with trillions of 
threads weaving together. Each one 
of these threads represents one of 
us, and like us, these threads 
aren’t stagnant; they move 
autonomously, independent of each 
other. Now, in order to get Flip 
in to the TANK, I had to cut his 
thread - a tiny incision in the 
fabric; so small it wouldn’t even 
register to the eye. Then, I had 
to sew it back together, if you 
will, before any of the other 
threads notice. So, to answer the 
question of what I’m doing - I’m 
trying to find his thread.

 
Oh.
 

ISLA
And what happens if the other 
threads notice?

 
GIL

Well isn’t that the million dollar 
question? Truth is, I’m not 100% 
sure but if you allow me to 
extrapolate... 

 (MORE)
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GIL (CONT’D)
Any break in the algorithm will 
trigger an alarm, a tremor down 
the fabric, and all the other 
threads act as one to find the 
source of the tear so it can be 
repaired.

 
ISLA

I thought the threads were acting 
independently.

 
GIL

Under normal circumstance, they 
do. This is not a normal 
circumstance. 

 
ISLA

Well shouldn’t we have worked out 
what the fuck a normal 
circumstance is before we sent 
Flip on a suicide mission?!

 
FAYLIN

(stepping in) 
Whoa, Isla. You need to chill, 
girl. Here. 

 
Faylin hands a small BOX to Isla.
 

ISLA 
I don’t smoke- 

 
FAYLIN

Well, do us all a favor and start. 
You’re bummin’ me out. 

 
Isla shoves the cigarettes back at Faylin and stomps away. 
Faylin turns to Gil. She speaks softly, not to be overheard.
 

FAYLIN
So? 

 
No response.
 

FAYLIN (CONT’D)
Where is he?

 
Gil works while he talks.
 

GIL
I don’t know. 

 
FAYLIN

What does that mean? 
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GIL
Something is interfering with my 
signal.

 
FAYLIN

I thought that thing you gave him 
was supposed solve that.  

 
She checks her ARM BAND. An LED screen shows a timer running, 
22:38, 22:39...
 

GIL
(shaking his head)

The mod I created for Flip was 
supposed to rewire his band, take 
it offline for a short amount of 
time before I sent a signal to 
reactivate it. The idea was that 
he could turn it off, slip in and 
out undetected, because a Shut 
Down human wouldn’t register to 
their security systems.

 
FAYLIN (CONT’D)

(re: her ARM BAND)
He’s well-within the window. Why 
haven’t you brought him back 
online?

 
GIL

I tried. I hate to say it but I 
think we missed something...

 
FAYLIN

We’ve been planning this for 
weeks. There is no way we missed 
anything. 

 
Gil picks up on the implication. 
 

GIL
I missed something. I just... I 
can’t see what it is...  

 
FAYLIN

He’s out of time. 
 
She moves to gather her things.
 

FAYLIN (CONT’D)
We have to go, Plan B. 

 
ISLA 

NO. Nobody leaves until he gets 
here. 
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FAYLIN
He’s not going to get here before 
they do. We been over this 
scenario a thousand times. Flip 
knows- 

 
ISLA

Flip knows that we’re waiting for 
him. Here. 

 
FAYLIN

Look!
 
She shoves her BAND in ISLA’s face. 
 

FAYLIN (CONT’D)
He’s gonna miss the window. He 
knows where to go. Now I ain’t 
sitting around to get caught just 
because your boyfriend stood you 
up. 

 
Faylin tries to shove past Isla, but Isla grabs her arm. Faylin 
turns around swinging. 
 
Isla DODGES and KICKS her away but Faylin comes right back. The 
two women trade PUNCHES before Faylin spins into a HIGH KICK, 
aimed at ISLA’s FACE. 
 
Isla BLOCKS the blow, throwing Faylin off balance. An opening-- 
 
SMACK!!!
 
Faylin sprawls on the ground, ISLA stands above her. 
 

GIL
(looking up) 

Uh... guys...
 

ISLA
He’s not... my boyfriend...

 
GIL

GUYS!
 
LIGHTS flash at the top of the Pit, street level. POLICE and 
DOGS can be heard, getting out of heavy armored vehicles and 
approaching the Pit. FLOOD LIGHTS shine down. Uh oh. 
 
Isla helps Faylin off the ground as Gil packs his gear and runs 
to meet them. 
 

GIL
What do we do?
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FAYLIN
(to Isla)

Now Plan B?!
 
Isla, fear in her eyes, nods. 
 
TITLE SEQUENCE: 

**“VIBRATIONS”**
 
 

EXT. CITY - CHASE SCENE
 
Wide on BILLBOARDS high above the city street, various slogans 
and images compete to capture the attention of pedestrians 
below and the residents of the lower LIVING TOWERS. 
 
We push in on an old tattered billboard showing an image of the 
TANK, a huge compound made of glass, and an OLDER GENTLEMAN 
playing GOLF. The sign reads: 
NEW! IDEM HEALTHY LIVING CENTRE! TIME STOPS WHEN YOU’RE HAVING 
FUN!
 
SIRENS wail below, adding to the cacophony of regular city 
traffic as we PAN DOWN to:
 
A HOODED-FIGURE, running down the street, pursued by POLICE. 
 
We track with the figure as it navigates the congested city 
streets, jumping over trash cans, fences, and bodies, weaving 
through obstacles to shake his pursuers.
 
The figure takes a tight turn and slips into a HOLE in the 
ground.
 

INT. SEWER - CONTINUOUS
 
The sounds of the street above fade.
 
The figure removes it’s hood. This is FLIP MACLEAN, 20s, good 
natured, a bit wiry, in need of a haircut, revealed to be out 
of breath, but OK. 
 
That was close. 
 
He peeks his head out of the HOLE he just climbed down. Coast 
is clear. 
 
Flip sets off along the winding network of sewer tunnels, 
navigating them as adeptly as he did the streets above. The 
tunnel opens up into a cavernous
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INT. UNDERGROUND OUTPOST - CONTINUOUS 
 
The Pitta Outpost is brighter than the sewer tunnels, but still 
pretty dim. The fires that people are huddled around throw a 
dancing light on the domed-walls of the cavern. Makeshift tents 
and beds around the opening. Piles of bodies, pushed 
unceremoniously against the walls. Though just as many young 
faces mix with old, the entire Outpost moves like a geriatric 
home, as if everyone that lives there is set to 0.75x. 
 
A PROSTITUTE, 50s, scantily clad with a gaunt face, approaches 
Flip as he walks through. 
 

PROSTITUTE
One last time before I Shut Down 
laddie? I’ll let you do whatever 
you want-

(whispers in his ear)
I won’t even charge ya. 

 
FLIP

Tempting.
 
He moves on.
 
A man babbles in the corner, holding a sign that reads: 
“DROPS KILL, TRY LOVE”
 
A young man rocks back and forth against a cot, cradling a 
comatose woman.
 
A voice cuts through the din-
 

VOICE (O.S.)
Flip? Is that you?

 
FLIP

Nope. 
 
The voice belongs to EDWON, 30s, a disgustingly dirty, dopey 
man, with a vocal tic that interrupts his speech, possibly from 
birth but more likely borne from excessive drug use. 
 
He walks away from watching a couple of PROSTITUTES trying to 
attract business.
 

EDWON
It is you! 

 
He runs to meet Flip, trailing behind him slightly as Flip 
walks through the Outpost. 
 

EDWON (CONT’D)
Listen, uh, buddy... I need some 
Drops.
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FLIP
It’s off business hours, Ed. 

 
EDWON

Yea, yea. How much you got on you?
 

FLIP
I’m not selling. Besides, where’s 
my money from the last vial I gave 
you? That wasn’t a loan.

 
EDWON

I know, yea- 
 

FLIP
I’m running a business here, not a 
charity for addicts.

 
EDWON

I know but its not for me this 
time, yea, I swear!

 
FLIP

Starting your own REC business are 
you? You going to incorporate? 

 
EDWON

Mary said she might give me a ride 
if I get her some good stuff, yea. 

 
MARY, 40s, unattractive, waves at them with one hand, the other  
hand buried somewhere in her coworker.
 

EDWON (CONT’D)
You’re the only one I know with 
good stuff anymore. You gotta help 
me, buddy. 

(desperate now) 
C’mon I need this. 

 
FLIP stops.
 

FLIP
And what do I get by letting you 
fuck a whore? Forgive me that I 
won’t stick around to watch. 

 
EDWON

Information.
 
FLIP laughs.
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FLIP
And when’s the last time you’ve 
been above the sewers? No offense, 
buddy, but you’re out of touch. 
Your information is no good here. 

 
EDWON

I hear things... yea. Lots of 
interesting things. From the other 
Outposts...

 
FLIP

Like what?
 
Edwon licks his lips, hedging his bets. 
 

EDWON
This is...yea, potentially.. 
highly lucrative for you. So, 
yea... Drops first. 

 
FLIP

I don’t need your information, 
interesting or otherwise. You need 
me. So why don’t you start talking 
before I change my mind. 

 
EDWON

Let me see it. 
 
Flip stares for a moment but decides to play along. He pulls 
out a small LEATHER FOLD from one of the pockets in his utility 
jacket.
 
He opens the FOLD to reveal: A ROW OF VIALS, swirling with a 
faintly blue substance, somewhere between a liquid and a gas. 
He plucks out the VIAL that is least filled. 
 

FLIP
Enough for one hit each, IF the 
info is good. 

 
Edwon eyes the barely filled VIAL and then looks at the LEATHER 
FOLD greedily. 
 
Flip returns the case to his pocket.
 
Edwon sweats... can he get a better deal?
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
I don’t have all day here- 

 
EDWON

Alright! Yea, I heard of a spot. 
 (MORE)
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EDWON (CONT’D)
Far out of the city limits. IDEM 
Vans go out and come back, ’bout 
twice a week, always in the middle 
of the night, yea.

 
FLIP

What for?
 

EDWON
Don’t know, do I? But whatever it 
is it must be very valuable. 
Always at night, Flip, yea, that 
means they don’t want anyone to 
see ‘em at it. 

 
Edwon nods his head knowingly. 
 

EDWON (CONT’D)
Betcha whatever is out there is 
worth a lot more than those rusty 
parts you collect yea, buddy.  

 
He might be right.
 

FLIP
How do I get out there? I don’t 
exactly have an IDEM van at my 
disposal.

 
EDWON

I don’t know, yea, but my friends 
at the Vata Outpost would know 
better than me. You can ask them, 
I’ll tell ‘em you’re coming, yea 
Flip?

 
Great, more work for Flip. 
 

FLIP
Thanks Ed, I’ll think on it. 

 
He walks away. Edwon stares for a second, then- 
 

EDWON
Hey! My drops yea? We had a deal!

 
FLIP continues to walk. Then - A VIAL flies over his shoulder, 
sending Edwon diving to the floor to claim his prize. 
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INT. IDEM RESEARCH FACILITY - NIGHT
 
Long desks fill the room, various instruments and tools crowd 
their surface. The lights are dark, except for a few emergency 
lights. There is no warmth to be found here; it is cool, 
sterile, surgical. 
 
DOUBLE DOORS burst open
 
DON WATTS, day-clothes contrast with the open lab coat flapping 
impressively as he walks, jaunt in his step, clearly in charge 
but... really? 
 
GREGORY HOTCHKISS, hunched, slightly panicked, attempts to keep 
up.
 

GREGORY
...and there was no read from 
their band. Must have been 
tampered with, so no ID. Cameras 
at the point of entry came up 
blank. However, the thermal 
sensors in the room did pick up a 
heat signature, and they indicate 
that it was a one-man job- 

 
DON

Well, lets not rule out a one-
woman job- 

 
GREGORY

Yes, alright then, a one-person 
job. Time stamp on the black out 
was 01:42-01:45.

 
DON

(almost impressed)
Hmm. Thats pretty quick.

 
GREGORY

Sir? 
 

DON
They got in and out in three 
minutes? I’d say thats pretty 
quick, wouldn’t you? 

(beat)
What did they take?

 
GREGORY

Frequency Modifications, sir. A 
few of them.
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Don picks up a long silver instrument that looks like a switch, 
with a round ball on the end. He waves it through the air 
experimentally. 
 

DON
How many is ‘a few’ Greg? Three? 

 
GREGORY

Well, typically yes, sir...
 

DON
(shaking his head)

No bueno.
 

GREGORY
But, in this case, six. 

 
DON

SIX?! What, are they just lying 
around down here? 

 
He tosses the WAND back onto the counter.
 

GREGORY
This is a lab sir. I believe the 
team was working on them.

 
DON (CONT’D)

Yeah, well, clean up after 
yourselves at least! 

 
GREGORY

We weren’t exactly expecting 
guests.

 
DON

Those little shits are expensive 
huh? But they hand them out like 
candy at Orientation, so I’m sure 
its no big deal. 

 
GREGORY

They are vital to the living 
environment we maintain here- 

 
DON

So... It is a big deal? 
 

GREGORY
Kind of yea. 

 
DON 

Hmm. Encrypted?
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GREGORY
Well, they should be. But 
encryptions are lifted during 
editing. If he- 

 
DON

Or she- 
 

GREGORY
If they took it while it was being 
worked on, then it might not be 
protected.

 
Don picks up another instrument, a METAL BALL with a glass 
sphere in the center.
 

DON
This is... no bueno. I can’t say 
I’m pleased, Greg. You understand 
the optics. 

 
He tosses the ball from hand to hand. 
 

DON (CONT’D)
Your mistakes look like my 
mistakes. And thats not fair, is 
it?

 
GREGORY

I’m.. sorry, sir. But..
 

DON
I mean I think we can agree, I had 
nothing to do with this whole 
debacle.

 
GREGORY

Well, no, Sir, not directly but...
 

DON
Just think of the questions I’ll 
be fielding! I can hear Them now, 
“Who broke in?” “What did they 
take?” “How could you let this 
happen?” Ugh. Days of questioning, 
what a headache. 

 
GREGORY

You can just tell Them that it was 
a bug in the system, and that 
we’ve sorted it out. 

 
DON

I could... I could...
 (MORE)
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DON (CONT’D)
(a long pause)

But why should I tell Them when 
its your system that 
malfunctioned? Surely you should 
have to tell Them.

 
GREGORY

Forgive me, but isn’t that your 
job... I wouldn’t even know how to 
contact- 

 
DON

And remind me again what your job 
is, Gregory? 

 
GREGORY

To oversee the lab, sir. 
 

DON
Chief of Lab Operations. Official. 

 
GREGORY

I’m not in charge of security, 
sir. I run the day-to-day research 
and development in the lab - thats 
it. 

 
DON

So who fucked up Greg? If it 
wasn’t you, then who? Was it Jim? 
Hmm? Lisa? Who do I tell The Upper  
Sector to fire? 

 
GREGORY

I - I -
(hanging his head)

I don’t know, sir. 
 

DON
You don’t know, or you won’t say? 
Because if you don’t know, then 
the last name that gets passed up 
the ladder, is yours. And you know 
what will happen. They will 
undoubtedly request your 
resignation. And what will come of 
your misguided nobility then? 

 
GREGORY

I suppose...
 (MORE)
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GREGORY (CONT’D)
(swallow)

I will have no choice but to 
concede...turn in my 
resignation...

 
DON

Such a shame. But necessary - I 
accept! Please send a list of 
recommendations for your potential  
replacement. No need to submit an 
official letter, I’ll let the 
right people know you will be 
leaving us. 

 
One final dazzling smile. He lets the heavy metal ball slip 
though his fingers - THUD before sauntering away, leaving Greg, 
dumbfounded, glued to the floor. 
 

DON (CONT’D)
It was fun, Greg. Oh and do give 
my best to Amanda and the kids.

 
The double doors swing closed behind him as the metal ball 
spins gyroscopically by Gregory’s feet. 
 

INT. SEWER TUNNEL - LATER
 
FLIP walks to a dead end and stops. He knocks a code on the  
wall and a TINY SLOT slides open. A single EYE appears in the 
opening.
 

FEMUS
Who goes there?

 
FLIP

No one. 
 
The slot slams closed. Locks turn and click. A hidden door 
opens and FLIP slips inside.
 

INT. SIPPIN’ CRANE - NIGHT
 
The doorman, Femus (FAY-MUS), a one-eyed behemoth of a man, 
sits atop a small stool next to the entrance; all this on a 
loft above the main bar.
 

FLIP
Sup FEMUS.

 
FEMUS 

FLIP. Where my tokens? 
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FLIP
I told you, we’re going double or 
nothing next time. Relax, big boy, 
you’ll get yours. 

 
Femus grimaces, mumbling profanity. Flip moves away to the top 
of the stairs leading down to the bar below and takes in the 
scene. 
 
Arching brick ceilings and metal accents, like a steam-punk 
University library, if the University was for criminals and 
drunks. This is the fleshy underbelly of the town above; it is 
the meet-up, safe-house, and trading post for the city’s lowest 
class. 
 
An anorectic songstress fronts a jazz trio. As she sings, we 
can see that her eyes are almost completely clouded with 
cataracts.
 

LOUNGE SINGER
(sings)

Your whisky doesn’t fill me
Your cigarettes don’t thrill me
I need something strong, From the 
gods up above
So drop me down some love...

 
Flip descends the winding stairs and sits at the BAR. KENDRA, 
20s, an intimidating girl covered in tattoos, approaches from 
behind the BAR. She throws a BLACK OBJECT at Flip. 
 
He flinches, but didn’t need to: A BLACK BAR NAPKIN boomerangs 
gracefully around his head and lands in front of him on the bar 
top. 
 

FLIP
Jesus, Kendra. You treat all your 
customers this way? Or just the 
ones you want to sleep with? 

 
KENDRA

(hard)
The fuck makes you think I want to 
sleep with your scroungin’-ass?

 
FLIP

That you had so much fun the last 
time. 

 
Okay, fine, she’s amused. She places a BOTTLE in front of Flip. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
Thanks. 
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He takes a pull from the drink as we rack to SYMON, 50s, a 
rough but jovial Scot, balding, in need of a clean shirt, 
talking to a couple of SHADY MEN in a dark corner of the bar. 
 
He notices Flip and rushes to get out of his conversation. 
 
Money trades hands but it’s difficult to tell who is buying and 
who is selling. Symon bee-lines for the open seat next to Flip. 
 

SYMON
Alright, Flip? 

 
He signals to Kendra for a drink. 
 

FLIP
Symon. What’s new?

 
SYMON

Nothings ever new, mate. Thats why     
I drink. Next time we have this 
conversation, might feel like the 
first time. 

 
A beer is set in front of him. 
 

SYMON (CONT’D) 
Ta, Kendra. So - how was it? What 
happened?

 
FLIP

It was close. Maybe too close.
 
A GEEZER, 50s, sitting to the right of Flip with his head on 
the bar, lets out a moan. The boys shoot him a look but 
otherwise ignore him.
 

SYMON
Shit. I’m glad you made it back in 
one piece. 

 
FLIP

Yea. I just hope the others are 
OK. 

 
SYMON

They’ll be alright, mate. Those 
ladies are more capable than most 
men I know. And I’m sure one of 
them will look after Gil. 

 
Flip snorts at the feeble joke, before taking a long drink. 
He’s worried. 
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SYMON (CONT’D)
So-

(excited whisper) 
What was it like? What did it look 
like? 

 
FLIP

Pretty much how you’d expect. 
 

SYMON
What did you take?

 
Flip starts to answer, but stops himself, as Kendra passes in 
front of the spot they are sitting.
 

SYMON (CONT’D)
Mate, I’ve been alive for almost 
52 cycles and I’ve never met 
anyone who’s been inside the Tank.  
I’ve never known someone as daft 
as you, but still. C’mon, details!

 
Another faint moan from the MAN sitting next to them.
 
FLIP takes another drink, avoiding a response. 
 

SYMON (CONT.)
(Low)

Flip, what the fuck did you take? 
 

FLIP
I’m... not sure. 

 
SYMON

You’re winding me up…
 

FLIP
No, honest. I have no idea. I mean 
its definitely a mod of some kind 
but fuck me if I know what for- 

 
A THUD of a body hitting the floor. Flip and Symon look around. 
The GEEZER lies crumpled in a heap, curled around the bar 
stools, his final drink dripping off the bar onto his face.
 
The music thats been playing stops mid song. 
 

LOUNGE SINGER
(spoken)

And that we all shall fall, but 
that we are not forgotten, for 
where the drink runs plenty, the 
women love softly, and the babes 
cry out, there is life still.
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The collective bar speaks softly with her, though most do not 
even turn around to look at the Geezer. When the orison is 
complete, they raise a glass, “Ay”, before continuing on with 
their conversations. 
 
The music starts up again. 
 

KENDRA
Orik! Les! A little help. 

 
Two BURLY MEN waddle over and pick up the body. 
 

SYMON
How many’s that this week then 
Kendra? Cause I’ve seen ‘bout 3 
meself. Might consider rebranding, 
“Kendra’s Mortuary”. Got a nice 
ring, don’tya think?

 
The BURLY MEN start to carry the body away. 
 

KENDRA
(to ORIK)

Wait. He owes the bar. 60, plus 
tip. You can have whatever’s left. 

 
One of the men, ORIK, punches the ARM BAND on the Geezer’s arm. 
Silently it starts to pry itself off his wrist, until it lands 
in Orik’s hand. 
 
He tosses it to KENDRA. She presses a series of buttons and 
then holds it to her own BAND. 
 
PING.
 
Satisfied, she tosses it back to the men and they continue off. 
 

SYMON
60! Would have cleared him out, ‘f 
it were me. 

 
KENDRA

The boys need something for their 
work. Keeps them happy, and the 
bar clean. 

 
SYMON

You’re too good to us dogs, 
Kendra. I’ve always said it: we’ve 
the loveliest barmaid e’er was. 

 
FLIP

Hear, hear.  
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KENDRA
Won’t be so lovely when you Shut 
Down on that barstool and I take 
your life savings. You got the 
longest running tab in the place. 

 
SYMON

A badge of honor!
 
Off her look-
 

SYMON (CONT’D)
Aw, c’mon darling. You know I’m 
good for it. And if not me, Flip 
here will settle me debts. Right 
mate? 

 
FLIP

Whoa. No way, pal. Count me out. 
 

SYMON
(play fight)

Aw get fucked you lousy 
cheapskate!

 
KENDRA

You boys...
 
Kendra walks away, laughing. Symon watches her until she’s out 
of ear shot. The joke lingers for a moment, then fades. 
 

SYMON
(all business)

Show me. 
 
Flip hesitates. 
 
He looks around to make sure no one is looking. Then pulls out 
a BLACK CASE. 
 
Just as he’s about to open it-
 

VOICE (O.S.)
Flip!

 
He spins around, tucking the CASE out of sight. 
 
But it’s only Faylin and Gil, quickly descend the narrow stairs 
leading from the door to the lower bar. 
 
They make their way to Flip and Symon. 
 

GIL
Knew you’d make it out! Sup Symon!
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SYMON
Gilbert. Fehfeh, much obliged. 

 
FLIP

Where’s Isla? 
 

FAYLIN
We split up.

(beat)
She’ll be fine. You know her. 
Probably having fun. What happened 
to you?

 
FLIP

They were on me as soon as I got 
out of there. It was all I could 
do to slip into the tunnels 
without them noticing. 

 
GIL

Where were you when I got your 
band back online?

 
FLIP

Yeah, actually I was going to ask 
you about that-

 
But Kendra interrupts this thought by placing two BEERS down 
for the new arrivals.
 

KENDRA
Y’all look like shit. 

 
Gil, is starstruck by smiling bartender. 
 

FAYLIN
Sup girl, just doing our best to 
not get arrested. Nothing new. 

 
KENDRA

I do not know what y’all are up to 
but Imma say it now, keep it out 
the bar. Ok I got enough to be 
dealin’ with as it is.

 
She looks to where Orik and Les dragged the body. A couple 
other bar patrons have joined the two men, standing over the 
Geezer’s body, fighting over the late drunk’s possessions. 
 

KENDRA (CONT’D)
(sotto)

Motherfuckers...
 

FAYLIN
Ofcourse, Ken. Don’t worry-

 

21.

Made in Highland



KENDRA
And if y’all are running you 
better not even think about 
leading those assholes down here. 
This joint is growing on me, and 
I’m tryna keep it for a while now, 
you know what I’m saying?

 
GIL

(feeble machismo)
Us? Lead the cops down here? 
Pshht. Yeah right. Those fuckers 
could never catch me. I’m like a 
phantom - so fast you can’t even 
see me. 

 
Kendra laughs, but not in a mean way. 
 

KENDRA
Keep giving those boys trouble, 
Gil. 

 
She walks away. 
 

FAYLIN
(to Gil) 

Nice. 
 
Gil drinks his beer. 
 

SYMON
Gil, don’t be offended I’m not 
taking the piss out ya for that 
horrible display of pseudo-
masculinity, I still love you 
mate, but Flip was just about to 
show me what he nicked. 

 
FLIP

Right.
 
Flip takes out the BLACK CASE once more. 
 

SYMON
(without taking his eyes off 
the case)

Also, no one gives a rat’s dick if 
you can run fast, we’re not in 
preschool. 

 
Gil eats it. 
 
Flip hands the CASE to Symon. He opens it. 
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A row of five, cylindrical IDEM MODS lay inside the case. A 
sixth, empty slot, indicate the set is incomplete. 
 
The MODs look like smaller versions of the metallic N2O 
chargers used to make whipped cream. 
 
They all stare. Then a low whistle.
 

SYMON
And these were just lying around 
in there? 

 
FLIP

Yup.
 

FAYLIN
What are they? 

 
FLIP

Modifiers. Gil?
 

GIL
Structurally, they most resemble 
cognition mods. You know, change 
your brain function. Extended 
focus, forced lucid dreaming, etc. 
But I can’t say for certain...

 
SYMON

Where’s this one? 
 

GIL
What?

 
An empty slot shows that, indeed, one of the six stolen IDEM 
MODs is not in its place. 
 

FLIP
(shrugs)

They were being worked on. On the 
desk. I grabbed whatever I could 
and slipped them in. Must have 
just missed one. 

 
Off Symons look- 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
It was dark in there! And it 
felt...weird. 

(beat)
Sorry I didn’t have time to fish 
around for the full set! Next 
time, you go in and see how it 
feels. 
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SYMON
You did good, kid. No ones sayin’ 
nuthin. 

 
FAYLIN

So... now what. 
 
SYMON closes the case. He hands it to Gil. 
 

SYMON
We need to figure out exactly what 
they do before we can sell them. 
How long do you think it will 
take?

 
GIL

Two days? 
(off his look)

A day? I don’t know man, let me 
spend some time with them and then 
I’ll give you a definitive answer. 

 
Symon nods as Gil pockets the case of mods.
 

SYMON
Take ‘em to mine. Use whatever you 
need.

 
FLIP

Another thing.
(hushed)

I just got tip on a hit. A good 
one. Location is far east of- 

 
SYMON

Enough work, mate. You’ve done 
enough today. Besides, best not do 
too much in here, or Kendra will 
have our necks. 

 
He eyes her.
 

FLIP
Fine. I’ll save it. Fay can you 
let Isla know that we’ll be 
meeting at Symon’s tomorrow 
midday? 

 
FAYLIN

Why can’t you tell her yourself?
 

FLIP 
I have a funny feeling she’s not 
too happy with me right now.
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Gil and Fay look at each other, confirming Flip’s suspicions. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
Yeah. So just let her know would 
you? 

 
FAYLIN

Ughh fine. We’re supposed to meet 
up at Ava’s later anyway. I’ll 
tell her then.

 
FLIP

Thanks. 
 
Symon hands Flip a new drink.
 

SYMON
Graduation day for you, mate. 
Tomorrow, I’m taking you to 
Salvage.

 
FLIP

Wait, for real?
 

SYMON
(chuckling)

Think you’ve earned it. Besides, 
it’s high time you learn how to 
make some honest money. 

 
Faylin snorts. 
 

FAYLIN
Picking up trash first thing in 
the morning? Some prize. 

 
GIL

Whoa, whoa, Junk is not Trash.
 

FAYLIN
No?

 
GIL

No. And technically, you’re in the 
Junk trade too, so I’d be careful 
how you speak about it. 

 
FAYLIN

(mocking)
Aw, did Gil’s wittle junk get its 
wittle feewings hurt?

 
GIL

Its not little!
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FLIP
Easy, guys. Fay, don’t worry, I’ll 
bring back something nice for you.

 
FAYLIN

Thanks, but no thanks. 
 

SYMON
9 AM tomorrow, don’t be late. Now- 

 
He raises a glass.
 

SYMON (CONT’D)
A toast - To Flip! Balls as big as 
boulders!

 
They all cheers. 
 

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT
 
Flip walks a short distance through the crowded streets near 
his house and diverts down a deserted side street. He is still 
buzzing from the eventful day.
 
He hops on top of garbage can and begins the climb to his 
apartment. 
 
He jumps from fire escape to balcony, until he finally reaches 
his window, high above the street below.
 
He quietly cracks it open. 
 

INT. FLIP’S HOME - CONTINUOUS
 
It’s dark inside. He flips on the kitchen light. It’s cramped 
in here, but in a homey way. Despite how advance the technology 
in the kitchen is to us, we can still tell its cheap compared 
to what’s available. Most of the appliances look like 
“projects” - frankensteined together with parts from various 
defunct machines. 
 

VOICE (O.S.)
Flip? Honey, is that you?

 
Flip grabs a cup from next to the sink, fills it with water, 
and then rounds the corner into the living room. The soft glow 
of city lights from the windows illuminate a figure sitting in 
a plushy chair. 
 
MARY MACLEAN, 50s, warm but stubborn, elegance meets hippie in 
the most charming way, sits quite still. 
 

26.

Made in Highland



MARY
Oh, there you are honey. I was 
beginning to wonder. 

 
FLIP

I’ve got something for you.
 
From a pocket in his utility coat he produces a ROCK, ugly, 
grey, about the size of a tennis ball. 
 

MARY
Lead stone? Where’d you find one 
this big?

 
FLIP

In the tunnels. I thought you’d 
like it - for your collection.

 
The window sill is full of polished stones and crystals, 
iridescent in the city lights. 
 

MARY
Well, yes, thank you Flip. But you 
know I don’t like you going down 
there. Those people... 

 
FLIP

I’m not like, hanging around down 
there or anything. I don’t even 
talk to anyone. Just run through 
as a short cut sometimes. 

 
MARY

Okay, honey. Here, give me those 
towels. And the brush. And fill 
the bowl --

 
FLIP

Yeah yeah, I got it. 
 
Flip takes a metal bowl off the side table and brings it to the 
kitchen.
 
Flip fills the bowl with water and return to his mother. 
 

MARY
These were once called, “Galena”, 
and the healers would use them to 
balance energies. They were 
thought to open the mind to new 
ideas, energize, instill a real 
“can do” attitude. Isn’t that 
lovely? You might carry around one 
of these with you. 

 (MORE)
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MARY (CONT’D)
Do you some good. Give you the 
“can do” attitude you need to get 
a real job-

 
FLIP

Mom, we’re not doing this. 
 

MARY
Oh alright. I just think it would 
be nice if you had some job 
security. And some work friends. 

 
FLIP

I have work friends. 
 

MARY
Well, yes. But you know what I 
mean.

 
Flip lays some towels over her lap. He puts the dirty stone in 
warm water. Mary starts to reach for the bowl. 
 

FLIP
Uh uh. Meds first. 

 
Mary sits back defeated. Flip kneels down next to her left and 
and interacts with the wearable ARM BAND she has. Her live 
medical chart projects out in hologram. He starts recording her 
vitals; temperature, blood pressure, etc. 
 

MARY
You know, before I worked at your 
father’s company, I was a dancer. 

 
Like a nurse in a hospice house, Flip does his work while 
feigning interest Mary’s monologue. He’s heard it all before. 
 

FLIP
A dancer? Really?

 
MARY

Yes sir. And I was pretty damn 
good, if I do say so myself. I 
used to have all the men’s 
attention. Mind you, this is not 
the type of dancing that you kids 
are doing at your clubs. There was 
skill involved. Acrobatics. We put 
on our very own circus right there 
in the bar!

 
Flip presses a button on the PILL DISPENSER that sits on a 
table near her CHAIR. 
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A rainbow of pills tumble down into the metal cup at the 
bottom. He grabs the water glass and begins to feed her the 
pills, giving her water after each one. 
 

MARY (CONT’D)
We had so much fun, the girls and 
I. But of course I got special 
treatment, because the bar 
manager, oh what was his name --

 
A couple pills.
 

MARY (CONT’D)
Jesus? Or maybe Juan? Well, he had 
such a crush on me!

 
FLIP

Did he? 
 
A sip of water.
 

MARY
Who could blame him! Of course, 
this is way before I met your 
father. Not that he would have 
blinked twice, you know the way 
your Franklin was with women. Like 
little disposable razors to him. 
Use them and toss them in the 
garbage. 

 
Another pill. 
 

MARY (CONT’D)
And who cares if he got a little 
nicked in the process? “Women 
think scars are sexy” 

 
Another sip. A final pill. Sip. Flip puts the cups away. Then 
places the rock in Mary’s left hand and the toothbrush in her 
right hand.
 

FLIP
Here you go. Go slow.

 
MARY

(excited) 
Yes, yes. These ones are tricky. 
Lots of little nooks and crannies. 

 
She pulls down the pair of goggle/glasses that sit upon her 
head and sets to work diligently, gently polishing her new 
stone. FLIP sits back from her. Watching. 
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Silence. 
 
 

FLIP
Mom?

 
MARY

Mmm.
 

FLIP
I was wondering if you’d given any 
more thought to my proposal. 

 
The scrubbing slows... then picks up again. Mary takes her 
time. 
 
After what seems like ages-  
 

MARY
Well, yes. I have actually. 

 
FLIP

...And?
 

MARY
I think you’re right. It’s time 
you move out on your own. You 
shouldn’t have to take care of me. 

 
Not really the answer he was looking for. 
 

FLIP
So, you’re going to fill out an 
application?

 
Another long pause. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
Mom. 

 
Mary sighs. A heavy sigh. She slowly puts her rock and 
toothbrush down in her lap. Reaching up to lift the glasses off 
her face. 
 

MARY
No. I’m afraid I won’t.

 
FLIP

But why not? It makes sense! They 
can help us both!
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MARY
It may make sense to you, for 
reasons that are beyond me, but 
your father and I swore that we 
would never use any government 
resources, no matter how bad it 
gets. 

 
FLIP 

It’s not a government resource. 
It’s a privately funded, assisted 
living program, designed to help 
people, like you, live a longer 
and more meaningful life. I don’t 
get it. Don’t you want that?

 
MARY

(shaking her head)
It all sounds nice when you say it 
like that- 

 
FLIP

It is nice! It’s very nice. I’ve 
seen it-

 
MARY

But your father and I-
 

FLIP
He should have gone too! He’d 
still be with us if he had!

 
MARY

(calm)
He wouldn’t. He would be with 
them.  

 
FLIP

We would still be able to visit! 
Whatever, this is ridiculous. I am 
filling out an application for 
you. 

 
MARY

Phillip Maclean. You will not. 
 

FLIP 
I don’t get it! This is the 
solution to all of our problems. 
It’s staring us right in the face. 
You’re just too stubborn to take 
it. 
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MARY
(gentle again)

My son. Try to understand what 
you’re asking me to do. My whole 
life... every decision I ever 
made. Everything your father and I 
fought for all those years ago. 
You’re asking me to ignore all 
that- 

 
FLIP

And you’re asking me to sit here 
and watch you die!

 
Silence. 
 

MARY
No one is making you stay here. 

 
FLIP

(spitting)
Don’t be stupid. I have to.

 
Mary looks weary after the argument, but resolute. Flip, 
sensing an immovable object, stands. 
 

MARY
Honey. Where are you going? It’s 
late. 

 
FLIP

Out. 
(soft)

Just for a drink. I’ll be back 
soon. 

 
Flip exits the room. Back out the window. 
 

INT. AVA’S WRATH NIGHT CLUB - LATER
 
Isla and Faylin sit in a booth in the center of a lively night 
club. It’s boujee for being an underground hang.
 
Booths line the walls and burlesque DANCERS, wriggle and writhe 
on stage and on platforms high on the walls. A DJ provides, 
ear-pounding beats. 
 
A bar at the back filled with bottles, the bartenders working 
hard to keep up with the demanding crowd. 
 
The club is filled with a mix of young and old, but all members 
of The LEFT: the movement that embrace their impending 
mortality with open arms, choosing to fill their lives and live 
to the fullest. MORE ON THIS LATER.....
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Isla sits opposite Faylin and Gil in plushy booths. A low table 
with bottles on it separates them. 
 

ISLA
What did he give for an excuse? 

 
FAYLIN

He said he had trouble finding his 
way out. I don’t know, it was 
weird, I’ve never seen him scared 
like that. 

 
ISLA

He was scared? 
 

GIL
I think what she means is that he 
was shaken up too. We all were. 

 
FAYLIN

As much as I love playing 20 
questions with you, it’d be much 
easier if you just asked him 
yourself.

 
Flip is walking towards them, greeting several CLUB GOERS as he 
passes through. He is a regular here. 
 

FLIP
Sup guys! Gil! Never thought I’d 
see you in this place. 

 
GIL

You can thank Fay. She was kind 
enough to drag me here. 

 
FAYLIN

It’s for your own good! You need 
to let loose a little. Step away 
from the screeeens.

 
FLIP

Good to see you, pal.
(to Isla)

Hey.
 
She turns away from him.
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
Isla, I’m sorry- 

 
ISLA

Where were you??
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FLIP
(to Gil and Fay)

You guys didn’t tell her? 
 

FAYLIN
Uh uh. I ain’t getting involved. 
Come on Gilbert, let’s get you 
laid. 

 
Gil looks at Flip with a silent “Help”.
 
Flip returns the look in kind. Then faces Isla.
 

FLIP
I got caught up. I’m sorry.

 
ISLA 

How?
 

FLIP
It was dark in there. I couldn’t 
find my way out.

(beat)
Did they at least tell you what I 
took?

 
ISLA

I don’t give a fuck what you took. 
Why didn’t you send us a message? 
Maybe to tell us that you were, I 
don’t know, alive?

 
FLIP 

I wanted to! My band was 
disconnected inside, and then as 
soon as I got out I had to make a 
run for it!

 
ISLA

While you were taking your sweet-
ass time, we were sitting, blind, 
at the bottom of a Pit, looking 
for you. Waiting for you to meet 
us, with no idea if you had been 
captured or...or killed...or-

 
FLIP

Isla...
 

ISLA
You scared me Flip. I don’t scare 
easily, but this... This was 
reckless. You told me we were 
ready to take this on-
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FLIP
We were--

 
ISLA

You promised me that we had worked 
through every hiccup-

 
FLIP

I thought we had!
 

ISLA
“No miscalculations”, “No 
mistakes”-

 
FLIP

These things happen with jobs like 
this- 

 
ISLA

No. You lied to me. 
 

FLIP
I truly thought that Gil’s plan 
was going to work. And it did! 
Eventually... I mean, it took a 
while, but it did work. 

 
A pregnant pause. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
I’m sorry... It won’t happen 
again. What else do you want me to 
say?

 
She considers him. 
 

ISLA
I’m glad you’re okay.  

 
Faylin returns with Gil, eyes wide and pale, who sinks onto the 
couch next to Flip.
 

FAYLIN
You guys kiss and make up yet? 

 
FLIP

That was fast! Been a while, huh 
pal?

 
FAYLIN

We had to ah...
(she looks at Gil)

abort mission. 
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FLIP
What happened?

 
FAYLIN

Angel.
 

FLIP
Your coworker?

(to Gil)
Hell yeah! She’s hot dude, nice. 

 
FAYLIN

No, no... it wasn’t. 
 

ISLA
What happened? 

 
GIL

I... She...
 

FAYLIN
She tried to give him a hand job 
under the table and he freaked out 
and spilled his drink on her. 

 
Flip laughs riotously. Isla doesn’t. Gil is upset. 
 

ISLA
Aw you poor thing. 

 
GIL

We barely said anything to each 
other! And then I just feel a hand 
on my.. you know.

 
He shudders. 
 

FAYLIN
Well, she is technically working? 
I’m sorry. I should have set you 
up with someone a little less...

 
GIL

Aggressive? Yeah. Thanks. 
 

FLIP
Bad luck brother. You need a pick 
me up. Here--

 
FLIP pulls out a VIAL OF DROPS.
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
It’s a “Night of Firsts” for you, 
pal. Let’s keep it going shall we? 
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Gil eyes them cautiously but he’s already feeling like enough 
of a loser. 
 

GIL
(sigh)

Fuck it. 
 

FLIP
Atta boy!

 
ISLA

(to Gil)
Don’t let him pressure you.

 
FLIP

I’m not pressuring him! 
(to Gil)

You do not have to do this if you 
don’t want. Totally fine. 

 
GIL

I want to. 
 
Flip turns to Isla. “See”
 

FLIP
He wants to! Alright, since you’ve 
never done this before, I’m going 
to put them in your eyes for you. 
That way you get the right amount. 

 
GIL

(attempting cool)
Okay. Just, like, not too much. I 
don’t want to freak out or 
whatever. Can’t I just, like, 
micro-dose it?

 
FLIP

Trust me, I’m going to give you 
the right amount. These Drops are 
super pure, but theres always a 
risk of Maxxing Out. But I’m a 
professional. There’s no way that 
will happen to you. Ready?

 
Gil, always the younger brother, hesitates, then NODS. He tilts 
his head back and Flip APPLIES THE DROPS - ONE TINY DROP IN 
EACH EYE. 
 
He lifts his head back up, blinking the Drops further into his 
eyes.
 

GIL
When will I know if it worked?
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Faylin and Flip smile at each other as Flip hands her the 
bottle of Drops. 
 

FAYLIN
You’ll know. 

 
Flip tries to hand them to Isla.
 

ISLA
I’m still pissed.

 
FLIP

Hey - we’re fine. We’re all here, 
we’re celebrating. Gil’s plan 
worked. There’s no way in hell 
anyone could trace it back to us.

 
He shakes the vial of drops in front of her. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
Nothing better to take your mind 
off it... No? 

(shrugs)
Suit yourself. 

 
He applies the drops to his eyes. 
 

INT. FLIP'S ROOM - THE NEXT DAY
 
An ALARM CLOCK IS BEEPING. Possibly for a while.
 
Flip explodes out of sleep. He checks the time. 8:43. 
 

FLIP
Fuuuuck.

 
He jumps out of bed and rushes to get ready.  
 

EXT. SALVAGE YARD - CONTINUOUS
 
Symon is waiting by a large fence, surrounding what looks to be 
a junk yard. He holds a bundle of BURLAP.
 
There is a large GATE and a wooden TOLL BOOTH sitting outside 
the gate. 
 
A SIGN on the gate reads:
 
SALVAGE YARD - GATED ACCESS - Hours of Operation: 
Some Days - 9am - 3pm 
Other Days - CLOSED
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Men and women, all over 40, grubby, working folk, wait in a 
crowd outside the toll booth. 
 
GNARLES FISHLEY, 40s, a stubby little man wearing a train 
conductor hat and chomping on a CIGAR as big as his wrist, sits 
at in the toll booth, shouting at a MAN, 30s, thin and lanky, 
watery eyes.
 

GNARLES
You’ll take a ticket and wait like 
ever’one else, Preston. And if ya 
take anyting more than yer bag 
today, I’ll be more than happy to 
add ya to me art wall.

 
The side of the Toll Booth is covered with HUMAN FINGERS, TOES, 
A HAND, A COUPLE TONGUES, all nailed to the side of the booth. 
A painted sign on top of the display reads: “THIEFS”.
 

GNARLES (CONT’D)
Each item over, one finger. Now 
piss off. 

 
He tosses a paper ticket at Preston, who sulks back to the 
waiting crowd. 
 
Flip, disheveled and hungover, runs to meet Symon by the front 
of the line.
 

FLIP
(out of breath)

Hey. Sorry- 
 

SYMON
9 AM, Flip. 

 
FLIP

I know.
 

SYMON
What time is it?

 
Flip checks his watch.
 

FLIP
9:03.

 
A stern look.
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
Gimme a break, Symon. It’s three 
minutes.

 
SYMON

Eight. On time is-
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FLIP
-5 minutes early, yea, I got it. 
Can we go now?

 
He tries to walk past him towards the gate. Symon grabs his 
arm.
 

SYMON
Right now, your word is ‘bout the 
only thing of value you’ve got. 
You start breaking that, people 
stop believing you. Right? Now, 
dodgy as some of our dealin’s may 
be, we got rules. Ther ain’t no 
one wants to buy from a liar. 
Understand?

 
Stand off. Flip nods. 
 

SYMON (CONT’D)
(upbeat)

Enough then, let’s find us some 
junk!

 
He approaches the toll booth, Flip at his heels. The window is 
quite high, forcing both Symon and Flip to look up.
 

GNARLES
(re: Flip)

Thats him then is it? Hmm. Looks 
like my great niece.

 
SYMON

Thanks for the early access, mate. 
Owe you one. 

 
Gnarles grunts. These two go back.
 

GNARLES
‘ts nothing. 

 
Gnarles leaves the window. We hear him descend a set of stairs 
and then exit a little door on the side of the booth. KEYS 
jangle merrily as he steps out into daylight.
 
He is in fact, a diminutive man, the top of his head barely 
meets Flip’s waist. 
 

GNARLES (CONT’D)
This way then.

 
He leads them to a small door in the fence -- not the large 
sliding gate -- and unlocks it for them. 
 

40.

Made in Highland



SYMON
Cheers, pal.

 
He taps his arm band to Gnarles’. Payment. 
 

GNARLES
(to Flip)

Listen up to Symon now laddie. 
Hate to lose any of those pretty 
little fingers. 

 
Flip blanches. He mimics Symon, tapping his arm band to 
Gnarles’. 
 
Gnarles walks back to the booth. We hear him shouting at the 
rest of the crowd, who apparently are getting upset that two 
people were let in early. 
 

GNARLES (O.S)
They were here first you lousy 
cunts! I’ll have none of it. Now 
fuck off!

 
Symon chuckles. As they walk into the Salvage Yard, he hands 
Flip one of the BURLAP BUNDLES and opens the other. He throws 
it over his head, one arm through, resting it on his shoulder. 
The empty BAG has one long slit in the middle and Symon wears 
it across his body.  
 
Flip copies him.
 

SYMON
You see Flip? Connections are what 
keep us scroungers nice and 
separate from beggars and bums and 
scoundrels.  

 
Symon and Flip walk through tremendous mounds of junk - old 
appliances, broken parts of robots, furniture, you name it. 
 
Flip is like a kid in a candy shop. He stops by a pile.
 

SYMON (CONT’D)
Oy, keep up. Fresh dump is in the 
back. 

 
They find the back of the yard where trucks have just dumped 
fresh loads of shit. They start to dig through the trash, every 
now and then putting something in one of the side-body-hammock-
bags they wear. 
 

FLIP
Look at all this shit! 
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SYMON
Intention mate, intention. You 
can’t take it all. Look for stuff 
you can repurpose. Or better yet, 
sell as is. 

 
FLIP

Like this - 
 
He holds up a large, angled, MED ARM, with fingers on the end. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
A full Med Arm! I didn’t know they 
just dumped these. Bet Gil could 
get this started again... How much 
do you think this would go for?

 
SYMON

Is it worth the space?
 
Flip looks at his half filled bag. It’s not. 
 
Slightly disappointed, he tosses the Med Arm back into the 
pile. 
 
They continue to dig.
 

SYMON
Tell me about this job. 

 
FLIP

I don’t know much. Greg told me he  
heard from the Vata Outpost-

 
SYMON

(scoffs)
Fucking junkie. Wouldn’t trust a 
word he says. 

 
FLIP

Yeah, well. It seemed credible. He 
said the Vata Outpost has seen 
trucks leaving the city and coming 
back next day. IDEM trucks. 

 
SYMON

What are they carrying?
 

FLIP
He didn’t say. 

(pause)
But it must be valuable right? I 
mean, we know IDEM has cutting-
edge tech. 

 (MORE)
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FLIP (CONT’D)
If they’re acquire resources from 
outside the city, maybe we could- 

 
SYMON

I don’t like it mate. 
 

FLIP
(crestfallen)

Why? We don’t even know what it is 
yet. I think it’s worth 
investigating. 

 
SYMON

Mate.
(beat)

I didn’t mind you puttin’ the hit 
on those IDEM cunts the other 
night. Shit, they’ve got tech up 
to their tits, I’m sure they 
didn’t miss it. But you gotta be 
careful about disturbing the bee 
hive too much. Anything that IDEM 
wants, they’re gonna get, and it’s 
better off left to them anyway. 
And the last thing you or your mum 
needs right now is for you to get 
stung.

 
FLIP

(to himself)
You sound like her...

 
SYMON

Yea? Well. Grew up ‘round the same  
time, didn’t we? Reckon she’s got 
a point. Smart lady, your mum. How 
is she? 

 
FLIP

She’s... fine. She acts like she’s 
still 25. But I can tell she’s 
slowing down. 

 
SYMON

(sigh)
We all slow down sooner or later. 
Some faster than others. She’ll be 
alright.
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INT. SYMON’S HIDEOUT - LATER
 
An underground bunker, built for doomsday but repurposed to be 
the hideout for the crew. 
 
It’s big. Bigger than we would expect and underground hideout 
to be. Not super wide (20’?), but very long (65’). The walls 
are made of cement and metal, they stretch about 14’ high, but 
enough of them are covered with rugs, posters, art, and TVs, so 
that it looks less like a bunker and more like a college dorm. 
 
A HUGE METAL WHEEL takes up most of the far wall - a door 
maybe- but clearly not in use. A horrible ORANGE SHAG COUCH is 
pushed up against it and tapestries are draped lazily over the 
hand holds. 
 
Where a coffee table might go is a ladder, extending straight 
up to a small MAN HOLE in ceiling. 
 
Arcade games, computers, various machines, televisions, and a 
refrigerator take up most of the space in the “Chill Zone”.
 
Desks take up the middle of the room, two long white desks 
pushed against either wall and a long shining metal table 
sitting in the middle. The tables are crowed with instruments, 
computers, paper, etc. Not very organized. Lights hang low over 
the tables.
 
At the far end of the room is a full kitchen, equipped with a 
fridge, sink, cabinets, and a dining set. A door leads off to a 
bedroom at this end. 
 
Gil works at the center desk. In front of him is an exploded 
view of a IDEM MOD in hologram. His arms are hooked into an 
apparatus that is allowing him to make precise adjustments, 
moving pieces of the holographic mod around and looking 
intently. 
 
FAYLIN tattoos herself with a tattoo gun, while smoking a 
cigarette. 
 
ISLA sits on one of the couches reading a book. Though it’s 
being projected from her arm band into her hands, we can see 
that it’s quite solid. 
 
Gil speaks to the room as he works, but no one is really 
listening. 
 

GIL
You... little.. bastards. Ha!

 
FAYLIN

(dead)
Crack the code?
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GIL
They did not make that easy. Yes. 
I did. 

 
ISLA

So what is it?
 

GIL
Whoa! I just fought my way through  
the Jungle of Encryption. Can I 
please have this moment?

 
FAYLIN

(laughing)
Yeah, Is, let the nerd have his 
moment.

 
She crosses over to him, pulling the PACK OF CIGARETTES from 
her back pocket before sitting. She tosses them onto the 
counter. Right next to where the FOUR OTHER MODS sit. 
 

GIL
I’ll have you know I take zero 
offense to that-

 
CLUNK!
 
The collective room whips around, searching for the source of 
the loud noise. Suddenly, A BAG FALLS FROM THE MANHOLE, joining 
the other on the ground, the metal junk inside clanging. 
 
Feet emerge, then the body of FLIP, followed by Symon. 
 
Isla jumps off the couch, her book disappearing instantly. 
 

ISLA
A little warning next time! 

 
FLIP

Incoming!
 
Isla shakes her head as Flip jumps off the ladder. 
 

FAYLIN
How was your junk?

 
FLIP

Excellent. Really excellent. I got 
tons of great stuff for us!

 
SYMON

Kids a natural. ’S like he really 
knows the junk. You know, like he 
one with the junk- 
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ISLA
Like he is junk?

 
Symon fist bumps her. Well done. 
 

FLIP 
Alright. How are you guys making 
out down here?

 
FAYLIN

Working diligently.
 

FLIP
Ha, right. 

 
He walks over to Gil. 
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
What do you got man? 

 
GIL

Not much right now. I just broke 
through the encryption... They did 
not want anyone looking at these, 
thats for damn sure...

 
Flip is brimming with excitement. 
 

FLIP
Is it a cognition mod like you 
thought? I knew they looked 
important, thats why I grabbed 
‘em. ‘Course it was about the only 
thing I could carry out of there 
that wouldn’t slow me down. You 
think we’ll definitely be able to 
sell them? Or use them?

 
SYMON

Whoa, easy does it mate. Give the 
man some space.

(to Gil)
Now, exactly what is it that yer 
doin’?

 
GIL

Reading. 
 

SYMON
(understanding)

Ahh. 
 
He turns to Flip and give him the silent “I don’t know”.
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They all crouch in, watching Gil manipulate the holographic 
mod. Gil unhooks from the mechanical arms he’s been using and 
grabs another IDEM MOD from the case. He moves to a workstation 
on the opposite wall. 
 
The group moves with him. 
 
Gil pulls up yet another hologram, this depicting an all white 
ARM BAND, mimicking the wearable tech they all have. It opens, 
and he places the MOD inside. 
 
It moved through the synthesized arm band, suspended in air, 
allowing us to see what is happening. The metal starts morphing 
with the undulating hologram - it thins, stretching, and 
splitting into tiny strands, until what was once a metal bullet 
is now a length of fibrous silver, moving in perfect harmony 
with the holographic arm band, clearly defined against the 
white.
 
The group watches, memorized. 
 

GIL
That is not...wait what is that?

 
FLIP 

What is what?
 

GIL
Its...pulsing. 

 
It is. We can see the silver sending infinitesimal shock waves 
out through the holographic strands neighboring it. 
 

GIL (CONT’D)
I’ve never known a cog mod to 
pulse like that. 

 
ISLA

Maybe it’s a body mod? You think 
IDEM is modifying their patients 
bodies to preserve them?

 
GIL

No, its definitely not. And I 
highly doubt that would even work. 

 
SYMON

(squinting) 
I don’t see any pulsing, mate. Can 
you make it bigger?

 
FLIP

Isla has a point Gil. This could 
be it! This is how they’re doing 
it!
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FAYLIN
Wait, you think so? 

 
ISLA

It’s disgusting. I would never use 
a body mod. 

 
GIL

GUYS! Please. I need time with 
this. Can you just... 

 
He moves back to his original workstation to get some space 
from the group.
 

GIL (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, I don’t have any 
answers right now-- 

 
SYMON

LET THE MAN WORK! Can’t you see 
yer smothering’ the poor bloke! 
Gil, mate, take all the time you 
need. You three, come with me. 
I’ve got a quick job to do and I 
could put those sneaky talents of 
yours to good use... 

 
He walks away to the ladder.
 

SYMON (CONT’D)
Don’t break anything. 

 
The gang, slightly disappointed, say their goodbyes to Gil. 
They head up the ladder.
 

FAYLIN
Ah shit. Cigarettes. 

 
She hops off the ladder and walks back to where Gil is working.   
He’s back in exploded view, looking at the holographic mod. 
 
In one motion, Faylin playfully KISSES HIM ON THE CHEEK as she 
GRABS THE CIGARETTES OFF THE DESK. He tries to squirm out of 
her way but his arms are still locked into the apparatus. 
 

GIL
Euuuch, get off!

 
Faylin chuckles. 
 

FAYLIN 
Later alligator. 
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She leaves him at the desk. Before she ascends the ladder, she 
quickly looks down into her hand. She moves the box of 
cigarettes revealing: 
 
ONE OF THE IDEM MODS! 
 
She pockets it and begins to climb the ladder.
 

INT. DON’S OFFICE - DAY
 
Don sits in his office high above the street below, so high 
that the cars look like tiny ants crawling slowly through 
morning traffic. 
 
The office is beautiful, high tech, and streamlined. Exactly 
what you would expect a state-of-the-art, Fortune 500 company’s 
executive suite to look like.
 
DON reclines in an EXPENSIVE CHAIR, behind his wood-accented 
METAL DESK, tossing a BALL against his wall. Thinking hard. 
Hey, some tropes don’t change. 
 
A girl, 20s sleek, jet black hair, high cheekbones, haughty, 
deeply focused on the tablet she carries, passes his heavily-
windowed office. This is CARMEN DE LA VEGA.
 
Don jumps out of his chair, letting the ball bounce off the 
wall onto the floor and around his office. 
 

DON
Carmen!

 
She stops and turns around. 
 

DON (CONT’D)
 Come in here a moment, please.

 
CARMEN

Thanks, but I’m busy.
 

DON
Carmen, what did we talk about?

 
She wants to argue but doesn’t. 
 
They enter his office and he shuts the GLASS DOOR. The WINDOWS 
immediately BECOME OPAQUE and the OFFICE NOISE DIES. Privacy 
mode. 
 
Carmen looks at the windows. We can still see vague, moving 
shapes as people move about the office. 
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DON
You like? I had them installed 
yesterday. 

 
CARMEN

Creepy.
 

DON
No. No, not creepy. Privacy. 
Something I’m very concerned with 
right now. 

 
CARMEN

Mmm, I bet. Sucks about the break 
in. Heard They weren’t happy with 
you.

 
DON

Who told you that? It wasn’t my 
fault, they didn’t say anything to 
me. They fired Gregory! Dumb 
idiot, he deserved it too. I’ve 
been saying it for months.

 
CARMEN

Okay. 
 

DON
What’s that supposed to mean? 
“Okay?”

 
CARMEN

That’s not the story I heard.
 

DON
Yeah, well, stories can be 
misleading.

 
CARMEN

Okay.
 

DON
Would you- 

(collect)
I want a full report. Now. 

 
CARMEN

I don’t have a full report. 
 

DON
Well, what do you have? Anything 
useful?
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CARMEN
I’m not even sure why you called 
me in here. I’m not your 
assistant- 

 
DON

Yes but you are- 
 
He looks out the window, reflexively. It’s clear no one is 
listening but still he lowers his voice and moves closer to 
her.
 

DON (CONT’D)
You are someone I trust.

 
CARMEN

(slightly repulsed)
Why?

 
DON

Because I just do. Okay? Now if 
you hear anything. Anything about 
that break in. You report it back 
to me. And I promise I will make 
it worth your while. 

 
CARMEN

How.
 

DON
Let’s just say, I have a lot of 
pull here.

 
CARMEN

Gross. 
 

DON
NO. It’s not gross! Power, Carmen, 
think about it. I can get you to 
where you want to go. Maybe you’d 
like an office like this? 

 
Carmen considers this. 
 

CARMEN
Okay. 

 
Don steps back, smiling. An arrangement. 
 

DON
Okay!

 
He walks back behind his desk, picking the ball off the ground. 
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DON (CONT’D)
Now if you need anything else, you 
know where to find me. Have a nice 
day now. 

 
He reclines back in his chair and recommences his work from 
before: getting the ball to hit the wall and land back in his 
hand. 
 
Carmen watches him for a fraction of a second, then turns to 
leave. She opens the door. 
 
Then, closes it. 
 

DON (O.S.)
Yes? 

 
CARMEN

Greg told you that there was no 
read from the perp’s arm band upon 
entry?

 
DON

He said the burglar’s arm band had 
been tampered with. It was 
offline. 

 
CARMEN

Yes, it was. But it came back 
online right as he left the 
property. 

 
Don stares at her. 
 

DON
(a whisper) 

You have a name?
 
Carmen stares back. Then- 
 
An almost imperceptible NOD OF AFFIRMATION. 
 

INT. FLIP'S HOME
Flip walks into the kitchen to open the fridge. Not looking for 
anything in particular. He stands there a while, letting the 
cold air hit his face.
 
PING!
 
He checks his ARM BAND. A notification. He taps it and a 
holographic video message explodes out. ADMISSIONS LADY, 20s, 
dark hair and eyes, speaks to him through the projection. 
 

52.

Made in Highland



ADMISSIONS LADY
Dear: FLIP MACLEAN
Thank you for your interest in the 
assisted living program at the 
IDEM Healthy Living Centre.
Your admission request for: 
MACLEAN, MARY has been received 
and processed. Each submission is 
carefully reviewed by the 
Admissions Council and evaluated 
based on a number of factors, 
including age, physical health, 
cognitive function, and projected 
adaptability. We are sorry to 
inform you that MACLEAN, MARY has 
been DENIED at this time. If you 
would like to request a second 
review, you may do so now. Please 
note that an additional 
application fee will be charged 
for all further reviews. If you 
would like to request a second 
review, please say, “request a 
second review”--

 
Flip hits the ARM BAND and the hologram recedes. 
 
Damn. 
 
He walks around the corner and looks at his mother. She looks 
frail in sleep. He kneels by her side. 
 

FLIP
Mom?

 
She shifts slightly, but remains fast asleep. 
 
Flip hesitates. 
 
Then - from out of his pocket he reveals at last: THE MISSING 
IDEM MOD.
 
He touches her arm ARM BAND. It quietly opens, giving us a view 
of the technology within. The inside of the machine moves like 
a school of metallic fish, whirling and undulating over each 
other in beautiful waves. Underneath, we can see MARY’s veins, 
the sinew of her muscles, rippling in her arm. They are at once 
integrated and distinct.
 
Flip carefully lays the MOD inside the apparatus. For a moment, 
it sits on the surface, before the metallic fish accept it, 
swallow it, and the MOD becomes one with the mechanism.
 
The arm band closes as silently as it opened. 
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Confidence and apprehension fight for command of Flip’s face.
 
Here’s hoping. 
 

EXT. STREETS
 
Flip closes the window of his apartment, and stands there, 
proud and a little ashamed of what he’s just done. But not for 
long - he’s got the best fix for problems in the entire city. 
 
Flip takes out his LEATHER FOLD and takes ONE DROP per EYE. 
 
Slowly, the world changes. Color and movement change our 
perception of the grungy city were used to. 
 
SERIES OF SHOTS: 
 
Flip is at AVA’s WRATH, dancing with TWO WOMEN.
 
He laughs with a group, as the drink and smoke.
 
Walking in the streets with the TWO WOMEN
 
A different club. More Drops.
 
He fucks one of the WOMEN in the bathroom. 
 
He stumbles into the street holding a bottle. 
 

INT. SIPPIN’ CRANE - CONTINUOUS
 
Fucked up but grinning ear to ear, FLIP enters the SIPPIN’ 
CRANE. Only a few people remain. It’s late. 
 

FLIP
KENDRA! Round of shots for the 
bar! On me!

 
Some of the drunks acknowledge, either vocally, or by a raise 
of the glass. 
 
Kendra shaking her head, amused despite of the late hour, goes 
to pour drinks. 
 

KENDRA
You better not fucking pass out on 
my bar. Or throw up. 

 
FLIP

Oh come on baby, I’m not even 
drunk!

 
Flip notices Symon, passed out on the bar. Classic. 
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FLIP (CONT’D)
AY SYMON. Wake up mate, have a 
shot with me. 

 
No response.
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
(sing song)

Syyymon... free booze buddy! 
C’mon, I’ll even tell ya bout the 
girl I met tonight.

 
No response. 
 
A little perturbed but still having fun, Flip gets up and 
waddles over to Symon. 
 

FLIP
Syymon... wakey wakey- 

 
He goes to shake his buddy awake. But Symon doesn’t wake up. 
 
Instead, he FALLS FROM HIS CHAIR. 
 
Flip backs away. 
 

FLIP
No... No. Symon. KENDRA!!

 
Kendra, panicked, runs around the bar in slow motion as Flip 
continues to stumble backwards. 
 
Orik and Les linger ominously in the background. 
 
Kendra holds Symons head up off the ground. She shouts 
something, maybe HELP ME, at Flip, but we can’t hear it. And it 
doesn’t matter. 
 
Reality is sinking in.
 
Flip’s best friend is gone.  
 

EXT. STREETS
 
Flip staggers outside, distraught, screaming. 
 

FLIP
FUCKKKKKKK!

 
People smoking out side a club, turn to look.
 

FLIP (CONT’D)
The fuck you looking at? 

 (MORE)
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FLIP (CONT’D)
Yeah, thats right. Turn around 
little pussies.

 
He falls over. 
 
SMACK!
 
As he picks himself up, he notices his LEATHER FOLD of DROPS is 
laying on the ground. He picks it up.
 
Fuck it. 
 
Flip takes ALL THE DROPS. 
 
Lines of stray Drops streak his cheeks. Or are they tears? 
 
He stumbles around. He’s fucked up and now, so are we. 
 
We are POV, and each time we close our eyes, we jump to a new 
location, speeding the progression of time, all the while our 
vision moves and flashes. It’s hard to know where we are, or 
where we are going. 
 
We’re on a roof now, looking down as the street swims below us.  
End POV.
 
Flip is wearing a pulled expression, but his eyes are vacant. 
They start to roll and now his whole body vibrates - violently, 
then molecularly. 
 
He begins to fall. 
 
A trick of the camera- he is falling, not forwards, but 
straight back. And just as he is about to land, back first, 
against the roof - he doesn’t. 
 
He falls THROUGH THE FLOOR. 
 
AND THEN ANOTHER.
 
The camera jumps to profile as Flip continues to fall in SLOW 
MOTION. 
 
The camera turns, slowly, and now DOWN is UP. Flip looks like 
he is being pulled through the building.
 
We see people in their apartments, upside down now, completely 
unaware as a stranger passes through their room.
 
CRUNCH!
 
He lands on the hard cement of the basement.
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He is still.
 
FADE TO BLACK
 

INT. TUNNELS - OUTSIDE THE BAR 
 
The two burly men from earlier, Orik and Les, carry Symon’s 
body and dump it unceremoniously on a pile of bodies. We watch 
them walk away until-- 
 
MASKED FIGURES sneak in. They are heavily clothed in fabric, so 
that not an inch of skin is visible. 
 
They PULL SYMON’S BODY OFF THE PILE...
 
END OF PILOT.
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