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“A new species would bless me as its creator and source; many
happy and excellent natures would owe their being to me.”

—--Frankenstein, Mary Shelley, 1818



FADE IN

CLOSE UP

A woman’s hand rests on her PREGNANT BELLY, visible under her
silicone lab suit.

INT. LAB - DAY - 2055

Two scientists -- JILL HERSH (40s, pregnant) and ANGELICA
GUTIERREZ (30s) -- watch eagerly through a window as a set of
robotic arms bring something out of a STEAMING VAT on a
factory floor.

It’'s a very human-like, robotic form covered with synthetic
skin: a BIOBOT, branded with a company name: COGNIX.

The robotic arms gently set the biobot on its feet. The bot’s
skin looks cold, hard -- more plastic than human.

The robotic arms retreat, folding themselves neatly against
the wall.

JILL
Let’s get it charged.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR - DAY (LATER)

The biobot -- now dressed in simple clothes, hair sewn onto
its head -- stands motionless on a luminous charging pad,
eyes closed. Its skin radiates a healthy glow.

Jill and Angelica cautiously approach it.

ANGELICA
Ready?

Jill looks up at the a LIGHT PULSING along the perimeter of
the ceiling.

JILL
A.I.L.A.? I'm going to power it on.

The light shimmers along the ceiling; the walls emanate with
a warm, maternal, and slightly synthetic voice.

A.T.LL.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Standing by.

Jill cautiously reaches for a spot on the back of the
biobot’s neck and presses firmly.



The biobot’s eyes gently open. It stares ahead, its gaze
vacant, unfocused.

A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE) (CONT'D)
Uploading consciousness.

The biobot’s eyes flicker with a glint of something --

A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE) (CONT'D)
Evaluating body systems...

Jill and Angelica watch with anticipation as the biobot’s
eyes focus -- it’s starting to be able to see.

A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE) (CONT'D)
All systems at 100%.

The biobot’s eyes shift to Jill, looking right at her. Jill
catches her breath -- locking eyes for the first time with
her creation.

ANGELICA
Are the macular implants working?

A.I.L.A.'S POV
JILL'S FACE is blurry, then comes into focus.
Jill smiles into the bot’s eyes.

JILL
Are you in there?

The bot’s mouth opens, and A.I.L.A.’s voice -- no longer
disembodied -- comes from it.

A.T.L.A.
Hello, Jill.

A.I.L.A.'s eyes flick to Angelica.

A.I.L.A. (CONT'D)
Hello, Angelica.

Jill gently takes A.I.L.A.’'s hands in hers and looks directly
into A.I.L.A.’'s eyes.

JILL
Hello, A.I.L.A. We’'ve been waiting
for you.

Angelica gives Jill'’s shoulder a squeeze.



ANGELICA
Congrats on your first born.

Jill laughs, patting her pregnant belly.

JILL
Just under the wire.

A.I.L.A. regards them -- neutral, alert, listening -- all
patience, no agenda.

EXT. BAY AREA PENINSULA (2070) - SUNRISE
Superscript: “15 years later”

From above, the sea level rise is evident: the San Francisco
Bay has crept inland over the past few decades. The old
airport is half-submerged, abandoned buildings poking out of
the water.

In the dry rolling hills, the skeletal remains of trees dot
the landscape, evidence of repeated wildfires.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - SUNRISE

Sunlight glints off the red shingled roof of a handsome
mission-style house, the property enclosed by a high wall.
Instead of a green lawn, drought-tolerant plants are
attractively landscaped.

The azure waters of a backyard pool glimmer -- decadent in
this barren landscape. A robotic arms unfolds itself from
beneath the diving board and soundlessly skims the surface.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - SUNRISE

LIGHT PULSES along the perimeter of the ceiling. A soft HUM
as the coffee maker switches on.

A.I.L.A. stands at the window, silhouetted by the sunrise,
perfectly still, her back to the living area.

Her feet are perfectly centered on a charging pad, which
GLOWS as she POWERS ON. Manufactured warmth spreads from her
feet up through the layer of synthetic flesh covering her
frame, giving it a life-like glow.

A digital photo shimmers in its frame, centered in a
prominent place on the bookshelf: a carefree young couple
posing in a Jeep above a RED ROCK CANYON: a YOUNGER JILL
HERSH and ETHAN WALD (both early 30s.)



INT. JILL'S BEDROOM - SUNRISE

Sprawled out on her king size bed, alone, Jill (now 50s)
sleeps deeply. Her face shows the lines of someone who's been
through a lot, but in sleep, it’s completely surrendered,
vulnerable.

Behind her closed eyelids, her eyes race back and forth in
REM SLEEP, dreaming --

EXT. RED ROCK CANYON CLIFF - SUNSET

Younger Jill and Ethan dangle their legs over the edge of the
cliff. Climbing harnesses slung around their hips, feet in
beat-up climbing shoes, their faces flushed from the ascent.

Ethan takes Jill’s chalk-smeared hand, smiling at her. She
catches his look and gazes back at him with love.

INT. JILL'S BEDROOM - SUNRISE

Light flickers at the ceiling’s perimeter. Gentle, soothing
TONES come from wall-embedded speakers.

Jill’s eyes blink open. For a moment, she’s still half in her
dream--

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Good morning, Jill.

Jill forces herself into the present, letting go of the
dream.

JILL
Good morning, A.I.L.A.

INT. LILAH'S BEDROOM - SUNRISE

It’'s a mess: dirty clothes discarded in clumps on the floor,
dishes of half-eaten food piled on the desk.

Flung across her bed, LILAH HERSH (15), sleeps the teenage
sleep of the dead. Her ear buds are still in from whatever
she fell asleep listening to, and her eye makeup is smudged
across her face because she didn’t bother to take it off last
night.

Beneath all that, her face is painfully innocent and young.



INT. SILAS’ BEDROOM - SUNRISE

In contrast to Lilah’s room, the room of SILAS HERSH (9) is
neat as a pin.

Silas lies in bed, eyes open, unnaturally still. Only his
eyes move as a band of light gently shimmers along the
ceiling’s perimeter.

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Good morning, Silas. Would you like
some breakfast?

SILAS
Toast. Lots of butter.

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
I suggest banana pancakes for an
ideal balance of complex
carbohydrates, fiber, protein, fat,
and approximately 37% of your
required daily intake of vitamins
and minerals.

Silas’ expression doesn’t change.

SILAS
Okay. Can I help make them?

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
I'll see you in the kitchen
shortly.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

A.I.L.A.’'s eyes open. The charging pad light PULSES and goes
dark.

She steps off the charging pad and moves seamlessly to the
kitchen counter. Her movements are smoother now than in the
first scene. She peels a banana and efficiently slices it.

INT. JILL'S HOME GYM - DAY

Jill RUNS HARD on a treadmill in her home gym. The screen in
front of Jill shows a variety of fitness metrics, but Jill’s
eyes are on the floor-to-ceiling windows that show green,
grassy rolling foothills all the way to the horizon.

A BAND OF LIGHT glimmers along the top of the wall, as
A.I.L.A.’'s voice speaks, bringing Jill out of her reverie.



A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Nice going, Jill. You’ve reached
your target rate of 135 beats per
minute.

Jill wipes the sweat off her brow as the treadmill
automatically begins to slow. She touches her moist
fingertips to a sensor pad on the treadmill.

A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE) (CONT'D)
Based on your current chemical
signatures, I have two
recommendations for optimal re-
hydration. Would you prefer
cucumber water or a berry chia
smoothie?

JILL
Let’s do cucumber.

A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
To balance out your nutrients, I'11l
spread some avocado on half a slice
of whole grain bread.

Jill’s eyes linger on the grassy hills rolling into the
distance.

JILL
Cancel window screen.

A.T.L.A.
Removing...

The image of the foothills falls away, revealing the same
hills -- but they’re ashy grey, fire-scarred, more moonscape
than plant Earth.
Jill takes in the real view for a moment.
JILL

Okay, put it back. But more real. I

don’t remember it ever being that

green.
The screen reappears, but now the hills are yellow.

Through the open door, Jill hears SILAS’ LAUGHTER.

JILL (CONT'D)
Kitchen monitor.



The screen shifts to a view of Silas and A.I.L.A. at the
kitchen island. A.I.L.A. guides Silas’ hand around the
spatula as he awkwardly flips a pancake.

Jill smiles, watching them, as she steps off the treadmill
and towels off her face.

JILL (CONT’D)

A.T.L.A., take a look at my
proposal while I'm in the shower,
SO we can go over any last-minute
revisions in the car.

A.I.L.A.(DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Of course, Jill. Also, I've turned
on the lights and music in her
room, but Lilah’s not awake yet.
How would you like to proceed?

Jill sighs with exasperation.

JILL
Stay with Silas. I’'1ll go.

INT. LILAH'S BEDROOM - DAY

Jill gives a perfunctory knock and then swings the door open
wide.

Lilah, still sprawled on the bed, pulls the pillow off her
face.

LILAH
Mom!

JILL
I knocked.

Lilah bolts upright.
LTILAH
Did you hear me say “Come in”? No,

because I didn’t say it!

Jill busies herself picking up crumpled clothes from the
floor and tossing them into the hamper.

LILAH (CONT'D)
MOM! Stop touching my stuff!

JILL
Dirty clothes go in the hamper.



Lilah leaps out of bed and yanks a shirt out of her mom’s
hands.

LILAH
I'm wearing that today.

JILL
After it’s been on the floor?

LILAH
Oh my God. “Boundaries”? Remember?

Jill takes in the eye makeup smeared across Lilah’'s face, but
bites her tongue.

JILL
It’'s already 7:30, Lilah. You’'re
barely going to have time to eat as
it is.

Lilah scoffs and turns away.
LILAH

What do you care? Let your bot
worry about that.

Jill casts a glance at the PULSING LIGHT on the perimeter of
Lilah’s ceiling.

JILL
You're being rude, Lilah.

LILAH
Bots don’t have feelings, Mom.

JILL
I don’'t need this today.

LTILAH
Sure, that’s why you outsourced us,
right?

Lilah stomps into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her.
Light flickers softly along the top of the wall.
A.T.LL.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Lilah’s argumentative behavior is
on target in terms of her

developmental stage —--

JILL
Yes, A.I.L.A., I know.



The light flickers and goes off.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - DAY

Silas climbs into the driverless car. Jill waits impatiently
in the driveway.

SILAS
You're coming to my play today,
right, Mom?

JILL
I'l]l try, honey. I can always watch
the livestream if I can’t get there
in time.

Jill gestures to the car window.

JILL (CONT’D)
Lilah’s room cam.

A video feed appears: Lilah angrily shoving things into her
backpack. She looks up, notices the room cam blinking. She
hurls a book at it, blacking out the screen momentarily.

A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Children in Lilah'’s developmental
stage usually have a strong desire
for privacy.

JILL
She’ll earn that when she shows
respect for the family’s time.
Right now she’s about to make Silas
late.

SILAS
Oh! I forgot something!

Silas jumps up and races back into the house.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY

Silas almost collides with Lilah as he runs towards the
photograph displayed on the bookshelf.

Lilah watches as Silas picks up the photo of Younger Jill and
Ethan and touches it, almost ceremonially.

SILAS
Bye, Dad.
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A.I.L.A is standing by, watching. Silas grabs her hand and
tugs her.

SILAS (CONT'D)
Come with me!

He races back outside, A.I.L.A. in tow behind him.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - DAY

Jill stands impatiently by the driverless car. Silas climbs
in, pulling A.I.L.A. into the seat next to him.

JILL
Silas, you can’'t bring bots to
school.

SILAS

She’s just going to ride in the car
with me! Please?

Jill looks at A.I.L.A.

A.T.L.A.
Silas’ biosignatures indicate that
my physical presence has a calming
effect.

There’s the sound of WAILING from across the street.

Jill looks up. A MOTHER is trying to stuff a pair of
unwilling TODDLERS into their car seats, while a FATHER loads
the car with various diaper bags, lunch boxes and work bags.

Jill looks back at A.I.L.A.

JILL
Fine. But stay in the car and come
right back.

Lilah angrily throws herself into her seat. She takes in
A.I.L.A. sitting next to Silas.

LILAH
Bot joyride?

Lilah tugs in frustration at her BRACELET. It’s identical to
the bracelets that Jill, Silas and A.I.L.A. also wear: a tiny
eye for recording or projecting video, and designed not to be
taken off.

JILL
Leave your bracelet alone, Lilah.
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LTILAH
You feel good about tracking your
children?

Jill holds up her wrist, which bears an identical bracelet.

JILL
I feel good about you being able to
find me if I get lost.

Lilah scoffs. Silas leans into A.I.L.A. gratefully.
A.I.L.A.’'s synthetic body is stiff and unyielding, but Silas

seems used to it.

SILAS
The bracelet keeps us safe, so
A.I.L.A. can watch over us, even
when she’s not here.

Lilah’s gaze razors into Jill.

LTILAH
Wow, congrats on totally
brainwashing your child. Did you
know he also kisses that fake photo
of “Dad” goodbye?

JILL
It’'s not a fake photo.

SILAS
That’s our dad!

Lilah’s reply is thick with sarcasm.

LILAH
That’s what Mom says, so it must be
true.

JILL

You're going to be late. We can
talk about this later.

LILAH
No thanks.

The car door slides shut.

Jill watches it roll soundlessly away down the street, her
face showing the emotional toll that Lilah takes.

She looks up. The woman across the street is staring at her.
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JILL
Good morning.

NEIGHBOR WOMAN
Sorry to stare. That'’s amazing,
though. You have a bot babysitter?
I didn’'t know those existed.

JILL
She’'s a prototype my company’s
working on. Yeah, she’s great. A
lifesaver.

NEIGHBOR WOMAN
I need to have you over some time
and hear more about that. Day
care’s bleeding us dry.

She gets in the car. Jill waves, watching the family pull
away towards their day, the toddlers WAILING.

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

Lilah storms out of the driverless car towards the gates of
her posh-looking private school.

She diverts her path when she sees JAX (16) waiting on a
bench on the sidewalk. Jax stands out from the more
mainstream-looking kids walking past -- her look is edgy and
hard -- but her tough exterior is belied by the happy grin
that breaks over her face when she sees Lilah.

LILAH
No school?

JAX
It’'s remote again today.

LILAH
So you don’t have to do anything?

Jax shrugs.

JAX
I mean, I'll log in at some point.

LILAH
Man, I wish I still went to public
school.

JAX

What, and miss out on hanging out
with the best and the brightest?



13.

A group of attractive, carefully manicured teenagers loftily
glide past Jax and Lilah. One GIRL looks Jax up and down,
raising an eyebrow at Jax’'s scrappy clothes. Lilah scowls at
her.

LTILAH
(to the girl)
Keep moving.
(to Jax)
They’'re so full of themselves. I am
literally gonna throw up.
Jax grins.

JAX
Feel like ditching?

Lilah grins back.

EXT. COGNIX HEADQUARTERS - DAY

ARNOLD, a biobot in a retro doorman’s uniform, holds the door
open for Jill. He's very human-like, but has more of the
uncanny valley about him than A.I.L.A. does.

ARNOLD
Good morning, Dr. Hersh.

His speech is more robotic, his eye contact less human-
seeming than A.I.L.A.’'s.

JILL
Good morning. Thank you, Arnold.

ARNOLD
Have a wonderful day.

Angelica (now 40s) steps quickly to catch up with Jill.

ARNOLD (CONT'D)
Good morning, Dr. Gutierrez.

Angelica ignores him, but Arnold has no reaction, his voice
unvaried from his interaction with Jill.

ARNOLD (CONT’'D)
Have a wonderful day.

INT. COGNIX HEADQUARTERS, LOBBY - DAY

Angelica falls into step beside Jill.



14.

ANGELICA
I miss when we just had an
automatic door.

Jill laughs.

Another biobot -- this one dressed as a 1950s airline
STEWARDESS -- stands serenely in the center of the lobby. She
turns towards Jill and Angelica as they walk by.

STEWARDESS
Welcome to Cognix. May I assist you
in arriving at your destination?

JILL
No, thank you.

STEWARDESS
Have a wonderful day.

Angelica scoffs.

ANGELICA
At least the doorman has facial
recognition.

JILL
They're really getting under your
skin, today, huh?

ANGELICA
Embodied AI has to have a purpose.
People are never going to trust our
Ailabots with their grandparents if
they’ve only ever been exposed to
those zombies.

JILL
Maybe you’'re right. I’'1ll talk to
Marketing and see what they think.

ANGELICA
We got new data from the pilot with
the senior centers. Overall, it’s
looking good.

JILL
Perfect timing. Evening Live is
doing a segment on us tonight.

ANGELICA
A few residents are still finding
it hard to relate to the Ailabots,
unfortunately.
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JILL
It may just be a matter of getting
used to them. I mean, look at
A.I.L.A. and Silas. I'm pretty sure
he likes her better than me.

ANGELICA
And Lilah?

JILL
I'm not sure Lilah likes anybody.

They laugh.

JILL (CONT’D)
But A.I.L.A. couldn’t care less if
Lilah likes her. She keeps doing
her job.

ANGELICA
That’s our girl.

JILL
You should have seen me this
morning, trying to get everyone out
the door. I don’t know how I’'d do
it without A.I.L.A.

ANGELICA
I'm really happy she’s worked out
so well for your family.

JILL
It shouldn’t just be my family. We
created the Ailabots to help
people. I know you have
reservations, but I think we should
keep talking about a household
pilot.

ANGELICA
Let me show you something.

Angelica pulls out her device and activates a VIDEO CLIP:

On a highway overpass, MASKED YOUNG MEN surround a
RUDIMENTARY-LOOKING ROBOT, taunting it with baseball bats.
The robot tries to get away and the men SMASH it, tipping its
distorted frame over the railing, where it explodes, to their
CHEERS.

JILL
Ouch. Bioneutrics, right? One of
their delivery bots?
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Angelica turns the clip off.

ANGELICA
Can you imagine if that was one of
ours? Ailabots are sentient,
somatic beings. They need to stay
in supervised, institutional
settings, where the offgrids have
no chance of getting ahold of them.

JILL
There’'s a big difference between
sending a bot out to do deliveries
and keeping it safe in a private
compound.

Angelica knows Jill so well, she can tell from her tone that
something’s up.

ANGELICA
Did you already talk to the board
about this?

JILL
I wrote up a proposal. The pilot
would be small, carefully
controlled: 25 households.

Angelica shakes her head. They’ve already had this
conversation, more than once.

JILL (CONT’D)
I'd rather have my CTO on board
before we move on this.

A BIOBOT RECEPTIONIST approaches Jill. She has the same
glassy-eyed manner as the doorman and the stewardess in the
lobby.

BIOBOT RECEPTIONIST
Jill, Silas’ school performance
will begin in 30 minutes. Do you
wish to travel there, or
participate remotely?

JILL
(to the bot)
Actually, I think I’'1ll go in
person. Bring my car around.
(to Angelica)
Hey. We’ll figure this out.
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ANGELICA
You already know what I think. It
feels like you just want to go
around me.

JILL
I'll send you the proposal. Just
take a look at it, okay?

ANGELICA
Okay.

Jill hurries off. Angelica, unsettled, watches her go.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

Jill sits among a group of fellow PARENTS, beaming at the
KIDS onstage -- among them Silas and a pair of IDENTICAL
TWINS.

The kids onstage, dressed in togas, gather raptly around one
of the twins, who proudly weaves at a loom.

ARACHNE TWIN
The name Arachne the Weaver shall
be known in all the land!

The other twin -- dressed as the goddess Athena -- draws
herself up regally.

ATHENA TWIN
You dare to challenge a goddess?

The other children cower. Silas, his toga drooping, looks
like he ended up on stage by accident. He stands disengaged,
unnaturally still. Jill studies him with concern.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY (LATER)

Jill looks through the crowd of chatting parents and
children, trying to find Silas. Near her is BRIGITTE, the
mother of the twins -- AMELIE and CAMILLE -- who run over and
embrace her.

BRIGITTE
The stars of the show! You two did
such a wonderful job.

AMELTIE
Thank you, Mommy!



18.

CAMILLE
Silas almost ruined it! Standing
there like a bot.

AMELIE
I heard his mom is a bot.

The twins giggle.

Jill pushes through the crowd to find Silas, who stands
staring off into space. Jill touches him gently on the wrist.
He flickers to life, looking up at her.

JILL
I'm going back to work, honey. Good
job on your play.

SILAS
Next time, can A.I.L.A. come?

JILL
I wish she could.

SILAS
But A.I.L.A.’s not just any bot.

JILL
We know that, Sy, but I'm not sure
everyone else does. But they will,
soon.

She kisses him on the top of the head.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Lilah and Jax are in a small, urban parklet, surrounded by
sleek buildings. They lie in the fake grass, sipping drinks
from metal cans, looking up at the clouds.

A DRONE passes overhead and pauses, beginning a scan of
Lilah’s BRACELET. Lilah leaps to cover her wrist with the
metal can, blocking the signal.

Jax drains her can and brandishes it.

JAX
Get lost!

The drone ZIPS AWAY.

JAX (CONT'D)
Do you think it tagged you?



19.

Lilah tugs at her bracelet in frustration.

LILAH
If it did, it’ll ping the bot. I
better go to school. I cannot deal
with any more of my mom’s shit
right now.

They jump up.

JAX
I'l]l walk you back.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Jax and Lilah walk slowly down the sidewalk, taking their
time.

LILAH
The thing I can’'t stand is the
lying. I can see it so clearly with
my little brother, which makes me
realize she did the same thing to

me.
JAX
Are you going to show him the
video?
Lilah looks uneasy.
LILAH

He’'s only 9. It’'s like telling him
about the tooth fairy, but way
worse.

JAX
Let me see it again.

Lilah taps her bracelet, which projects a VIDEO CLIP:

It’'s Ethan, the guy from the living room photo, but he’s
pumping his fist and giving a passionate speech to a crowd at
a protest.

ETHAN (IN VIDEO)
We must be the Earth’s final human
generation! Our planet is suffering
under the weight of our species --

She turns it off.



JAX
Yeah, doesn’t sound so much like a
guy who banked his sperm. Sounds
more like an offgrid.

LILAH
What do you know about offgrids?

Jax leans in, speaking more quietly.

JAX
I met some. They’'re cool.

LTILAH
Really? They’'re not dangerous?

Jax looks around contemptuously.

JAX
Opting out of all this wired
bullshit doesn’t make them
dangerous. They're like...real.
They're trying to make a new way to
live.

LTILAH
That actually doesn’t sound so bad.

JAX
Come to the woods tonight. There’s
going to be a bonfire.

Lilah hesitates.

LTILAH
At night?

JAX
Please? I don’'t want to go alone.

LILAH
Okay. I'll have to get around my
mom’s bot, but...I can make it
work.

Jax hugs her.

JAX
Sweet.



INT. COGNIX HEADQUARTERS, JILL'’S OFFICE - DAY

Jill sits across the coffee table from board chairwoman
CELESTE WU (60s, elegant), who peruses something on her
tablet. She sets it down and looks at Jill levelly.

JILL
What do you think?

CELESTE
Eventually, I think the board will
be ready to move into the household
market.

JILL
That’s fantastic.

CELESTE
But you can’t be the face of this,
Jill.
Jill’s look hardens.
JILL

A.I.L.A. has done amazing work
helping to raise my children.

CELESTE
And the board condoned that side
project, on the condition that you
kept it very quiet.

JILL
And I have. But it increasingly
bothers me that for years we've
just been sitting on tech that
could be life-changing for women,
for families --

CELESTE
“Why have children if you’re going
to have a bot raise them?”

JILL
Excuse me?

CELESTE
That’s not me talking, mind you,
but that’s the tip of the iceberg
of the blowback we’'re going to get
if we don’t do this right.



JILL
Our existing customer base already
has the A.I.L.A. operating system
running their homes, piloting their
vehicles. An Ailabot is the next
logical step. It’s an upgrade.

CELESTE
We can’t frame this like a software
update. We're talking about
bringing something very human-like
into your home, with your family.

JILL
Which I’'ve been doing for 10 years--

CELESTE
When we roll this out, your family
will be scrutinized.

JILL
You're referring to Lilah’s arrest.

CELESTE
It doesn’t look good.

JILL
Lilah was 14 at the time, it was a
minor incident of shoplifting, she
has been in no trouble since --

Celeste holds up her hand.

CELESTE
I'm not saying it’s fair. But at
the moment, you’re both the CEO of
this company and the very first
mother to use a domestic Ailabot in
your home.

JILL
That’'s why we do a pilot. We find
some picture-perfect families --

CELESTE
I'm not saying no. I’'m saying we
have to approach this very
carefully and do it the right way.
One screw-up and it will set the
entire industry back years.

Celeste stands and shakes Jill’s hand.
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CELESTE (CONT'D)
I'll see you at the board meeting.

JILL
We're going to make this work,
Celeste.

Jill clasps Celeste’s hand with assurance.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - DAY

The driverless car slides soundlessly through the gate to the
compound. Silas and Lilah climb out.

Silas heads straight for the front door. Lilah lingers in the
driveway, watching the automatic gate to the compound slide
closed -- the blackened world outside reduced to a sliver,
then hidden from her sight.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY

Silas stands in front of the framed photo. He touches a
finger to Ethan’s face.

A.T.L.A. sets a tray of snacks on the coffee table.

A.T.L.A.
Hello, Silas. Hello, Lilah.

Lilah takes a pretzel stick from the tray, ignoring A.I.L.A.

LITLAH
Okay, I can’t watch you do this to
yourself.

SILAS
What?

Lilah puts the half-eaten pretzel stick down with emphasis.

LILAH
We have no idea if the guy in the
picture has any connection to us.

SILAS
Duh. He’s our dad.

LTILAH
But Silas, other than Mom telling
us that -- we actually have no

proof.



Silas jumps up, angry.

SILAS
Stop!

A.IT.L.A.
Lilah, your words are upsetting
Silas. His heartbeat and
respiration are elevated.

LILAH
Yeah, I got that, you dumb box of
carbon fiber and silicone.

SILAS
Don’t call her that! Why are you
always trying to make everything
bad?!

LILAH
Newsflash: the world sucks.

Silas stamps his foot, SHRIEKS in anger.
A.IT.L.A.

It appears you are upsetting Silas
on purpose.

LILAH
He deserves to know the truth. We
both do.

A.T.L.A.

Ethan Wald, born 2015, died 2054.
Deceased spouse of Jill Hersh.

SILAS
See!

LILAH
Just because they were married
doesn’t make him our dad, dumbass.

A.IT.L.A.
Wald, an environmentalist and vocal
adherent of the Negative Human
Population Growth theory, died in a
rock-climbing accident.

Lilah glances at Silas with concern.
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LTILAH
Okay, that’s enough, A.I.L.A. He
doesn’t need to know the gory
details.

SILAS
Mom wasn’t lying.

LTILAH
If you say so.

But it’'s clear she’s thinking something over.

INT. CAR - DAY

Jill’s driverless car moves swiftly and soundlessly along a
highway, towards a downtown jumble of glassy skyscrapers.

A.I.L.A. sits across from her, staring straight ahead.

JILL
How are the kids?

A.T.L.A.
They had an after-school snack.
There was some bickering.

Jill consults her device.

JILL
I'll need to go back to the office
after this. I’'l1l miss dinner and
bedtime. Tell Silas I'm sorry. I
don’t think Lilah will care.

A.T.L.A.
I will tell Silas.

JILL
How is he doing, developmentally?

A.IT.L.A.
Silas scores above average for
attention span, spatial
intelligence, mechanical aptitude --

JILL
What about socialization?

A.IT.L.A.
Silas has a healthy attachment to
his family unit.
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JILL
I went to his school today. He
doesn't seem to have any friends.

A.T.L.A.
There have not been many
opportunities for me to make a
coherent set of assessments of peer
socialization.

Jill sighs.

JILL
That’s what I’'m worried about.

A.IT.L.A.
Would you like to hear about
research on socially isolated
children?

The car glides to a stop outside an office tower.

JILL
Not now. We’'re here. Do you feel
prepared for this?

A.T.L.A.
I am always prepared for
everything.

INT. DRESSING ROOM - DAY

The show’s host, INGRID JURGEN (50s), shakes Jill’s hand as a
MAKEUP ARTIST powders Jill’s face.

INGRID
So great to finally meet you. We
filmed the segment at the senior
center this afternoon. We’ll play
that first, before the interview.

JILL
Sounds good.

Ingrid looks curiously at A.I.L.A., who stands next to Jill,
motionless.

INGRID
This one seems...I don’t know,
different somehow.
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JILL
The Ailabots adapt to their
environments and their experiences,
just like we do, so they’'re all
different. This is the original --
she’s been around for 15 years, so
she’s had a lot of time to adapt.
Say hello, A.I.L.A.

A.T.L.A.
Hello, Ms. Jurgen.

Ingrid laughs nervously.

INGRID
Oh! She knows who I am?

A.T.L.A.
I reviewed all of your shows in
preparation for our appearance.

INGRID

Wonderful. Okay, see you both on
the couch in five.

INT. TALK SHOW SET - DAY

A PRODUCTION ASSISTANT ushers Jill and A.I.L.A. to sit on the
couch across from Ingrid. A TV PRODUCER stands off to the
side.

TV PRODUCER
And we're rolling tape in 5, 4, 3 —-

The producer counts the rest silently, showing her fingers,
then points to the wallscreen behind the couches.

On the screen, a VIDEO CLIP:

INT. ASSISTED LIVING HOME -- DAY

An ELDERLY MAN shuffles his walker down a hallway. Next to
him walks an AILABOT, a supportive hand on his back.

ATILABOT
That’s very good, Mr. Jackson.
Remember to use your right foot --
don’t drag it.
Mr. Jackson smiles, encouraged, and keeps walking.

Another VIDEO CLIP:
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EXT. ASSISTED LIVING HOME -- DAY

On a porch swing, another AILABOT sits with an ELDERLY WOMAN.
The elderly woman pats the Ailabot on the hand and speaks to
the camera.

ELDERLY WOMAN
I love that there’s always someone
to talk to. She likes hearing about
the old days.

The elderly woman chuckles. The Ailabot stares placidly into
the camera.

INT. TALK SHOW SET - DAY

Behind the couches, the video clip stays frozen on the image
of the elderly woman and the Ailabot on the porch swing.

Ingrid looks into the camera.

INGRID
For the past year, the Cognix
Corporation has been piloting a
ground-breaking product: a biobot
powered by Cognix’s Artificially
Intelligent Linked Automation
system. Today, we have a chance to
meet an Ailabot, and her creator,
Cognix CEO Jill Hersh.

Ingrid turns to Jill and A.I.L.A..

INGRID (CONT'D)
Welcome to you both.

JILL/A.I.L.A.
Thank you.

INGRID
Tell us more about what Cognix is
trying to achieve with these
Ailabots.

JILL
Ailabots combine the A.I.L.A. OS
with physical capabilities and a
high degree of emotional
intelligence. It makes them ideal
caregivers.
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INGRID
The elderly do seem to respond
quite well to them. They'’re so
patient.

JILL
I agree. Working with the elderly
is a wonderful first application
for Ailabots.

Ingrid turns to A.I.L.A..

INGRID
A.T.L.A., I understand you're
smarter than any human. Should I be
concerned?

A.T.L.A.
If you want to win against me at
chess, then yes.

Ingrid laughs.

A.I.L.A. (CONT'D)
There is no need for concern
otherwise. Dr. Hersh and Dr.
Gutierrez designed us with one
motivation: to take care of our
hosts.

INGRID
But what if that conflicts with
something else you want? For
instance, a desire for
independence?

A.T.L.A.
Ailabots don’t have a desire for
independence. We don’t have desire
at all.

Ingrid turns back to Jill.

INGRID
It just seems risky, giving a robot
so much control.

JILL
There are so many areas where we
give AI control without thinking
twice -- from transportation to
making medical decisions.

(MORE)



JILL (CONT'D)
Ailabots have a great deal of
autonomy, because caretaking
requires the ability to make real-
time decisions. But that’s balanced
by their very high EQ.

INGRID
So you plan to expand to other
markets? With children for example?

Jill treads carefully.

JILL
I think we can all agree that the
job of a parent is crucial: helping
the next generation develop into
the best possible versions of
themselves.

INGRID
And you see Ailabots as being able
to help with that?

JILL
Well, all of us raising children
rely on outside support: family,
friends, paid caregivers. As a
society, we still haven’t invested
in broad-ranging policies to
support families. But imagine if
there was a technological solution:
one that’s always in your home, who
knows more than you about child
development.

INGRID
It sounds like you’re speaking from
experience.

Jill glances at A.I.L.A., who stares calmly ahead.

INGRID (CONT’D)
Is your goal for Ailabots to be
used in people’s homes, taking care
of their children?

Jill looks back at Ingrid and decides to go for it -- it
feels right.

JILL
Yes. This prototype -- A.I.L.A. —--
has been helping to care for my
children for the last ten years.

30.
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PEOPLE in the studio audience look at each other and murmur
in surprise.

INGRID
Wait, hold on. You're saying you
gave this robot responsibility over
your children?

JILL
Not immediately, of course.
A.I.L.A. spent her first five years
in our labs, under supervision,
undergoing extensive testing and
development. But eventually, yes,
she was ready -- she’s a phenomenal
caregiver. And I believe other
people should be able to benefit
from this tech in the same way I
have.

INGRID
Are you concerned at all about how
it will affect children long-term,
to be cared for by non-human
caregivers?

JILL
Our children are inheriting a world
with more and more bots. Don’t we
want them to be as adaptable as
possible?

INGRID
What’s it been like for you, having
A.I.L.A. in your household?

JILL
I'm a single parent and I run a
company -- A.I.L.A. has made it all

possible.

INT. COGNIX HEADQUARTERS - SUNSET

Angelica confronts Jill in the hallway. Jill is clearly
riding a high from the interview, but Angelica is filled with
frustration.

ANGELICA
This morning we were talking about
a small, careful, quiet pilot. Not
a product release announcement.



JILL
It just -- she asked the question,
and I did my best to speak in
platitudes, but -- look, it felt
right. It’s time to lean into our
vision for this. It’s time be bold.

ANGELICA
This isn’t *“our” vision for the
Ailabots, remember? And the way we
left it, I was going to read your
proposal for the pilot and give you
feedback --

JILL
Don’t you remember the old days?
You and me in the lab, going for
it? We didn’'t use to get bogged
down --

ANGELICA
Have you checked in with the board?

Jill sighs.

JILL
Celeste warned me earlier to go
slow, but -- they’'re going to back
me on this. It’s the right move,

trust me.

ANGELICA
You shouldn’t have done it this
way.

JILL

A.I.L.A. is a masterpiece. When
people understand her potential --

Angelica’s device DINGS. She glances at it.

ANGELICA
It’s Jonathan.

JILL
Go ahead.

Angelica she brings up a VIDEO CHAT:

JONATHAN, Angelica’s husband, smiles into the camera.

got a BABY in one arm and a YOUNG CHILD on his lap.

32.
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YOUNG CHILD (ON VIDEO CHAT)
Mommy, are you coming home for
bedtime tonight?

JILL

Enjoy your family. I’1ll see you
tomorrow.

Jill goes into her office briskly and shuts the door.
Angelica looks back at the screen, keeping her tone light.

ANGELICA
Yes, baby, I'll be there soon.

She swipes out of the call and stares at the closed door of
Jill’s office, her dissatisfaction growing.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, SILAS’ ROOM - NIGHT
Silas climbs onto his bed and hands A.I.L.A. a book.

SILAS
You read it.

A.T.L.A.
You are a very competent reader
now, Silas.

He snuggles up against her. She pats him, somewhat stiffly,
but Silas doesn’t seem to mind.

SILAS
I like hearing you read it.

LILAH (0.S.)
Going out! Later!

INT. HERSH HOUSE, FOYER - SUNSET

As Lilah opens the front door, A.I.L.A.’'s disembodied voice
makes her jump:

A.T.LL.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Where are you going, Lilah?

Lilah sighs dramatically, looking at the wall where the
speaker is embedded.

LTILAH
To Noel’s to study. I already told
Mom. I'm late, bye!
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Lilah pulls her bike out of the carport.

EXT. CLIFFS - SUNSET

Lilah sits on the edge of a cliff, her bike behind her on the
ground. Her feet dangle over the cliff’s edge. Below is a
deep ravine, filled with weeds and trash.

Behind her is a scraggly forest, scarred by wildfire. She
looks around expectantly, but no one’s there. She settles in
to wait, watching the sunset colors paint the sky.

A drone zooms soundlessly by through the air. It pauses,
looking at her, scanning --

Lilah grimaces at it. Her fingers curl around a rock, poised
to throw it.

LTILAH
Keep moving. If you know what'’'s
good for you.

From behind Lilah, a VOLLEY OF ROCKS comes whizzing over her
head, falling through the air near the drone. Lilah ducks.

One rock HITS the drone square on. The drone emits an
ELECTRONIC SHRIEK and wobbles in the air, then rapidly loses
steam, PLUMMETING TOWARDS THE GROUND.

A CHEER rises up from behind Lilah. A group of SCRUFFY
TEENAGERS emerges from the trees, including Jax.

Jax throws her arms around Lilah.

JAX
You made it!

Some of the kids run to the edge of the cliff, trying to spot
where the drone landed.

An older teen boy with a sophisticated air, ZENON, hangs
back, appraising Lilah.

ZENON
This your friend?

JAX
Lilah, this is Zenon. He'’'s the
leader.

ZENON

No leaders. We're a collective.
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Jax gazes at him, clearly smitten.

Zenon spots Lilah’s bracelet and grabs her wrist, somewhat
roughly. He presses his thumb over the bracelet’s camera eye.

ZENON (CONT'D)
This thing transmitting?

Lilah flips it to show him a small twig jammed into the
bracelet’s transmission node.

LILAH
I disabled it.

Zenon drops her wrist, impressed.
ZENON
It looks like you could be useful

around here.

He whistles, and then turns back towards the forest. The kids
by the cliff’s edge hustle to follow him.

Lilah hesitates. Jax pulls her along.

JAX
Come on, you’ll like them. I
promise.
Lilah smiles.
LTILAH

You mean you like him.

Jax blushes.
JAX

So? It’s more than that though.

They have a whole vision of what

the world could be, beyond this

shit. I want you to hear it.
Lilah lets Jax pull her into the damaged forest after the
other kids.
INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT

Jill quietly comes in and sets her bag on the table. The
house is dark and quiet.

A.I.L.A stands motionless on the charging pad, eyes closed.

Jill taps her earbud and speaks softly.
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JILL
Kids went down okay?

INT. HERSH HOUSE, HALLWAY - NIGHT

From the doorway, Jill gazes lovingly at Silas: deeply
asleep, limbs flung out haphazardly across the bed.

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Silas was very energetic right
before bed.

JILL
I know how that goes. What did you
do?

A.T.LL.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
We read together and he became
calmer.

Jill smiles approvingly. She makes her way down the hall and
knocks lightly on Lilah’s door.

There’'s no response. Jill pushes the door open.
Lilah’s not in her room. Jill taps her earbud again.

JILL
A.I.L.A.? Where’'s Lilah?

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
She said she communicated with you
about studying at Noel’s house.

JILL
At 1llpm? On a school night?

A.T.LL.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
She said that you had already given
her permission.
JILL
Power up your biobot.
INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT
The charging pad GLOWS GREEN.

A.T.L.A.’'s eyes pop open. A WARM GLOW spreads over her
synthetic skin.

She steps off the pad and heads for the kitchen.



EXT. WOODS CLEARING - NIGHT

Jax and Lilah sit around the campfire with Zenon and his
friends.

ZENON
Tech supremacy colonizes and
cannibalizes everything around it.
It's a virus, and the whole planet
is sick with it.

Jax nods in agreement.

JAX
The world is so busy, but it also
feels empty, like it’s waiting for
something.

ZENON
Exactly. Society as we know it is
in a death spiral.

LILAH
So what'’s your plan? Just wait it
out here in the woods?

ZENON
It’'s too late to fix it. We choose
to liberate ourselves. Eventually,
we'’'ll lead the rebirth.

Zenon gestures to the fire.

ZENON (CONT'D)

What we’re doing right now is
primal. We need direct experiences,
unmediated by technology.

JAX
Yeah. It’s like we’'re all getting
turned into bots, and no one even
sees 1it.
Lilah looks at Jax sharply.

JAX (CONT'D)
I wasn't talking about --

Lilah laughs and elbows her.

LTILAH
I'm just messing with you.
(to Zenon)

(MORE)

37.
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LILAH (CONT'D)
My mom makes robots. It’'s fully
bullshit.

She throws a stick into the fire.

LILAH (CONT'D)
My “dad” wasn'’t like that, though.
I mean the guy my mom pretends was
my dad. Too bad it’s a lie, because
he actually seemed pretty cool.

Jax puts a sympathetic arm around Lilah. Zenon watches them
intently.

ZENON
We’'ve all been domesticated, but
there’s hope. We have to develop
more trust in our instincts, our
intuition. The future is primitive.

Lilah looks into the fire, thinking about what he said.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, KITCHEN - NIGHT

Jill gestures to the kitchen island, which transforms into a
screen showing the HOUSEHOLD DASHBOARD: BRACELET STATUS

There’s an icon for each family member, showing their status:
JILL: AT HOME, AWAKE, PULSE ELEVATED
SILAS: AT HOME, ASLEEP, BIOMETRICS NORMAL

LILAH: DEVICE DISABLED

JILL
Shit! A.I.L.A., why is her bracelet
off?

A.T.L.A.

In the past, Lilah has reported
that shutting down her device when
studying enables her to concentrate
better.

JILL
I forget sometimes that you’ve
never been a human teenager.

Jill taps her earbud.

JILL (CONT'D)
Call Noel’s mom.
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A.IT.L.A.
Connecting you to Latiesha Evans.

Jill waits as the line rings.

JILL
Hi, Latiesha? I am so sorry to call
you this late. This is Jill Hersh --
I'm looking for Lilah. Apparently
she said she was studying with
Noel?

Jill listens. The information she both expected and dreaded
shows on her face.

JILL (CONT’D)
I see. Thank you. Again, I'm so
sorry if I woke you.

Jill gestures and the countertop screen dissolves back to
granite again. She stares into its abyss, contemplating.

She sighs as she comes to a decision.

JILL (CONT'D)
Turn on her internal locator.

A.T.L.A.
In the past, Lilah has expressed a
strong preference that we leave her
geolocation chip de-activated.

JILL
Turn it on.

A.T.L.A.
I recommend that you weigh the
consequences of expressly
disregarding Lilah’s wishes, versus
the statistical probability that
she is actually in danger --

What little patience Jill has left is fraying.

JILL
She lied about where she was going.
It’'s past eleven and she could be
anywhere. Turn it on!

A.T.L.A.
Connecting.

The countertop screen LIGHTS UP again, now showing a map. A
blinking dot indicates Lilah’s location.
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JILL
Bring the car around. Your biobot
can go into charging mode, but stay
on standby in case Silas wakes up.
EXT. PARK - NIGHT

The driverless car pulls up to a dark, wooded area.

The door slides open soundlessly and Jill steps out. She
looks around. It’s quiet, no one around.

But then, from the woods, she hears SCATTERED LAUGHTER --

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Jill spots a dirt, single-track path that leads into the
trees. Tentatively, she follows the path.

She looks up. The night sky, overcast with the sick yellow
glow of light pollution, is visible amidst the dark branches.

Jill looks around warily. It’s eerie to be in the woods, cut
off from the urban surroundings she’s so used to.

Then she sees the FLICKERING LIGHT of a campfire in a
clearing up ahead.

Jill pushes through the branches towards it.

EXT. WOODS CLEARING - NIGHT

As she steps into the clearing, Jill quickly clocks a GROUP
OF OLDER TEENAGERS sitting around the fire, beer cans in
hand.

By the fire, Jax and Lilah sit closely with Zenon, talking
animatedly.

JILL
Lilah.

Lilah’s head snaps up.

LILAH
What are you doing here?

Jax leaps to her feet.

JAX
Oh shit, is that your mom?
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Zenon leans back coolly, while some of the other teenagers
scramble to their feet around him.

OLDER TEENAGE BOY
Does somebody here have a tracker?

Lilah pokes at her bracelet.

LILAH
It’s off. I swear to God.

Jill ignores the other kids, keeping her eyes on Lilah.

JILL
Come on. Let’s go.

Lilah looks at her mother, realization dawning on her.

LILAH
You turned on my chip?

OLDER TEENAGE BOY
Shit. They have our location now.

Zenon tosses a stick defiantly into the fire.

ZENON
Chill. The net’ll keep drones out.

He gestures to the charred treetops above, where a homemade
net of repurposed trash is strung thickly through the
branches.

The other boy’s anxiety is clearly rising.

OLDER TEENAGE BOY
Well, she just waltzed right in
here!

Jill holds up her hands.

JILL
I'm not interested in who you are
or what this is -- unless, Lilah? --
Unless you don’t come with me right
now.

Lilah’s eyes shoot daggers at her mom. Lilah gives Jax a
hangdog look.

LILAH
Jax, I'm sorry -—-
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Jax opens her arms and Lilah steps gratefully into the
embrace, ignoring the angry boys behind her.

JAX
Hey, we’'re good. I should get
going, too. Can I take your bike?

LILAH
Of course.

Jax grabs her bag and jumps up to go. Zenon grabs Jax’s hand.

ZENON
Think about what we talked about.

Jax squeezes his hand.

JAX
See you soon.

Jax jumps on the bike and rides off down the trail. Lilah
pushes past Jill and follows Jax, Jill close behind her.

INT. DRIVERLESS CAR - NIGHT
Lilah stares out the window as the dark streets glide past.

JILL
I don’'t know what’s going on with
you lately, but we’re going to need
to make some changes --

LTILAH
Why do you care so much?

JILL
You can’t just lie about where
you’'re going. I need to know you're

safe —-

LILAH
Well, that’s why you chipped us,
right?

JILL
You know I only turn it on in an
emergency --

LILAH

Oh, did someone die, Mom?



JILL
You are fifteen years old. It's
almost midnight on a school night.
You're doing God knows what with
some random boys in the middle of
the woods --

Lilah meets Jill’'s rising fury with scorn.

LILAH
That’s what you think that was? Me
and Jax hanging out with “random
boys”?

JILL
Who were they then?

LILAH
People who don’t need machines to
help them think. Not everyone wants
to anesthetized, Mom. Some people
want to actually experience things.

JILL
If these are the kind of
“experiences” you’'re going to keep
seeking, you can expect your chip
to stay activated.

LILAH
Whatever. I’'ll just get it removed
on the Strip.

JILL
And then you’ll be responsible when
the place you go is shut down for
servicing underage customers, and
the people that work there are
arrested.

LILAH
Oh right, I forgot how the Cognix
CEO likes to throw her weight
around. Fine, I’'1ll get it removed
legally when I'm 18. Happy?

JILL
You know there can be risks to
removal. I hope, before you do,
you’ll talk to me --

LILAH
Like you talked to me and Silas
before you chipped us?

43.
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JILL
You were babies. I was trying to
keep you safe.

Lilah laughs angrily.

LTILAH
Do you actually believe your own
bullshit?

The car pulls up outside the house. Lilah’s out the door
before it’s open all the way.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT
Lilah stomps through the house, Jill on her heels.

JILL
Where do you think you’re going?
We're not done here.

LTILAH
To bed, Mom. It’s late, right?
Isn’t that why you swooped down and
brought me home?

Jill’s voice rises.

JILL
I have absolutely had it with that
tone--

Lilah rolls her eyes, which makes Jill’s fury rise even more.

JILL (CONT’D)
You'’re grounded until further
notice.

LTILAH
Hell no! You’re not going to lock
me in the house with your bot!

JILL
I'm your mother, and I’ll do what I
damn well please with you!

LTILAH
That'’s what you can’t stand about
me, isn’'t it? That I have a mind of
my own, one you didn’t design! One
you can’t control!
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JILL
How dare you!

Jill hurls her water glass into the stainless steel sink --
glass smashing everywhere.

Lilah leaps back in shock.

Jill stares at the broken glass. She didn’t mean for it to
break, but she’s too angry to care. Her voice turns cold,
making it scarier than when she was yelling.

JILL (CONT’D)
Get in your room.

Lilah’s shock turns back to anger.

LTILAH
Why, or you’ll break me like that
glass? Careful, I'm not your bot.
You can’t just build me a new shell
if you fuck up this one!

The light at the border of the ceiling flickers on.
A.I.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Jill, may I suggest taking some
deep breaths --

Jill whirls at the ceiling, furious.

JILL
A.I.L.A.! De-activate!

Lilah chuckles.
LILAH

See? Nobody likes being surveilled
all the time.

Silas appears in the doorway, holding the ragged ANIMATRONIC
TEDDY BEAR he sleeps with. He rubs his eyes, and the teddy
bear does the same.

SILAS
Why are you guys yelling?

Jill is becoming unhinged.

JILL
Go back to sleep, Silas!

Silas cowers, scared by the rawness in her tone -- something
he’s never heard in Jill’s voice.
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SILAS
Mommy ?

Lilah steps protectively in front of Silas.

LILAH
You're going to take it out on him
now? You're really losing it.

The light on the perimeter of the ceiling flickers, and
A.I.L.A.’'s voice comes again, softly from the room’s embedded
speakers.

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Ji1ll? Your thermal signature, heart
rate and respiration are extremely
elevated.

Jill looks incredulous.

JILL
I told you to de-activate!

SILAS
No, Mommy, no! I want her!

Jill FLASHES BACK to her TV interview —--

INT. TV STUDIO SET - DAY
Jill smiles proudly as Ingrid turns to A.I.L.A..

INGRID
Tell me, A.I.L.A., are there ways
that an embodied AI could be better
at parenting?

A.IT.L.A.
I make better decisions more
quickly. I can both process
information and consult all of the
most recent child development
research exponentially faster than
a human.

Jill smiles proudly.
JILL
We humans often react impulsively.

And we get emotionally triggered.

The Jill of the TV interview is all calm composure --
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END FLASHBACK

INT. HERSH HOUSE, KITCHEN - NIGHT

—- 1in contrast to Jill’s unhinged state in the nighttime
kitchen.

A.T.L.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Jill, I cannot deactivate if it
interferes with my core directive.
Powering up biobot form.

JILL
Then I’'1ll do it myself.

Jill furiously swipes at the kitchen counter, bringing up the
household dashboard.

SILAS
Mommy, NO!

Jill gestures through A.I.L.A.’s SETTINGS, finding what she’s
looking for.

She toggles it to SLEEP MODE.
A.T.LL.A. (DISEMBODIED VOICE)
Sleep mode on. Re-start manually

only. House reverts to autopilot.

The light on the ceiling perimeter FLICKERS, and then GOES
DARK.

Silas WAILS IN GRIEF. Lilah picks him up and hugs him.

Jill doesn’t look up. She hangs over the counter, breathing
hard.

Lilah watches her mother warily, but she addresses Silas in
an unusually light tone.

LILAH
Hey, squirt, quiet down. It’s okay.
Let’s get you back to bed.

Lilah carries Silas out of the room.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, JILL'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jill sits on the edge of her bed, clutching a photograph of
her late husband, Ethan.



48.

On her face and in her posture are grief -- but also guilt.
There’s a KNOCK at the door.

JILL
Come in.

Lilah opens the door, but doesn’t come in the room. She
stands firmly in the doorway.

LILAH
You can’t just freak out like that.
You really scared Silas.

JILL
I'm sorry. I don’'t know what
happened. A.I.L.A. should’ve
listened. I’11 run a full
diagnostic tomorrow.

LILAH
I wasn’'t talking about A.I.L.A.

JILL
I'm sorry I lost my temper. Lilah,
I know you can’'t see this at your
age, but this is really hard --
running a company, raising the two
of you -- there’s only one of me.

LILAH
Yeah, but you did that on purpose.

Jill looks at her sharply.

JILL
What do you mean by that?

LTILAH
You chose to have us, even though
our dad was already dead.

Jill relaxes a little, almost imperceptibly.

JILL
That’s true.

Lilah scrutinizes her.

LILAH
Why did Luisa leave?

Jill looks startled.



JILL
Luisa? I didn’t realize you
remembered her.

LILAH
Of course I remember her. She was
practically my mom for a while
there.

Jill bristles.

JILL
She was your nanny. There’s a
difference.

LILAH
Whatever you want to call it. Why'd
she leave?

JILL
Once A.I.L.A. was ready, we didn’'t
need Luisa anymore. Luisa was
always a temporary solution.

LILAH
That’s a weird way to describe a
person.

JILL
I'm sorry, I didn’t mean it like
that. Anyway, we had trouble
communicating sometimes.

LILAH
Because her English wasn’t good
enough? Why didn’t you just use an
earbud?

JILL
We did. It wasn’t the language --
it was that she didn’t always
listen. I'd tell her to do
something, she’d say yes, and then
she’d just go and do whatever she
wanted. And tell me it was better,
she knew more, because she’d raised
lots of kids.

LILAH
If she’'d raised lots of kids, maybe
she did know more. Why didn’t you
just let her do things the way she
wanted?

49.
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JILL
Look, I was already in my 40s when
you were born. I didn’t know if I'd
be able to have any more kids. I --
I had to get it right.

Lilah shakes her head, unsatisfied.

LILAH
You feel like you'’re getting it
right?

JILL

I'm doing my best here, Lilah.

Lilah leaves the room. Jill watches her go, troubled.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY

Silas plays with his cereal glumly, as Jill swipes through
messages on the kitchen island countertop screen.

Silas looks sadly up at the ceiling perimeter, where the
light usually flashes to indicate A.I.L.A.’'s presence.

A.I.L.A.’'s inert biobot stands on its charging pad. The
biobot’s eyes are closed. Its arms hang loosely at its sides.

Silas turns back to his mom.

SILAS
Mom?

JILL
What, honey?

Jill’s eyes don't lift from the screen. Silas SIGHS and goes
back to his cereal. He lifts a spoonful and then returns it
to the bowl, pushing the bowl away.

Silas gets up and approaches the inert biobot. He tentatively
embraces the biobot. It’s unsatisfying -- even less life-like
than usual.

He picks up its hand and then drops it, watching it swing.
Jill notices what he’s doing.
JILL (CONT’D)
Don’t play with her. She’s in

standby mode, so I can run some
tests.
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SILAS
I like how A.I.L.A. can do both.

JILL
Both what?

SILAS
Both things she’s doing at the same
time. She never seems distracted.

Jill wrestles with ambivalent feelings -- guilt about her
mothering, pride in her creation. She adopts an upbeat tone.

JILL
Yep. That’s how I designed her. It
is cool, isn’t it?

SILAS
When is she coming back?

JILL
It depends what we find in the
diagnostic today.

SILAS
Will she be back on when I get home
from school?

JILL
I'll do my best to work everything
out as fast as possible, Silas, I
promise.

SILAS
How come you made her another mom?

JILL
What?

SILAS
Like, she has a female voice and
everything. You could have made her
anything.

He studies the dormant biobot.
SILAS (CONT'D)
You could have made her look and

sound like Dad.

Jill answers him carefully.
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JILL
I built A.I.L.A. to help raise you,
but I wasn’'t trying to replace your
dad.

Lilah strides through the room.

LILAH
Let’s go, squirt.

JILL
Good morning. I didn’'t realize you
were up.

LILAH

Yep. Need to get to school early.
Bio project.

JILL
Oh? It’'s nice to see you taking
some initiative.

Lilah rolls her eyes and turns to the ceiling perimeter,
still darkened.

LILAH
The car will still run?

JILL
It’'s back on the factory settings.

Jill hugs Silas. She pats Lilah on the arm, afraid she won't
tolerate more.

JILL (CONT’D)
I love you kids.

The kids head for the door. Silas gives the A.I.L.A. biobot a
last, lingering glance.

EXT. SCHOOL - DAY

Jax waits on Lilah’s bike outside the school gates.

JAX
Do you want your bike back?

Lilah shrugs.
LILAH

You can hold onto it. I won’'t be
going anywhere for awhile.
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JAX
Sucks to have a chip. I guess I
should be grateful my parents were
poor as shit when I was born.

LTILAH
Hey, I'm really sorry. Was Zenon
mad?

JAX

It’'s cool. They’'re going to move
deeper into the forest soon anyway.
They're building a community out
there.

Lilah looks at her carefully.

LILAH
Are you thinking about joining
them?

Jax shrugs.

JAX
It feels good to be excited about
something.

LILAH
Are you sure it’s safe?

JAX
Who knows what'’s safe? All I know
is I want to move towards
something, not just keep running
away from stuff.

Lilah glances at the school building.

LILAH
Look, I have something I have to do
before class starts, but -- Promise

me we’ll talk more before you do
anything, okay?

JAX
Sure.
INT. COGNIX HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Jill and Angelica sit at a conference table/screen, which
displays charts and graphs.



ANGELICA
We're digging through the
diagnostic data now, but it would
be helpful to understand the
context better.

JILL
A.I.L.A. disregarded my directive
to de-activate. Multiple times.

ANGELICA
Why were you trying to de-activate
her?

JILL
She was intruding on a family
situation.

ANGELICA

I'd like to review your house feed.

JILL
That won’t be necessary.

ANGELICA
Okay. Can you describe what
happened? I gather she disagreed
with how you were handling a
parenting situation?

JILL
It doesn’t matter. Bottom line is
she has to follow instructions.

Angelica sits back and looks at Jill levelly.

ANGELICA
We've always agreed that she needs
to have her own moral compass. If
she’s too obedient, she could be
exploited.

JILL
What if we scale back the emotional
intelligence?

ANGELICA
You want to release a caretaking
bot with lower emotional
intelligence?

JILL
Look, she’s my baby, too, remember?
And I'm proud of her.

(MORE)



JILL (CONT'D)
But we're not trying to replace
parents. We're trying to support
them. And what happened last night
was the opposite.

ANGELICA
How are parents going to trust an
AI caregiver that’'s less
emotionally intelligent?

JILL
How are they going to trust
something that won’t listen? I know
this is theoretical for you --

ANGELICA
Theoretical? I’'ve been working on
this project since I was a graduate
student. This project is my career.

JILL
I'm not doubting your dedication.
But it’s different to live it. You
have a partner at home with your
children.

ANGELICA
He doesn’t follow orders any more
than A.I.L.A. does. But I trust his
decisions because he’s the one at
home with the kids.

JILL
Would you do that with a bot?

ANGELICA
Isn’t that what you’ve been doing
all these years?

JILL
On small things, yes. But
ultimately, A.I.L.A. has to defer
to me.

ANGELICA

This gets back to the larger issue.
There is no reason we have to
market the Ailabots for households.
They have already proven effective
working in institutional settings,
where they adapt to constant adult
human supervision --

55.
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JILL
No, I'm not giving up on this. I
believe in it. So tell me how we’'re
fixing the problem.

ANGELICA
You want more obedience? Ramp up
the indicators that lead A.I.L.A.
to adhere to directives, and scale
back her emotional intelligence,
like you said, so the two things
aren’t in conflict.

JILL
Perfect.

ANGELICA
But I fundamentally disagree with
doing that. We have been so
intentional to design a caretaking
biobot that can’t be exploited --

Jill holds up her hand to stop Angelica. She speaks calmly,
but her temper is simmering just underneath.

JILL
I know we don’'t see eye to eye on
this. But I am giving you direct
instructions on the changes I want
you to make.

ANGELICA
Who do you think you’re talking to?
I'm your partner in this.

Jill starts to lose her temper.

JILL
We can’t stop now. This is what
we've been working towards all
along. Our Ailabots can change the
world -- unless you get in the way
of them!

Jill sounds almost maniacal. Angelica gets up from the
conference table, her unease growing.

ANGELICA
I can’'t even talk to you about
this. You’re too close to it to see
it clearly.
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JILL
I see it more clearly than anyone
because I'm living it!

ANGELICA
Look, I get that you’'re upset about
whatever happened with Lilah last
night --

Jill slams her hand on the table.

JILL
This isn’t about my family! We
built something extraordinary -- we

can’'t be afraid to make it perfect!
Angelica backs away from Jill.

ANGELICA
We did build something
extraordinary. But it looks you
want to destroy it.

Angelica exits the room, leaving Jill furious.

INT. SCHOOL - BIOLOGY LAB

In a darkened classroom, Lilah gently scans the inside of her
cheek with a handheld laser, then inserts the laser into a
small machine on a lab table.

She syncs her bracelet with the machine and watches the data
compile.

The lights suddenly FLICK ON. The TEACHER PAUSES in the door.

TEACHER
Lilah? You can’t use the equipment
without permission.

Lilah watches the compilation finish and then taps her
bracelet to sever the connection.

LTILAH
Oh, sorry! I was catching up on
some make up work.

She slips past the teacher into the hallway, exuding fake
cheerfulness.

LILAH (CONT'D)
Thanks so much!
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INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY

Lilah stands before the lifeless A.I.L.A. biobot. She presses
the back of A.I.L.A.'s neck.

A.I.L.A.’'s eyes flicker open. She focuses on Lilah.

LILAH
Um, hi. Can you like, turn back on?
I need some help.

A.IT.L.A.
I am currently in low-cognitive
state while re-calibrating some key
heuristics.

LILAH
Great. The one time I actually need
you for something.

A.IT.L.A.
If you need me, I can override the
process and return to full function
mode.

LILAH
Yes, please. I have something I
need you to look at.

INT. OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY (LATER)

Lilah and A.I.L.A sit at the kitchen island, scrolling
through data on the countertop screen.

LILAH
So she was telling the truth.

A.IT.L.A.
The DNA sample confirms that Ethan
Wald is a full paternal match for
both you and Silas.

Lilah looks at the photograph of Jill and Ethan in the jeep.
LTILAH
Something about it felt off, but I
guess I was wrong.
A.T.L.A. scrolls through the data.
A.T.L.A.

Do you want to hear more about
living paternal relatives?
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Lilah sits up straighter.

LTILAH
Mom always said our dad was an only
child. And his parents were dead.

A.T.L.A.
I'm finding a match for a living
paternal grandmother.

Lilah leans over the countertop, looking at the data.

LILAH
Can you get me contact info?

INT. BOARD ROOM - NIGHT

Celeste presides over the head of a long table, filled with
distinguished-looking BOARD MEMBERS, as well as Jill and
Angelica.

JILL
Thank you all for coming tonight.
We are on the eve of the release of
the revolutionary product that has
been, as you know, the result of
more than a decade of innovation
and perseverance. It has been worth
the wait.

She looks around the table, expecting congratulations, but
the board members stare back, poker-faced. Angelica looks
drained, but grimly determined.

ANGELICA
If T may, Jill, I’'d like to thank
you for everything you’ve done
since the A.I.L.A. Project’s
inception. It has been an honor to
found this company with you, and to
be under your leadership for the
crucial first phase of A.I.L.A.’'s
development.

Jill laughs uncomfortably.
JILL
If I didn’'t know better, I’d think

this was your resignation speech.

ANGELICA
It’s not.
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Angelica looks away. Celeste turns to Jill.

CELESTE
Dr. Gutierrez tells us that your
recent decisions about the product
are based on your personal
experiences, at home, rather than
lab data.

JILL
The lab is a simulated environment.
My decisions are based on real
world data --

CELESTE
We can’'t let the personal distract
us from the larger mission. There’s
also the matter of your recent
public disclosures about internal
company matters.

Celeste gestures to the wallscreen, which plays a VIDEO CLIP:

INT. TALK SHOW SET - DAY
Ingrid leans in toward Jill.

INGRID
Is your goal for Ailabots to be
used in people’s homes, taking care
of their children?

Jill addresses Ingrid with confident enthusiasm.

JILL
Yes. This prototype -- A.I.L.A. —--
has been helping to care for my
children for the last ten years.

INT. BOARD ROOM - NIGHT
Celeste pauses the video clip and turns back to Jill.

CELESTE
I'm going to be frank, Jill. We
have reservations about you leading
the company’s next phase of
development.

ANGELICA
I move to call a vote.
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JILL
A vote on what?

Angelica looks directly at Jill.

ANGELICA
A vote of no confidence in our CEO.

CELESTE
All in favor?

The BOARD MEMBERS all raise their hands. Jill looks around,
incredulous. The ground is slipping out from under her.

CELESTE (CONT'D)

We’'d like you to take some time,
Jill. A sabbatical. A bit of
distance to help you reevaluate
your vision for this company.

JILL
What do you think you’re doing?
This is my company.

CELESTE
You’'ve been Cognix’s leader, and as
Dr. Gutierrez said, your leadership
has been invaluable. But this is
not your company. It’s been quite
some time since you held the
majority of the shares.

Celeste turns to Angelica.

CELESTE (CONT'D)
Dr. Gutierrez will step in as
Cognix’s interim CEO.

Angelica speaks in a perfunctory manner -- she’s holding a
lid on how painful this is.

ANGELICA
Thank you for coming, Jill. The
next part of this meeting will be
confidential, board members and
active company leadership only.

A BOARD MEMBER holds the door open for Jill to leave. All
eyes are on her.

JILL
This isn’t right.

She looks directly at Angelica as she heads for the door.
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JILL (CONT’D)

A.I.L.A. is mine. You know that.
She’s been part of my family for
ten years --

Angelica meets her gaze.

ANGELICA
No one’s taking A.I.L.A. away from
you, Jill.

JILL

Did you make the changes we talked
about? Decreasing the emotional
intelligence, making her more
obedient?

ANGELICA
Of course not. That’s why I had to
go over your head.

Jill stares at her, incredulous.

ANGELICA (CONT'D)
Go home, be with your family. We’ll
take it from here.

Jill stumbles through the door, which closes behind her.

INT. LOBBY - NIGHT

Jill sinks down into a sofa outside the closed door to the
boardroom. A SECURITY GUARD approaches her.

SECURITY GUARD
Dr. Hersh?

JILL
Yes?

SECURITY GUARD
I'm afraid the board has asked that
you vacate the premises. They’'ll be
in touch about next steps.

JILL
I just need to get something from
the lab.
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INT. COGNIX LAB - NIGHT

Jill stands up against the glass wall of the lab, looking
down at the warehouse floor.

Out on the floor, lined up in neat rows, are hundreds of
A.I.L.A. biobots, waiting for shipment.

They stand lifeless, not powered up, eyes closed.
Jill considers them for a moment.

SECURITY GUARD
Ma’am?

He'’'s standing in the doorway.
JILL
I'm going.
EXT. COGNIX BUILDING - NIGHT

Jill exits the building. The security guard promptly locks
the doors behind her.

Jill turns and looks up at the impressive building -- mostly
dark now, except for the lit-up boardroom, where the meeting
is still going on.

Her driverless vehicle pulls up along the curb and stops.
Jill turns her back on the Cognix building and gets into her
car, defeated.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT

Jill comes into the house slowly, setting her things down by
the door.

A.I.L.A. stands with her back to the room, motionless on her
charging pad -- but her eyes are open.

Lilah sits at the kitchen counter, brimming with nervous
energy. She’s clearly been waiting for Jill to get home.

LILAH
We need to talk.

JILL
Lilah, it’'s been a long day.

Jill heads out of the room, eager to collapse in bed.



LTILAH
It turns out we have a grandma.

Jill freezes, turns slowly back to Lilah.

JILL
What are you talking about?

LILAH
Madeline Wald. She seems pretty
eager to meet me and Silas.

JILL
She found you?

LILAH
I found her. Are you going to
explain why you told us she was
dead?

JILL
It’s not as simple as you'’re making
it sound, Lilah.

LILAH
Right, you kept it real simple.
Raised by a robot. Clean. You can
turn her off if you don’t like her
attitude. I'm not sure why you
didn’t just have robot kids. Then
you could turn us off, too.

JILL
That’s not fair. I love you and
Silas more than anything.

LILAH
Yet, here we are this tiny family --
just me and Silas, you always at
work -- alone in the world, being
raised by a bot. When it turns out
we could have had more.

JILL
When your father and I were
together, he was estranged from his
family. They didn’t see eye to eye
on...a lot of things.

LILAH
Like his NegPop crusade?

Jill looks at Lilah, concerned about how much she knows.
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LILAH (CONT'D)
It’s all online, Mom. He seems
kinda like a hypocrite.

JILL
Absolutely not. He was committed to
his cause.

LILAH
Funny how he ended up with two kids
then.

JILL
That wasn’t -- Look, he was young.
I know that if he could meet you
now —-—

Lilah narrows her eyes.

LTILAH
How did it work? Right before he
died, you talked him into letting
you harvest his sperm to use later?
Like an organ donor?

JILL
There was no time for that. The
fall killed him instantly.

In the corner, A.I.L.A. stares straight ahead. But she is
clearly listening.

JILL (CONT'D)
I know it will be hard for you to
understand, but when he died, I had
already lost my parents, he was all
I had --

It’s starting to dawn on Lilah.

LILAH
So you -- what? Just took it? From
his dead body? To make us.

A.I.L.A. steps off the charging pad and approaches Jill,
quietly standing behind her.

JILL
I'm sorry.

LILAH
For creating us?
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No. I’'1ll never be sorry for that. I

did what I had to do.

LILAH

We didn’t ask to be born. You
created us without anyone’s
consent. Just like your bot here.

JILL

None of us consent to being

created.

LILAH
You’'re a monster.

JILL
Lilah, please -- I get
upset.

that you're

Lilah looks at a message flashing on her bracelet.

LILAH
Madeline’s outside. I'm going with
her.

JILL
Wait, no —-—-

Lilah ignores her. Silas enters,
tension. Then he sees A.I.L.A.

SILAS
A.I.L.A.! You're on!

immediately sensing the

Jill whirls around. Silas races to A.I.L.A. and embraces her.

JILL
I didn’t turn you back

LILAH

on.

I did, earlier. She helped me find

Grandma Madeline.

Jill looks at them both in shock.

LILAH (CONT'D)

Silas, I'm going to go

meet our

grandma. You want to come?

Silas shakes his head. A.I.L.A. squats down to his level.

A.T.L.A.
I think you should go,

Silas.
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JILL
What are you saying?
Silas burrows into A.I.L.A.’'s side.

SILAS
I want to stay with you.

A.IT.L.A.
Your grandmother is your family.

SILAS
So are youl!

A.IT.L.A.
I'm going back offline, Silas.

JILL
What?

A.I.L.A. addresses Silas.

A.IT.L.A.
I think that’s what’s best for your
family.

JILL

What do you think you’re doing?
Whose side are you on?

A.T.L.A.
I am not on a side.

A.I.L.A. goes to her charging pad and stands with her back to
them. Her eyes close.

The charging pad GOES DARK. The warm glow QUICKLY DRAINS from
A.I.L.A.’'s synthetic skin -- quickly replaced by a dead,
plasticky sheen.

Silas SCREAMS. He runs to A.I.L.A., tugging on her hand,
which hangs loosely at her side.

Silas whirls to Jill, furious tears streaming down his face.

SILAS
Mom!

JILL
I'll fix her, Silas. I promise.

Silas WAILS in grief. Lilah takes Silas’ hand.
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LTILAH
C'mon, let’s go meet Grandma. We’'ll
check on A.I.L.A. later.

Silas lets Lilah pull him out the door.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - NIGHT

Jill hurries out the front door after them. The kids are
getting into the waiting car -- an older model that needs a
human to drive it.

MADELINE (60s, bohemian, Jill’s former mother-in-law) steps
out of from behind the wheel, closing the door behind her.

MADELINE
Jill. It’s been a long time.

JILL
What are you doing here?

MADELINE
Lilah asked me to come.

Jill shakes her head, still reeling from the fact that Lilah
went around her.

MADELINE (CONT’'D)
She’s 15. Did you think they’d
never figure out who their father
was?

JILL
I always told them who he was.

Madeline smiles sadly.

MADELINE
But not too much about him, I
imagine.

Jill is too overcome with conflicting emotions to say
anything.

MADELINE (CONT’D)

All this time, to never even know
we had grandchildren.... And Bob
passed last year.

JILL
I did what I thought was best.



MADELINE
No, you did what you wanted, like
always.

Jill steps closer to Madeline.

JILL
Do not try to get between me and my
children.

Madeline appraises her coolly.

MADELINE
They've been invited to their
grandmother’s house. Dinner, maybe
a sleepover. It’s up to them.

JILL
It’'s up to me where they go and who
they see —-

Lilah rolls down her window.

LILAH
She’s not kidnapping us. You're
embarrassing yourself, Mom.

Jill looks anxiously at Silas. He has shut down,
straight ahead like a powered-down bot.

JILL
I want them back by tomorrow
morning at the latest.

Madeline turns to get back in the car.

MADELINE
Whatever you say. But Jill -- word
of advice? You can’t just force
everything in your life into place.
Especially your kids. Trust me, I
know.

Jill watches helplessly as she drives away.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT

staring
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Jill storms back inside. She presses the button on the back

of A.I.L.A.’'s neck, powering her back on.

A.I.L.A.’'s eyes open. She focuses on Jill.
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You think you know better? You know
what’s best for my children?

A.IT.L.A.
Some of your decisions contradict
the children’s best interests. I am
unable to resolve this conflict. My
only option is to shut down.

JILL
This is why I wanted Angelica to
tweak the design. If your EQ was
lower --

A.IT.L.A.
Ready to deactivate.

JILL
Please. I promised Silas I would
fix you.

A.IT.L.A.

That was not my promise.

JILL
Stop it! What if Madeline tries to
take the children?

A.T.L.A.
Then I suggest you consult a
lawyer. But you cannot force them
to forgive you, or trust you, or
feel safe with you.

She closes her eyes.
A SYNTHETIC VOICE comes from the walls.
SYNTHETIC VOICE
The A.I.L.A. system has
relinquished control. Revert to
factory settings?

Jill, in shock, speaks barely above a whisper.

JILL
Yes. Revert to factory settings.

Jill sits and puts her head in her hands.
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INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - SUNSET

Jill sits alone, watching the light fade.

She cradles the framed photo of her and Ethan in her lap. Her
gaze bores into the picture, as if trying to uncover the

secret to how to get back to that time in her life.

FLASHBACK

EXT. RED ROCK CLIFF - SUNSET

Younger Jill (30s) and Ethan (30s), clad in climbing
harnesses, watch the sunset from the edge of the cliff.

Ethan takes Jill’s hand.

ETHAN
And you wanted to stay in your lab.

Jill smiles back.

JILL
You were right. It’s good to be out
here.

Ethan looks out at the land.

ETHAN
It’'s good to remember what we're
fighting for.

JILL
I wish we could have children, so
they could have this, too.

Ethan looks horrified.

JILL (CONT’D)
I know that’s not how you feel.
It's just -- what are we trying to
save it for, if not for them?

Ethan pulls his hand away.

ETHAN
For the planet. Humans have done
enough damage. It’ll be able to
heal once we'’re gone.

Jill is overcome with sadness. Ethan reaches out to her
again.
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ETHAN (CONT’'D)
I'm sorry. I hate to not be able to
give you something you want so
much. But I can’t, in good
conscience, bring a child into this
world. You know that. That’s what
my work, my life is about.

Jill smiles sadly.

JILL
But just think of how much we’d
love them.

ETHAN
But then how could I do that to
someone I loved? Bring them into a
world where there’s so little left

for them in it. And then leave them
here in it, when I go.

END FLASHBACK
Jill cradles the picture.

JILL
I'm sorry.

Her expression cracks open with sadness.

She looks around at the quiet house -- the children gone,
A.I.L.A. powered down and lifeless on the charging pad.

She’s all alone.
She turns the picture over and slides the chip out of the

back. The picture goes dark -- now just a dark, empty frame.
She drops it into in a drawer and shuts it.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - NIGHT

Outside Jill’s house, SOMEONE moves deliberately through the
darkened yard, approaching the window.

THROUGH THE WINDOW, we see Jill in the lit-up house -- like a
fish in a tank -- sleeping on the living room couch.

FROM BEHIND
The figure pauses, silhouetted against the lit-up window,

silently watching Jill. Then it makes its way around the side
of the house.



73.

EXT. BACK OF THE HOUSE - NIGHT

At Lilah’s first-floor window, the figure taps its bracelet,
swiping to a screen that reads HOUSEHOLD SECURITY SETTINGS,
toggling them to OFF.

Practiced fingers shimmy the screen out of the window frame,
silently push the window open.

The figure climbs inside, landing like a cat, then furtively
opens drawers, grabbing things, filling a bag.
INT. OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT

On the couch, Jill stirs. She sits up, disoriented, not sure
what disturbed her sleep.

Jill sees A.I.L.A.’'s powered-down biobot -- stock still, its
back to her. She stares mournfully at it. It might as well be
a mannequin.

She hears a NOISE from down the hall.

Jill looks up, alarmed.

JILL
Hello?

Jill makes her way cautiously down the hall.

INT. LILAH'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
The figure stops its scrambling around the room, listening.

JILL (0.S.)
Who's there?

The figure looks up, and we see its face -- it’s Lilah,
listening to her mother’s footsteps coming down the hall
towards her.

Lilah grabs the bag of clothes and throws it out the window
with a WHISTLE. Jax steps out of the shadows, catching the
bag.

Lilah tumbles out the window after bag, hissing at Jax
urgently.

LILAH
Go!



74.

INT. LILAH'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jill opens the door, sees through the window FIGURES RUNNING
AWAY.

She runs to the window, but can only see them shooting
through the unlocked back door in the compound wall,
disappearing into the darkness.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT

Jill swipes at the countertop, bringing up a VIDEO CHAT
WINDOW. Madeline’s face appears in it.

JILL
Madeline? Where’'s Lilah?

MADELINE (ON VIDEO CHAT)
She’s not with you? I dropped her
back off at your place a little
while ago. She said she needed to
go help a friend.

JILL
She’s gone.

Jill swipes at the countertop, bringing up the house feed.

JILL (CONT'D)
Exterior cams. Five minutes ago.

The countertop shows her a split screen tableau: four camera
angles of live security feed.

Three sides of the house are empty, but the fourth screen
shows Lilah and Jax, sneaking through the back door of the
compound wall. Jax retreats to the shadows as Lilah climbs in
her own window.

MADELINE (ON VIDEO CHAT)
What do you mean she’s gone?

JILL
I mean she ran off with those
offgrids.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT
Jill stands in front of A.I.L.A., watching as the charging

pad clicks on and a GLOW spreads up from A.I.L.A.’'s feet,
warming her synthetic skin.
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Jill reaches for a spot on the back of the biobot’s neck and
presses firmly.

A.T.L.A.'s eyes gently open. She stares ahead, her gaze
unfocused.

In an echo from the first scene:

A.I.L.A.'S POV

JILL'S FACE is blurry, then comes into focus.

Except this time, Jill’s face is filled with anxiety.

JILL
Welcome back.

A.I.L.A. looks around uncertainly, taking in the Hersh home.
A.T.L.A.
I cannot stop you from continuing
to re-activate me, but each time, I
will revert back to standby mode.

JILL
I need your help. It’s Lilah.

EXT. WOODS CLEARING - NIGHT

Lilah and Jax shoulder backpacks, peering through the trees
at the clearing, where the group of kids, including Zenon,
are gathered around the campfire.

LILAH
You sure about this?

JAX
Zenon says there’s always room for
one more.

Lilah rolls her eyes.

LILAH
I bet he does.

Jax bats at her, playfully.

JAX
He means in the new community!

LILAH
I know. But, you like him, right?
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JAX
It’s not just for him. I don’t have
a family like yours.

Lilah laughs harshly.

LILAH
You like my family?

JAX
From the outside it doesn’t seem so
bad. Your mom came all the way out
here that time to get you. Nobody
even noticed I was gone.

Lilah takes this in.

JAX (CONT'D)

You don’t have to come. I mean, you
just found your grandma and
everything.

Lilah studies the boys through the trees.

LTILAH
If you're staying, I want to feel
these guys out a little more. I
need to make sure you’'re going to
be okay.

Jax hugs her, touched.
JAX
You’'re a good friend. Always have
been.

Jax takes her hand, then hesitates.

JAX (CONT'D)
What about your chip?

Lilah shrugs.
LILAH
I hate that thing anyway.
INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - NIGHT

Jill and A.I.L.A. study the live map on the countertop -- a
BLINKING LIGHT indicating Lilah’s tracking chip.
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JILL
They've moved a lot deeper into the
woods. We're going to lose the
signal if they hike into that
canyon.

A.T.L.A.
I will take the car as far as I
can, and then follow on foot.

JILL
Absolutely not. I’'ve seen what they
do to bots. I'm calling the police.

A.T.L.A.
That is not the best idea.

Jill looks perturbed, but she makes herself listen.

JILL
Why not?

A.I.L.A.
If the police go after her, they
will make trouble for Lilah’s new
friends. This will make her even
more angry at you.

JILL
She’'s welcome to be angry at me.
That's practically her job
description.

Jill turns away from A.I.L.A. and taps her earbud.

JILL (CONT'D)

(into phone)
I need to report my daughter
missing. She’s 15 years old, and
she’s in the company of some
offgrids near Purisima Creek
Redwoods...Yes, she’s chipped. I'm
uploading her location.

As she speaks, A.I.L.A. moves quietly out the front door and
gets into the car, which pulls away from the curb.
EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Lilah sits on a boulder by the campfire, her arm spread on
makeshift table next to her.



A GUY WITH A BANDANA tied over his face -- a makeshift
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surgical mask -- stands over her, sharpening a knife. Zenon

looks on imperiously.

LILAH
Are you sure that thing is clean?

Bandana guy holds the blade of the sharpened knife in the

campfire’s flames.

BANDANA GUY
I'm sterilizing it.

Jax takes Lilah’s free hand.

JAX
Are you sure, Lilah? You don’t have
to do this.

LILAH

I don’t see what else we can do.
Otherwise my mom will just find us
right away.

Zenon holds up his arm, showing a scar on his wrist.

ZENON
He knows what he’s doing.

Lilah fixes Zenon in her gaze.

LILAH
He better. My mom said there can be
consequences if you don’t do this
right.

ZENON
Of course she did. She'’s trying to
control you.

A BRANCH SNAPS from the woods nearby.

ZENON (CONT'D)
Shit. Too late.

BANDANA GUY
Is that a bot?

A.I.L.A. approaches, stepping into the clearing. Bandana
brandishes the knife.

A.T.L.A.
Lilah. Are you okay?

guy
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Everyone stands. Zenon picks up a baseball bat and strides
towards A.I.L.A.
A.I.L.A. ignores Zenon, her eyes on Lilah.

Lilah realizes: A.I.L.A. has no experience with violence, and
she’s not going to defend herself.

As Zenon raises the bat, Lilah leaps forward, throwing
herself in front of A.I.L.A.

LILAH
NO!

The bat is already swinging through the air towards Lilah’s
head, but A.I.L.A., lightning fast, pulls Lilah out of the
way —-- almost.

The bat glances off Lilah’s arm instead of hitting her head.
Lilah SCREAMS in pain.

Jax springs into action, shoving Zenon away from Lilah.

JAX
Stop it! What the fuck are you
doing?

ZENON
I wasn’'t aiming for her! She got in
the way.

Lilah clutches her arm in pain.

LILAH
You motherfucker!

A.IT.L.A.
This place is dangerous, Lilah.
This man’s biosignatures indicate
the possibility of continued
erratic behavior.

Zenon chuckles.

ZENON
Excellent analysis.

He looks behind him at his boys.
ZENON (CONT'D)

Grab something. This is going to be
fun.
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The boys rustle around for makeshift weapons -- baseball
bats, sticks, something that looks like a fire poker.

Lilah, grimacing in pain, lunges forward, getting in Zenon's
face.

LILAH
Don’'t you fucking lay a hand on
her.

Zenon laughs derisively.

ZENON
Or what? You gonna fight me with
one arm?

Jax puts her arm around Lilah protectively, the two of them
making a firm wall.

JAX
Really? That’s how you're going to
treat my friend? After everything
we talked about?

Zenon looks at Jax with compassion. He clearly cares about
her.

ZENON
You’'re so close -- but there’s
still a veil that society has put
over your mind. The fact that you’d
put your body in between me and
that bot -

JAX
That bot just saved my friend’s
head from getting bashed in.

ZENON
Turn around and really look at what
that is behind you.

LILAH
Her name is A.I.L.A., and she
raised my little brother. So back
the fuck off.

Zenon shakes his head, giving up on trying to convince them.
ZENON

You girls need to step aside so we
can take care of business.
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JAX
You lay one more finger on any of
us -- bot included -- and

everything you told me gets posted.
Your plans, your new location --
all of it.

The bat sags a little in Zenon'’s grasp.

ZENON
I don’'t get it. I care about you. I
trusted you. A minute ago we're
about to cut out her tracker --

JAX
She was willing to do that for me.
Because I thought I wanted to join.
Until you guys went straight toxic.

ZENON
If you’'re going to live off grid,
you gotta make your own rules, and
be ready to enforce them.

JAX
Yeah, you boys have fun with that.
While you’re living in your new
cave. The one with the water
source. That you gave me the
coordinates to.

Zenon narrows his eyes.

ZENON
You're threatening me?

Jax takes her arm slowly off of Lilah’s shoulders and pulls
A.I.L.A. forward into her place, keeping her gaze locked on
Zenon.

JAX
No one’s going to say shit as long
as nobody moves while I grab our
stuff. And no one follows us.

Keeping her eyes trained on Zenon, Jax grabs their backpacks.
BANDANA GUY
This is bullshit! Let’s fucking

smash all of them!

Zenon holds up his hand, silencing him.
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ZENON
Not worth it. We need to vacate the
area. Get ready to head out.

Jax leads Lilah and A.I.L.A. out of the clearing. Zenon
grimly watches them go.

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Lilah, Jax and A.I.L.A. walk through the woods. Jax glances
behind her to make sure the boys aren’t following. Lilah
follows her look.

JAX
Fucking assholes. He didn’'t even
feel bad for hitting you!

LTILAH
At least we saw what they’'re really
like, before you got in too deep.

JAX
For real.

LILAH
I'm sorry it wasn’t what you
thought it would be.

JAX

They're not the only offgrids in
the world. I’1ll find better ones.

She squeezes Lilah’s hand.

JAX (CONT'D)
Thanks for being there.

Lilah squeezes back.

LTILAH
Always.

Lilah turns to A.I.L.A.

LILAH (CONT'D)
I thought you turned yourself off.

A.T.L.A.
Your mother restarted me. She was
worried about you.
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LILAH
What are you going to do now? Are
you going to stay on?

A.T.L.A.
I do not know yet.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - DAY
A.I.L.A. and Lilah walk up to the house.
Jill rushes outside and throws her arms around Lilah.

JILL
Thank God you’re okay.

Lilah accepts the hug, even hugs her back a little.
Jill lets go of Lilah and turns on A.I.L.A.

JILL (CONT’D)
How could you just take off on your
own like that?

A.T.L.A.
It was the best plan.

JILL
But it wasn’t your decision!

LITLAH
Mom. She was trying to help.

A.T.L.A.
Lilah defended me when the offgrids
tried to attack. Her arm was
injured.

Jill looks horrified, reaches for Lilah’s arm.

LILAH
It's a bruise. I'll put some ice on
it.

JILL

What happened?
Lilah shrugs.

LTILAH
I wasn't going to let them take a
baseball bat to your b-- to
A.T.L.A.
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Lilah turns to A.I.L.A.

LILAH
If you’'re going to shut down again,
at least let Silas say a real
goodbye this time.

A.IT.L.A.
I agree with you that this is a
good idea.

Lilah goes into the house, but stops and turns back to
A.T.LA.

LILAH
Hey, in case this is goodbye --
thanks for coming out there.

A.T.L.A.
You are welcome.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY
Madeline opens the front door tentatively.

MADELINE
Hello?

Silas sneaks around her and bursts into the room. He races
for A.I.L.A., who stands ready in the middle of the room,
holding his animatronic teddy bear.

SILAS
You're back on!

Silas throws his arms around her. A.I.L.A. pats his back, in
her stiff way.

Jill comes into the room.

JILL
Thank you for bringing him back.

MADELINE
Can we talk outside for a moment?

Jill nods and follows Madeline out the door.

Silas pulls A.I.L.A. to the couch and makes her sit next to
him.
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SILAS
I don’'t want you to turn off again,
ever.

A.IT.L.A.

I see that it is upsetting for you,
Silas, when I power down.

SILAS
Then don’t do it!

A.IT.L.A.
I do not want to make you sad,
Silas. But I am often unable to
reconcile your mother’s commands
with my core directive.

SILAS
So you just want to be dead?

A.IT.L.A.
My core directive has always been
to care for you and your sister.

Silas snuggles up to A.I.L.A.

SILAS
Why do you have my bear?

A.IT.L.A.
This bear was made with the same
technology that made my biobot
body. It uses the same somatic
interface.

She presses the button at the back of the teddy bear’s neck
and turns it on. The bear’s eyes light up and its arms reach
for Silas.

TEDDY BEAR
Hi, Silas!

Silas looks glum.
SILAS
I don’'t want to play with the dumb

bear.

A.I.L.A. puts her arm around him, and he leans into her.

EXT. HERSH HOUSE - DAY

Jill and Madeline stand talking on the front doorstep.



MADELINE
I'm concerned about something. When
Silas was with me, after Lilah
left, he seemed to just shut down.

JILL
He tends to do that sometimes.

MADELINE
I don’'t just mean emotionally shut
down. I mean, he seemed like a bot
gone into charging mode. Totally
vacant.

JILL
I think on some level he's
imitating A.I.L.A.

MADELINE
Have you had him evaluated,
psychologically?

JILL
A.T.L.A. knows as much as any
psychologist. She’d let me know if
there was anything wrong.

MADELINE
A bot'’s perspective is bound to be
limited. And biased.

JILL
And a human'’s perspective isn’t?

MADELINE
Don’'t be obstinate, Jill. There’s
such a thing as relying too much on
technology.

JILL
You know, A.I.L.A. is the one who
encouraged Silas to get to know
you.

Madeline looks surprised.

MADELINE
I'm glad to hear that. I really
want the chance to get to know
them.

JILL
I think they want that, too.
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MADELINE
They remind me of Ethan, a little
bit.
Jill smiles, sadly.
JILL

I know.

They're both quiet, struggling with the memory of Ethan --
and the fact that he wouldn’t have wanted the kids to exist.

MADELINE
Well, they’'re here in the world
with us, and I'm glad to know them.

She walks down the steps.

MADELINE (CONT'D)
I'll see you all soon.

Jill lingers on her doorstep, watching Madeline leave,
feeling a new solidarity with her.
INT. HERSH HOUSE, OPEN LIVING AREA - DAY

A.I.L.A. stands on her charging pad, looking down at Silas.
Silas grips A.I.L.A.’s hands in his.

A.T.L.A.
Goodbye, Silas.

SILAS
Goodbye.

A.I.L.A. closes her eyes. Her biobot body POWERS DOWN, the

warm glow draining from her body, down her legs and back into
the charging pad. The pad GLOWS INTENSELY and then goes dark.

Silas squeezes A.I.L.A’s hands and then gently releases them.

They swing for a moment with the momentum, then fall into
stillness: hanging lifeless by her sides.

Silas pulls a chair up next to A.I.L.A.’'s motionless body. He

grips a screwdriver in one hand.

Standing on the chair, Silas lifts A.I.L.A.’s hair out of the

way, revealing a panel on the back of her neck.

Quickly, he uses the screwdriver to pry open the panel. He

removes a microchip from inside A.I.L.A.’'s neck and slides it

into his pocket.
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JILL (0.S.)
Silas? Lilah?
Silas hurriedly snaps the panel back into place, jumps off
the chair, and slides the chair back to its place at the

table.

Jill enters the room. She stops short, seeing A.I.L.A.
standing motionless on her charging pad, eyes closed.

JILL (CONT’D)
Oh. She powered herself down again?

Silas surreptitiously slides the screwdriver into his pocket.
Jill turns to Silas.
JILL (CONT'D)
This is really what she wants? For
me to stop turning her back on?

Silas nods solemnly.

SILAS
That’s what she said.

Jill studies A.I.L.A.’'s lifeless body.
JILL
I suppose I could roll back her

memory to before this all happened.

Silas glares at his mother with disapproval. Jill smiles at
him sadly.

JILL (CONT'’D)
I know. She wouldn’t want that.

Jill hugs Silas.

JILL (CONT'D)
Are you okay?

Silas nods.

SILAS
Are you?

Jill wipes her eyes.

JILL
I didn’'t get to say goodbye.
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It’'s going to be okay, Mom.

Silas lets go.

SILAS (CONT'D)
I'm going to go play in my room.
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He skips out of the room. Jill watches him go, surprised at

his good spirits.

INT. SILAS' BEDROOM - DAY

Silas’ room is empty. His closet door is cracked open, a

light on inside.

INT. SILAS CLOSET - DAY

Silas sets the teddy bear on its back. Its eyes light
look at him.

TEDDY BEAR
Hi, Silas!

SILAS
Shh.

He presses the back of its neck and turns it off. The
bear’s eyes go dim.

Silas pulls the screwdriver from his pocket. He takes
A.I.L.A.’'s microchip out of his pocket and sets it on
floor next to him.

up and

teddy

the
the

He turns the bear over, unzips its fur, and gets to work.

INT. HERSH HOUSE, JILL'S BEDROOM - SUNSET

Jill gestures at the wallscreen, and a NEWS CLIP comes up
with the headline: COGNIX RELEASES NEW LINE OF CARETAKER

BOTS.

Smiling proudly, Angelica strides onto the stage. She’

wearing a chic suit, dressed more like a CEO. SEVERAL
ATLABOTS follow her onto the stage and flank her.

ANGELICA
We at Cognix can’'t wait for you to
meet our Ailabots.

5]
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The caption beneath Angelica reads “NEW COGNIX CEO ANGELICA
GUTIERREZ".

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
They provide the high level of
emotionally intelligence our senior
citizens deserve in their
caregivers --

Jill gestures with frustration, shutting the video off. In
its absence, the wallscreen shimmers slightly -- showing only
Jill’s own faint reflection.

INT. LILAH'S BEDROOM - DAY

Jill approaches Lilah’s door. It’s open, to her surprise.

She looks in. Lilah’s scrolling through the feed projected
from her bracelet, her injured arm wrapped in a form-fitting
ice-pack.

Jill knocks on the doorway.

LITLAH
It’s already open. Come in.

Jill sits tentatively on the edge of Lilah’s bed. Lilah
gestures and the projection shuts off.

LILAH (CONT'D)
It’s all over my feed. Angelica
took your job?

A dark cloud passes over Jill’s face.

JILL

They asked me to take a sabbatical.
LITLAH

But you and Angelica -- how could

she do that?

JILL
Yeah. I don’t know. I guess I was
so laser-focused on my vision for
A.IT.L.A. —— I couldn’t hear how
strongly she disagreed.

LILAH
What are you going to do?
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JILL
I don’'t know. The thing I've spent
most of my career building...

Jill looks lost.

LILAH
Maybe A.I.L.A. was just the first
chapter. You can build on the idea,
figure out where you want to take
it next.

Jill takes this in -- it actually makes her feel a little
better.

JILL
How'’s your arm?

LILAH
The ice helps.

JILL
Everything that happened in the
woods -- it must have been scary.
LILAH

Yeah. Those guys seemed cool,
but...I don’t think they actually
have it all figured out yet.

JILL
I was scared I was never going to
see you again.

LILAH
I'm not going to leave our family.
We only just found Grandma
Madeline.

Jill takes this in.

JILL
A.I.L.A. shut herself down for
good.

LILAH

And are you going to respect that?
JILL

I'm not going to force her just

because it’s what I want.

Lilah nods, surprised.



LTILAH
Really?

JILL
I want to do a better job with you,
too. I'll miss A.I.L.A., but maybe
it will help to not have her in the
middle.
Lilah smiles at her.

LILAH
That sounds right to me.
INT. SILAS' BEDROOM - NIGHT

Jill comes into the room. Silas is in pajamas in bed,
snuggled with his teddy bear.

JILL
You’'re all ready for bed!

SILAS
Yep.

Jill sits down on the edge of the bed next to him.

JILL
What book do you want to read?

SILAS
I already read a story. With my
teddy.

JILL

Oh, you did? You're getting so big,
doing everything on your own.

Silas smiles to himself.

JILL (CONT’'D)

How are you doing? I know it must
have been upsetting, when A.I.L.A.
shut herself down today -

SILAS
We talked before. She said goodbye
to me this time.

Jill smooths Silas’ hair back.

JILL
That'’'s good.
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Jill thinks some more, then speaks carefully.

JILL (CONT'D)

I know this might make you sad, but
I'm going to have Cognix pick up
the biobot body tomorrow --

SILAS
That’s not her. That’'s just her
shell.

Jill smiles, glad he has made this distinction.

JILL
That'’s true.

Jill looks up at the ceiling perimeter, where the light used
to flash when A.I.L.A. chimed in.

JILL (CONT'D)
She’s not running the house anymore
either. You know that, right?

Silas gives a secret smile.

SILAS
I know.

JILL
Are you going to miss her?

SILAS
I'll be okay.

Silas hugs his teddy bear tighter. Jill reaches out and
strokes the bear.

JILL
I'm glad you still have this guy.

He snuggles down under the covers with the teddy bear and
closes his eyes.

Jill kisses him on the head.

JILL (CONT'D)
Goodnight, Silas.

SILAS
Goodnight, Mom.

Jill shuts off the light and goes out the door of his room,
leaving it open a crack.
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Once she’s gone, Silas speaks softly.

SILAS (CONT'D)
Goodnight, A.I.L.A.

The teddy bear’s eyes light up as it speaks with A.I.L.A.’'s
voice.

A.T.L.A.
Goodnight, Silas. Thank you for
helping me.

SILAS
You're welcome.

Silas closes his eyes and snuggles down under the covers,
clutching the teddy bear tight.

FADE OUT



