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This story involves levels of simulated reality, including 
references to real life. This page explains some terms and 
conventions used in the script to deal with this fact. 

Proxies -- the script makes reference to and/or documentary 
depiction of real persons, some who are set by the story 
(screenwriter, novelist) others who are the actors playing 
roles. The latter are referenced as follows in the script: 

'{MirandaActress}' -- the actress who plays Miranda (the 
story makes the assumption this actress is well known); 

'{LucidActress}' -- the actress who plays Lucid; 

'{PorfiryActor}' -- the actor who plays Porfiry. 

The following characters are based on real people, but it 
is assumed that actors will depict them; although this 
depiction is intended to be artistic (not realistic) it is 
assumed that the general attributes (ages, general physical 
description, etc.) of the actors will be commensurable. 

Brad Aisa (screenwriter, Cognitive Neuroscientist) 

Dan Lloyd (novelist, Professor of Philosophy) 

"LEVEL TRANSITION" refers to a scene transition that may 
show the super/sub relationship between two levels of 
simulation; it could involve a dual frame depicting the 
relation. Once the relation is established, conventional 
editing techniques can be employed during the overlap, or 
the frame can be left split, as may seem best. If this 
device is used, then transitions should generally pass 
through intermediate levels to insure the viewer knows 
which level is being depicted. Higher levels should only be 
indicated/depicted as they are needed. The story opens in 
level 0 (zero), the deepest level of simulation. This draft 
of the script only uses 2 overt levels, but at least 1 
additional superior level is discussed by the characters. 

A postfix number attached to a character name refers to the 
character on that level. Where none is indicated, the level 
of the scene, or (in some cases) 0 (zero) can be assumed. 

The following location/building is used in two different 
levels, with different signs and implied purposes: 

Trinity Center for Neurocomputing (Level 1) 

Whaleard Center for Neuroimaging (Level 0) 
 



FADE IN:

INT. MIRANDA'S APARTMENT -- DAWN

A cozy studio with movie posters, a lava lamp, many books, 
and printouts of scientific papers.

Establish a thick red file folder labelled "Consciousness". 
MIRANDA SHARPE (20's, tall, kick-ass hot) is lying, 
distracted, on her fouton.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
He was a fool and a moron, but I 
never wanted to see him dead. All I 
wanted was a little slack between 
us, some space...

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE HALLWAY -- EARLY DAWN 

Rows of offices and classrooms in Ryle Humanities building.

Miranda looks nervously around, then unlocks the office 
door of Dr. Maxwell Grue ("Professor of Philosophy").

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- EARLY DAWN 

The cluttered office of a professor of cognitive 
philosophy. There's enough junk piled up on the door side 
of the desk to hide the keyboard area.

Miranda enters -- she is looking for something...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I planned to slip in, take back 
what was mine, and slip out. He'd 
get the point. No talk needed. Just 
a little distance.

Miranda rifles through some folders on the desk. She is 
suddenly startled to see MAXWELL GRUE (late 50's) slumped 
(asleep? unconscious?? dead???) over the computer keyboard.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I never expected him to be there.

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- DAY -- FLASHBACK

Miranda is handing the folder to Grue. He examines the 
folder itself in some detail, seemingly more interested in 
the folder than in the contents.

MIRANDA
Uh, the content is on the inside.
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GRUE
But can't the form and substance of 
the container also be significant?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Just like Grue -- always speaking 
in riddles, like some Socratic 
savant.

MIRANDA
Like... if I'm studying the mind, I 
also need to study its container, 
the brain -- right?

GRUE
Exactly! So, this is everything 
then? All your notes, summaries of  
our discussions, everything?

MIRANDA
Well, everything but the thesis 
itself...

GRUE
But you're working on it, right?

MIRANDA
Of course.

GRUE
(switches gears)

What are you doing later tonite? 
There's... something I want to 
discuss with you...

BACK TO SCENE

Miranda sees what she is looking for: the red folder. She 
teases out the folder (but doesn't look inside it.)

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Ah consciousness -- nothing can 
beat the thrill of phenomenology! 
But they're my words, my thoughts, 
not his. Mine.

We are looking over Grue's still, seemingly lifeless body 
as we see Miranda put the folder in her bag.

RESUME MIRANDA'S APARTMENT -- FOLDER AND MIRANDA

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
And now they're mine again. Like I 
said, just a little distance.
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SHOTS of Miranda fitfully sleeping and waking mixed with 
SHOTS of Grue's office. 

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I tried to sleep, but I couldn't 
stop thinking about Grue hunched 
over his desk. Slowly, it seemed 
less like a nap. The smell is still 
with me, a bad mix of man smell and 
something else... something, what?

(beat)
Slowly it surfaces... that I might 
have seen my advisor -- the Mr. 
Chips of consciousness, the jerk of 
my grad school life -- that I might 
have seen him dead. The thrill of 
his phenomenology, extinguished. I 
was so busy not stepping on overdue 
books, not losing it, that I 
throttled the main conclusion. 
Maybe.

The final shot is her waking up, pulling the comforter 
around her, and grabbing the phone.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I think of phoning, but can't even 
come up with my opening line. Why 
had I been there? I'd taken things 
from his office -- secrets, 
truths... evidence. Why? Did I call 
anyone then? Why not?

(beat)
Every passing minute incriminates 
me. I didn't even check if he was 
breathing. 

(checks time, 10-ish)
Maybe he's been missed already. 
Maybe someone has already entered 
his office... 

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- DAY -- FANTASY

The receptionist MAUREEN (50's, den-motherly) enters with a 
package, SCREAMS when she sees the (fantasy) deceased Grue.

BACK TO SCENE

MIRANDA (V.O.)
At eleven, he will teach his first 
class. Or maybe not. I'm supposed 
to be there too. But if I don't go, 
we'll both be missing... missing 
together.
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INT. MIRANDA'S APT -- DAY -- BATHROOM

Miranda is putting on the final touches of light makeup.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Or, I can fake it. 

MIRANDA
(murmuring)

This morning did not happen.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I will simulate myself, Miranda 
Sharpe, on a typical Wednesday. 
Ribbed sweater, black -- denim 
jacket, same -- jeans, of course -- 
mascara but barely -- impeccable 
high ponytail. The neo retro 
beatnik grad student look. 

EXT. CITY STREETS -- DAY

Miranda is driving to school, the picture of normalcy.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
The plan: be very, very normal. Go 
to class. Class will tell. If he 
shows, my job will be to sit with 
folded hands and nod approvingly 
while he explains why appearance is 
reality.

Miranda pulls into her parking spot and stops.

MIRANDA
(to self in mirror)

And what if he doesn't come?

EXT. RYLE HUMANITIES BUILDING -- DAY

A big copy of Rodin's "Thinker" broods at the main entrance.

Miranda walks up, and pauses wistfully at the statue.

INT. RYLE HUMANITIES BUILDING HALLWAYS -- DAY

FOLLOW Miranda as she makes her way to the class.

MIRANDA V.O.) 
My normal first stop would be his 
office, to discuss the day's class.

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- DAY -- FANTASY

Miranda unlocks the door, enters, discovers Grue sprawled 
over his keyboard. She goes to him.
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MIRANDA
Max. Max?

She touches him -- he is rigid. She lifts him up by an arm 
-- his face is revealed as decomposed and glaring.

RYLE HUMANITIES HALLWAYS -- BACK TO MIRANDA

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Skip the office for today, I think.

Miranda walks by or can see Grue's office (door closed).

INT. CLASSROOM -- DAY

A smallish classroom suitable for an upper level seminar.

Miranda enters the empty classroom -- she's ten minutes 
early. She starts reading "The Phenomenology of Internal 
Time Consciousness." After some time, BRAD AISA [eh-zuh] 
(youthful 40's, fit, youthfully dressed) comes in.

AISA
Ugh. Husserl.

MIRANDA
Oh, no! Husserl is the godfather of 
phenomenology! Husserl did for 
phenomenology what Plato did for 
philosophy.

AISA
What? Make it impenetrable?

MIRANDA
(laughs)

Yeah, he is kind of obtuse. But he 
put phenomenology on the map, you 
know, set out the agenda, made the 
subject respectable. 

AISA
Well, Max seems to think so...

SERIES OF SHOTS

Eleven students filter in, talk with each other, read, 
fidget, grow impatient for Grue to arrive. 

Miranda finally stands up -- her mouth will go dry.

MIRANDA
It looks like, um, Professor 
Grue... Professor Grue isn't here. 
I guess this means no class. 
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(beat)
So, bye.

The students react with mixtures of annoyance and relief. 
But as they are packing up, ELAINE (Barbie-looks, 
hooker-inspired attire) raises her hand.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Yes?

ELAINE
(snaps gum a lot)

Could I ask you a question, you 
know, since you're the TA?

MIRANDA
Sure, Elaine, sure.

ELAINE
Now that Professor Grue is gone, I 
have to tell you that I don't get 
any of this at all.

The others stop leaving, and some AD LIB agreement.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Oh my god -- we are shifting into 
help session mode! Not my first 
choice with Dr. Death sliming away 
across the hall...

MIRANDA
What don't you get?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I ask in my best probing TA style.

ELAINE
Well, how about superstition? He's 
always talking about that.

MIRANDA (V.O.) 
But booming in my head, that word...

INSERT SUCCESSIVELY CLOSER SHOTS OF ELAINE

ELAINE
...gone... gone... gone...

BACK TO SCENE

MIRANDA
I think you mean "superposition".

ELAINE
Yeah, whatever.
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A few AD LIB snickers and grins; Miranda surveys the class.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
...and suddenly, I think, "murder!" 
Why not? I realize I am looking at 
a room full of Motive, Opportunity, 
and maybe even Means to Do It.

SURVEY THE STUDENTS -- settle back on Elaine.

INT. WELDING SHOP -- NIGHT -- FANTASY FLASHBACK

Max is chained upright by his arms, head hooded, limp.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
What if Grue's metaphysical 
leachery settled on Elaine? 

Elaine rips the hood off; Grue struggles to raise his head; 
Elaine helps by grabbing his hair and pulling his head up. 

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I heard she has a psycho jealous 
welder boyfriend back home.

The psycho boyfriend (rough trade, tattoos) lights a blow 
torch. Elaine is dissatisfied with the puny flame, turns a 
knob to turn it into an INFERNO BLOWTORCH.  

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Maybe it was, "Dimwit Elaine... in 
the welding shop... with a psycho."  

BACK TO SCENE

The students are expectently waiting for her reply.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Now I'm thinking that a murderer in 
the class would be a good thing, 
because then the prime suspect 
wouldn't be me. 

The LIGHTS DIM, Miranda TOWERS UP, points to the door, 
which SLAMS SHUT. The students cower. 

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Hell! Lock the door! 

MIRANDA
No one leaves until the truth is 
out!

BACK TO SCENE

Brad Aisa raises his hand.



8.

AISA
It's like in quantum physics right? 
-- like with Shroedinger's cat, 
alive and dead at the same time.

MIRANDA
Well, not exactly. In this course, 
superposition refers to a pervasive 
property of our conscious 
experience. Does anyone...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
...know where Brad was this morning 
at, say, six AM?

MIRANDA
Does anyone remember it?

Nothing forthcoming. Miranda goes to the blackboard and 
draws a door. Turns to class.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
What do you see?

EXT. GRUE'S APARTMENT HALLWAY -- NIGHT -- FLASHBACK

Grue's apartment is on the first floor of a walkup.

Miranda is at the door in a fuzzy scarf. Max opens the 
door, and proffers her a box of spherical silvered 
Christmas ornaments, on which he has put a label "Maxwell 
Grue's PHILOSOPHY in a BOX" (plus a lengthy quote by 
Liebniz -- see Appendix I.)

MIRANDA (V.O.)
What do you see...?

Max fumbles with the lid, removes it, and offers her one of 
the 12 little ball ornaments.

GRUE
A monad for Miranda.

MIRANDA
Uh, no thanks, I'm dieting.

Grue takes one out, looks into it, and hands it to Miranda. 
He takes one out for himself.

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE GRUE'S APT -- NIGHT

It is lightly snowing. Miranda and Grue are both carrying 
their monads. Grue stops under the first streetlight.
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GRUE
(looking into monad)

What do you see?

BACK TO SCENE

ELAINE
A door.

MIRANDA
Just a door, right? But think about 
all the offices in this hall. All 
the doors are closed. You can look 
at a door and say "a door is just a 
door," right?

(beat)
At six AM no one is in these 
offices...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
(looks for a 
flincher)

damn!... no one!

MIRANDA
...the doors are just part of the 
walls. But suppose you knew your 
professor was in...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
(scanning again)

Damn! this perp is good...

MARIE
It might open?

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- NIGHT -- FANTASY FLASHBACK

Grue is at his computer; the door opens, as Marie walks 
towards him she opens her small purse and Mary 
Poppins-style, PULLS a large pipe wrench from it, raises it 
up (casting an ominous shadow) then strikes Grue with it.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Yeah, to reveal: "Psych major 
Marie... in the office... with a 
wrench."

BACK TO SCENE

MIRANDA
Exactly. A door that might open is 
very different from one that won't. 
right?... 
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ALPHONSE
(snarly)

What I want to know... is why the 
fuck I should care.

The other students freeze.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Now we're getting somewhere.

MIRANDA
Well, Alphie, let me ask you a 
question. Have you ever had an 
experience.

ALPHONSE
What do you think?

MIRANDA
Oh, I know what I think! The 
question is about what you think.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I got that move from Socrates!

ALPHONSE
'Course I've had one... it's 
feeling, seeing, [hearing]...

MIRANDA
(picking up his list)

...yes yes, thinking, reacting, 
sure -- we could play the textbook 
game here. But those are all red 
herrings... to a phenomenologist.

(more to class)
Tell me something radical you've 
experienced, anyone.

MICKEY
I was really wasted Saturday night.

Some laugh, some groan or roll their eyes.

MARIE
I helped my sister deliver her baby.

MIRANDA
And?

ALPHONSE
(pre-empting Marie)

I killed a guy, once.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Now we're really getting somewhere.
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ALPHONSE
I broke his neck.

EXT. WHALEARD PARKING LOT 'G' -- NIGHT -- FANTASY FLASHBACK

Grue is getting into his "badly beige" Land Rover. Alphonse 
walks up behind him, snaps his hands, which cause them to 
ENLARGE. Alphonse approaches Grue, who turns around, and at 
first smiles, but then looks panicked as Alphonse grabs 
Grue's head and twists it violently; Alphonse then throws 
Grue's entire body by the head into the vehicle with such 
ferocity that it causes the door to slam due to the recoil.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
A confession at last! "Frat jock 
Alphonse... in the parking lot... 
with his hands!"

BACK TO SCENE

ALPHONSE
It was my senior year, in the 
playoffs. 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL FIELD -- NIGHT

INTERCUT SHOTS OF ALPHONSE'S FOOTBALL GAME

ALPHONSE (V.O.)
I hit a guy, real hard -- flipped 
him over -- dude landed right on 
his head. Medics started doing CPR 
on him and everything, but he was 
already dead. Instant.

(snaps his fingers)

The others are almost visibly shrinking from him. AD LIB 
gasps, "woah"'s, "dude!", etc.

ALPHONSE
Hey, he knew the risk. It wasn't 
personal or anything...

MICKEY
(nervous humor)

Woah, dude... what do you do when 
it is?

Alphonse just glares at him.

MIRANDA
(too casually)

So, what was that like for you?
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ALPHONSE
It wasn't like anything. It was 
just him lying there for twenty 
minutes, all limp, while everyone 
piled around, and the ambulance 
came. The weird thing was he kept 
moving -- at least, every time I 
looked away I'd see him move in the 
corner of my eye -- but when I 
looked right at him, he was dead 
again. That was all I could think 
of -- I mean I've just killed the 
guy, and all I can think is "why is 
he still moving?"

(beat)
So was it real? Was he still 
twitching maybe? 

(mock intellectual 
demeanor)

Or was my repressed anxiety and 
guilt manifesting in dissociative 
hallucination, perhaps?

(beat)
Can you solve the mystery, teach?

MIRANDA
I would if a could, but that's what 
this course is all about -- that's 
why it's called "The Mystery of 
Consciousness." Even a simple 
experience

(points to board)
is full of subjectivity. The 
question is, why is there any 
"there" there at all? Any 
experience, period?

Alphonse shakes his head in disdain.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
What we really need, is something 
to explain experience...

AISA
(interjecting)

Neurons. It's all just neurons.

MIRANDA
Sure. But what is it about neurons 
that makes them the medium of 
experience? What makes seeing and 
smelling different? To say its 
neurons is an answer, but it's 
opaque. 

(MORE)
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MIRANDA (CONT'D)
We need a theory that once you get 
it, you can see that anything built 
like this will have this particular 
conscious experience.

AISA
Like a neuromorphic robot -- it 
walks and talks but how can we tell 
if it's really aware?

MIRANDA
Exactly. If you change the pattern 
of its electronic neurons, the 
theory will tell you how its 
experience will change. That was 
what Max wanted to discover.

MARIE
(quietly)

You're talking like... he was dead.

Miranda's look says, "Do I really need to say anything?

MIRANDA
No... I, I was just... referring 
back to previous lectures.

INT. CLASSROOM -- DAY -- FLASHBACK 

Same students, different day, Miranda seated, Grue 
delivering final remarks as students prep to leave.

GRUE
So... while you're reading your 
Husserl for next time, think about 
the big questions: how is 
consciousness described? what is 
its phenomenological structure? and 
what sort of theory can explain 
that structure... transparently?

Grue gives a weird, pointed, vaguely lecherous look to 
Miranda.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE GRUE'S APT -- NIGHT -- FLASHBACK

Grue has the same look. Grue leans up closely to Miranda's 
ear, showing her monad.

GRUE
This is the secret of your life. 
Would you like to hear it?
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BACK TO SCENE

Miranda runs her fingers over her earings and around her 
ear, to get the feel of Max's breath from her ear. 

MIRANDA
Um, see you Friday.

The students take their leave, pointedly avoiding Alphonse.

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE HALLWAY - DAY

PROFESSOR HEMANDS (biblical age, vaguely British) is 
knocking on Grue's door as Miranda enters the hall, her car 
and other keys already in her hand. She turns towards the 
office but upon seeing Hemands does a U-turn to avoid him...

HEMANDS
Oh, Miss Sharpe? Miss Sharpe?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Oh my god. Our overlord of logic. 

Miranda reluctantly turns around and walks to Hemands.

HEMANDS
Do you have the key to Maxwell's 
office? He has my copy of "The 
Mind-Body Problem", you see, and no 
one seems to know where he is.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Hemands can deductively prove that 
you are a complete moron in three 
minutes flat.

She considers saying 'no', but glances at keys... 

MIRANDA
Uh, sure Dr. Hemands...

She unlocks the door for Hemands.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Just pull it shut when you leave.

Miranda walks away briskly.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Three minutes to "moron" -- I bet 
it's five or less to "murderess".

She gets a few paces away, stops, hesitates, looks back.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Oh, come on! You so have to know!
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She walks back, goes into the office.

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE - DAY 

Hemands is perusing his book. Miranda peeks in.

MIRANDA
Max isn't here?

HEMANDS
Hmm.

She steps in enough to view the desk area. We see the 
computer is still on with the FLYING TOASTERS screensaver.

MIRANDA
I thought he might be sleeping -- 
he does that sometimes.

HEMANDS
Hmm.

MIRANDA
I wonder where he is.

HEMANDS
(bit annoyed)

It appears that he is elsewhere.

INT. RYLE HUMANITIES HALLWAYS -- DAY

Miranda walks to the Philosophy Department office.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I'd spent four hours with a single 
image locked in my mind -- Max, 
immobile, growing cold on his 
keyboard. I knew it was unlikely, 
yeah, so I say now. But the mix of 
possibility, horror, and sheer 
poetic payback made it real enough 
to take hold. And being up all 
night sure didn't help. I guess it 
would be a regular day without cops 
and a coroners after all -- the 
first day of the rest of my life 
spent avoiding him. 

INT. PSYCH DEPT OFFICE -- DAY

Miranda enters; the receptionist Maureen is at the desk. 
There are pink memos [see Appendix II] in all the mailboxes.

Maureen either doesn't see or ignores Miranda; Miranda 
retrieves her mail.
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MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Maybe he did get the message of the 
missing folder, and skipped class 
to give me some space. That would 
have been nice, but it's not Max. 
Teaching to him is like brains are 
to zombies. But it doesn't matter. 
I can get back to normal, thank you 
very much.

MIRANDA
Hey Maureen.

MAUREEN
Oh, hi Miranda. Did you get the bad 
news?

MIRANDA (O.S.)
So he really is dead!

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I almost said...

MAUREEN
(indicates mailboxes)

Read the memo.

MIRANDA
(incredulous)

Memo?

Miranda pulls her copy from her pile -- INSERT the 
typewritten memo.

MAUREEN
Uh, huh. The Chaos Bug. It's 
affected so many computers 
everywhere, they couldn't even send 
an email.

(as Miranda reads)
It's mostly affecting colleges and 
government labs. We're still safe, 
supposedly, but I heard over at 
Trinity College all their computer 
labs are wiped out.

MIRANDA
Wow.

MAUREEN
It's Wow all right. I hope you're 
practising safe computing! I worry 
about you kids with your 
dissertations.



17.

MIRANDA
Oh you know me -- queen of the CD-R.

MAUREEN
Good for you!

Maureen plants her glasses back on her nose, indicating 
that the conversation is finished.

MIRANDA
Oh, Maureen?

(waits for Maureen)
Has Max called? He missed his class 
and he isn't in his office.

MAUREEN
He didn't call here. Maybe he 
forgot.

MIRANDA
He's usually pretty reliable.

MAUREEN
Let's try his cell phone -- I can 
usually always get him on that.

MIRANDA
Max has a cell phone?

MAUREEN
Ssh! He makes me keep it secret...

Maureen dials Grue's number from a posted quick-list.

MAUREEN (CONT'D)
(playfully)

Maybe he's buried in a snowdrift.

MIRANDA
You think he had an accident?

There seems to be no answer--Maureen hangs up.

MAUREEN
No answer.

MIRANDA
Ok. Thanks, Maureen.

MAUREEN
I'm sure he'll turn up dear.

Maureen dismisses Miranda by turning back to her work.
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EXT. WHALEARD PARKING LOT 'G' -- DAY

ESTABLISH 'G'. Miranda finds Grue's "badly beige" old Land 
Rover buried under a hat of snow.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Time to check out Max's G-spot -- a 
repellent thought if there ever was 
one, unless you knew that "G-spot" 
was his name for his parking space.

Miranda circles the car, sees no footprints in/out.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
He must have arrived with the storm 
last night, about eleven, not too 
long after our walk... and drama.

Miranda looks into one of the windows (the snow slipped 
off.) She sees Grue's overcoat, some 8-track tapes, and 
other clutter.

MIRANDA (V.O.) 
I don't get the coat -- he left it 
in the car, at the peak of the 
storm... Why such a hurry? A cold 
wet man on the run. Running to his 
office... running to get there, but 
staying for six hours or more. Why 
didn't he just stay home? 
Philosophy is the most portable 
profession of all -- so what was he 
doing here?

Miranda shuffles away. 

INT. LUCID'S OFFICE HALLWAY - DAY

Miranda is approaching.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Max was elsewhere all right -- I 
had find out where else. Time to 
visit our only mutual acquaintance 
Clare Lucid, shrink to the 
talk-radio masses, and occasionally 
pathetic graduate students with 
boyfriend troubles.

INT. LUCID'S OFFICE - DAY

The office of an overly organized computer/tech-obsessed 
psychologist. CLARE LUCID (eternal 50's, perfectly coiffed) 
holds court in her leather highback. Miranda sits in the 
only available space: 1 of 2 chairs in front of the desk. 
(Note: Lucid's early dialog riffs on ELIZA, edit with care.)
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MIRANDA
I hope you don't mind dropping in 
like this.

LUCID
Not at all. I was lucky to have a 
cancellation.

MIRANDA
It's just that... I didn't know 
where to turn.

LUCID
You weren't sure where to turn?

MIRANDA
Yes. I don't quite know where to 
begin.

LUCID
Is it because you don't know where 
to begin that you came to see me?

Lucid's cell RINGS.

LUCID (CONT'D)
(on cell)

Clare Lucid. ... hmm -- hang on...
(to Miranda)

Miranda, would you mind terribly 
waiting in the hall just a minute?

MIRANDA
(sweetly)

No problem.

LUCID'S OFFICE 

We'll see a new SHOT of Miranda listening in from the hall.

LUCID
As I told you, he was supposed to 
come at nine for tea. I tried his 
home, his office, and his cell. And 
at ten too. ... Where in the G lot? 
A Land Rover, right? ... Completely?

(more suspicious)
... hmm, prints all around, but 
none in or out? 

Miranda looks down at her still-wet boots.

LUCID (CONT'D)
I'm with a client right now. ... 
No, no that's all right. 

(MORE)
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LUCID (CONT'D)
Just call as soon as you find him. 
I mean that, it's very important. 
... And, uh, would you mind keeping 
this, uh, discreet? Just between 
us, ok? ... Thanks.

Lucid clicks off. 

PICK UP the two again in Lucid's office.

LUCID (CONT'D)
(smiles fakely)

So, let's talk about Seth.

MIRANDA
Actually, it's not about Seth -- 
I'm over him.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Who was that on the phone?

LUCID
(now suspicious...)

Oh, so what was it you wanted to 
see me about?

Miranda smiles nicely and helpfully; rearranges her stuff.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Someone is tracking Max, and I 
don't want the trail to lead to me. 
I don't want to be the woman who 
knew too much. That honor seems to 
be hers, and whatever it is, is 
making her very nervous.

MIRANDA
It's just... my life... it's so 
meaningless.

LUCID
When did this feeling of anomie 
begin?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
(mocking)

Anomie?

MIRANDA
I don't know...

MIRANDA (V.O.) 
What would a real neurotic say?
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MIRANDA
Well this morning... I was walking 
on the quad, by the fake Thinker, 
and the world just seemed to stall 
on me.

LUCID
"Fake Thinker" -- interesting 
phrase. Why "fake"?

MIRANDA
Uh, because the original is in 
Paris.

LUCID
So says your conscious mind. See, 
inside you are subroutines that are 
putting out propaganda to your 
conscious awareness -- thoughts 
like that one.

MIRANDA
Propaganda?

LUCID
Yes. All real thoughts are 
unconscious. This discovery was the 
crowning achievement of the last 
century, and nothing in cognitive 
science has refuted this profound 
truth yet.

MIRANDA
Ok, so what am I really thinking?

LUCID
I think you are really thinking 
that the

(air quotes it)
Fake Thinker is a fake thinker, 
i.e. not really thinking. And this 
is a projection of your worry that 
your own thoughts are not 
legitimate. 

MIRANDA (V.O.)
How will I get Dr. Discreet to 
talk? ...playing along can't hurt.

MIRANDA
But wouldn't that be a painful text 
for my operating system to send to 
the monitor screen of my mind?
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 LUCID
Exactly!!! So your unconscious mind 
sends something else instead -- a 
feeling that attaches itself to the 
world, and that distracts you from 
the painful truth about yourself.

MIRANDA
Wow.

MIRANDA (V.O.) 
Next caller, please.

LUCID
It works, doesn't it? 

(beat)
Now your life will change and 
you'll be happier.

MIRANDA
Doctor Lucid, you're amazing.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Now, in for the kill.

LUCID
Thank you, Miranda.

MIRANDA
But you seem terribly upset about 
something.

Lucid startles.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
It works. She stares at me like an 
eyeliner commercial, and then 
sags... at least as much as a 
second facelift will allow.

LUCID
Is it that obvious? It's a personal 
matter.

MIRANDA
Maybe... a personal matter who had 
class at eleven, but didn't show.

LUCID
(just curious)

How do you know that?

MIRANDA
I'm his TA you know.
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LUCID
No, I didn't. How strange he's 
never mentioned it...

(shifts gears)
He didn't call or email?

MIRANDA
Nothing. Our department's off email 
though -- something called the 
Chaos Bug.

LUCID
Yes, I heard something about that.

(ponders that)
We have tea every morning at nine, 
but he didn't show yesterday or 
today. It's very unusual for Max.

MIRANDA
He didn't contact you?

LUCID
No... not about the tea. But he 
left me a voicemail last night...

INT. LUCID'S OFFICE -- NIGHT -- FLASHBACK

The office is empty, we just see the phone and hear.

GRUE (V.O. FILTER)
Clare, my dear, the Prozac seems 
finally to have kicked in, and its 
doing exactly what I expected! I 
have seen the aleph of 
consciousness. It's a blurry image, 
just a rough draft really, but a 
whole one. I see now... I see 
everything...

BACK TO SCENE

LUCID
It was... very unsettling. 
A breakthrough, he said. A new 
theory of consciousness. Do you 
know anything about that?

MIRANDA
He's been muttering all semester 
about it. His idea was to find a 
transparent theory of 
consciousness, a Rosetta Stone. 
You'd put spiking neurons in one 
end and get phenomenology out the 
other. Smoke and mirrored shades, 
in my humble opinion.
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LUCID
I suppose it might seem so to a 
graduate student. I would not 
underestimate him Miranda. He is a 
very capable man.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Do I detect an amore subroutine?

LUCID
Did he say anything about an aleph?

MIRANDA
A what?

LUCID
An aleph -- it's a place where the 
entire universe comes together, 
like a lens of space and time.

(ponders)
He was tremendously excited... 
almost manic.

MIRANDA
What do you suppose he saw?

LUCID
Well... the "rough draft" notion is 
clearly an allusion to Dennett's 
multiple drafts theory.

MIRANDA
"Consciousness Explained", right?.

LUCID
(nods)

When I read Dennett I wondered what 
all the fuss was about. The mind is 
a symbol processor, just like a 
computer. That's obvious isn't it? 
That notion in its essence is as 
old as Freud's "Project for a 
Scientific Consciousness."

MIRANDA
"Unconsciousness Explained"?

LUCID
(grants her a smile)

The mystery is why Max would get 
all worked up over such old news.

MIRANDA
Maybe he meant something new.
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LUCID
But what else could he mean? Freud 
and Dennett are right. Our minds 
are just codes and symbols -- 
programs and subroutines running on 
the neural hardware of our brain.

MIRANDA
But how could a symbol or 
subroutine be conscious? Or a 
neuron? Or anything physical? ...

LUCID
Oh Miranda, do overwrite that bit 
of Enlightenment folly. Your 
feelings and experience are only a 
symptom of the code. Introspection 
is a waste of time -- it can only 
give us symptoms -- the real work 
is all happening out of sight.

MIRANDA
You mean the neurons?

LUCID
(waves dismissively)

Cells, silicon, whatever -- that's 
all just implementation. It's core 
routines in your operating system 
that'll kill you. It takes a master 
programmer, an artist like Freud, 
to identify the bad system calls 
and delete the offending code.

(getting worked up)
But here in the twenty-first 
century the rage is drugs. Prozac 
and Pleasac. That'll fix it! Hah!

MIRANDA
Max has been taking Prozac you know.

LUCID
(contemptuously)

Yes, he told me. 

MIRANDA
Quite a bit of it, if I recall. And 
not for depression -- he said he 
wanted to achieve some kind of 
higher, enlightened state.

LUCID
Pissing in the machine, I said. He 
just laughed.
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MIRANDA
You don't think he could have 
overdosed, do you?

Lucid appears briefly terrified, then covers herself.

LUCID
Oh, I wouldn't worry my dear, I'm 
sure his doctor has matters well in 
hand.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Oh that was way too casual -- 
something is definitely going on 
here...

MIRANDA
So what do you think Max saw?

LUCID
(distracted)

I really don't know...

INT. UNIVERSITY SNACK PIT -- DAY

Miranda is paying for a sandwich in a styro container.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Well, with Max nowhere in sight, 
and Lucid not giving any more 
clues, there was only one thing to 
do: eat. But I needed some 
invisibility, so I headed for my 
private sanctuary: ArtSpace.

Miranda makes her way over to the ArtSpace. She is alone.

INT. ARTSPACE -- DAY

An art gallery in the student building currently reprising 
Seth's exhibit "numbBIGers", mostly drymounted large type 
sheets describing various large numbers [see Appendix III.] 
The centerpiece of the installation is a pedestal upon 
which sits an ordinary drinking tumbler of water; four 
SPOTS from above cast a cross-shaped shadow of the glass on 
the pedestal. The captions angle down from the pedestal.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I knew this one would be a real 
crowd pleaser -- a one-week reprise 
of Seth's thesis installation.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. ARTSPACE -- NIGHT -- FLASHBACK

The opening night of the exhibit; an assortment of 
students, a few adults, faculty, Seth, Grue, and Miranda.

Grue is browsing the panels, in obvious delight. Miranda is 
more interested in SETH (20's, boyishly pretty, with an 
edge) who is flirting with an ArtBabe. Miranda stops at: 

"Mind: number of possible connection patterns between the 
neurons in a human brain: 10^100,000,000,000,000." 

MIRANDA (V.O.)
The neurophilosopher Paul 
Churchland calculated this. But 
that wasn't even the biggest number 
here...

Miranda moves to the centerpiece; Grue migrates to her.

"You Are Here: number of possible arrangements of molecules 
in this glass: 10^1,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000." 

GRUE
Somewhere in the ten-to-whatever 
possibilities, is a configuration 
where each water molecule 
corresponds to a neuron in your 
brain -- your brain experiencing 
this room; the Taj Mahal; walking 
on the moon.

(quoting old joke)
"Would you care to join me in a 
glass of water?" I think there's 
room for two in there -- if the 
Churchland thing is right.

MIRANDA
I'd prefer a single thanks. And on 
the rocks.

GRUE
(smiles indulgently)

What I wonder, is whether this 
water has your brain mapped right 
now.

MIRANDA
I guess that depends on how you 
read the molecules.

GRUE
Right! So... 

(MORE)
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GRUE (CONT'D)
so there's a possible translation 
that maps every molecule, 
interprets its position or 
whatever, to mean something about a 
corresponding neuron.

(thinks)
There's an infinite number of 
different translations... and one 
of them maps the water to your 
brain right... NOW. Miranda, meet 
Miranda!

MIRANDA
I hope she's the evil twin.

GRUE
Hmm... Too bad it isn't conscious.

MIRANDA
(mock insulted)

And why not?!

GRUE
The configuration is too brief -- 
gone in a flash. You'd hardly get a 
sensation up before the molecules 
wiggled out of sync. Meaning takes 
time.

After a brief pause to reflect, Grue picks up the glass and 
drinks the contents with resolve; replaces it smartly.

MIRANDA
Hey! Don't drink the art!

Grue's indiscretion brings the proceedings to a halt.

GRUE
Ahh!

The silent, startled patrons relax when Seth laughs.

SETH
(walks to Grue)

And they said deconstruction was 
dead.

Seth raises the glass in a fake toast, and walks to the 
exit to refill it. The ArtBabe stops him with a soft touch, 
smiles, takes the glass from him and goes herself.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Art-Space, Art-Babe. Like a "booth 
babe", only dumber. Her name is 
Alice, I learn later.
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BACK TO SCENE

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I don't want to go there right now, 
so I go to the corner to brood, 
think, and eat. Quite a few dead 
philosophers have joined me here, 
and I wasn't going to let the other 
memories of the place stink it up.

She sits down, eats some sandwich, gets a bit restless, 
looks for something in her bag; will finger red folder.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Pretty soon the old graduate 
student reflex kicks in: spare 
minute, must read. ... That damn 
folder. My whole Max day comes 
back, except for Max. Max The 
Moron. Max The Missing.

She closes the bag; gives up on the rest of her sandwich; 
walks towards the door. She stops abruptly at the pedestal 
when she sees that the glass is now empty again, knowing 
that only Grue would do that twice...

She goes to the guest book at the door, and looks. She sees 
the following as the last names: "Maxwell Grue" (scrawled), 
and "Porfiry Petrovich Marlov" (in a spidery calligraphy). 
She pages back and see it again and again.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I found Max hiding in plain sight, 
again and again. And more than once 
with this Marlov right behind. So 
if I could find out when this 
Marlov was here, I would know when 
Max was here. Maybe Max was even 
with the guy. The name was vaguely 
familiar -- faculty maybe. But who 
signs anything with three names? 
Hmm. 

EXT. CAMPUS WALKWAY NEAR RYLE HUMANITIES -- DAY

The light is on in Grue's window.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I used my trusty MacBook to search 
for Marlov, and true enough, he's 
visiting faculty here. I thought 
nothing could be more important 
than finding him...

Miranda sees the light in Grue's office; then it SHUTS OFF.
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INT. GRUE'S OFFICE HALLWAY -- DAY

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- DAY

Miranda sees no one in hallway; goes to Grue's door, 
knocks, waits, looks around nervously, uses key to enter. 

MIRANDA (V.O.)
The office gloomed out at me, empty 
again. It looked just the same... 
But who was here?

She wanders around, sees a CD case that has been placed 
prominently on the keyboard. 

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Then I see the disk...

She ponders, puts it into Grue's Mac, turns on monitor. 

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I had to see what was on it.

She hits a key, and a login dialog pops up over the 
screensaver. She resets the Mac.

MIRANDA
Hope you save early and often Max.

The Mac CHIMES, the normal Mac boot screen flashes 
momentarily, to be replaced by a single white (or light) 
"?" in the center, on a black (or very dark) b.g.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Huh! Same to you to!

She looks around, sees Grue's bag, looks in ridiculously 
non-chalantly (who can see?) and retrieves his organizer. 
The Tue CL entry has been crossed out. 

INSERT - ORGANIZER PAGE -- TUESDAY

"TUESDAY 9am: CL; 12pm: Scan, Med school [below, in red] 
1-717-555-9209" 

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Maybe there's something here. ... 
"CL" -- tea with the Doc, like she 
said. "Scan"... "Med school"... 
must be an MRI scan -- Max never 
mentioned he was feeling ill... 
better not call from here though...

(copies phone number)
hmm... then I realize I'm looking 
at tuesday...
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(flips page to Wed)

"WEDNESDAY 9am: CL; 2pm: BA"

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
CL again... hmm... BA at two...

She checks her watch: 2:05. Someone KNOCKS on the door.

MIRANDA
(under her breath)

Damn!

Miranda ponders just ignoring it, but looks at the lights 
as giving the occupancy away. She opens the door; Brad Aisa 
awaits, wearing a backpack.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Brad.

AISA
Oh... Is Max here?

MIRANDA
Sorry, I don't know where he is. 

AISA
Oh... I was supposed to meet with 
him about my project.

MIRANDA
You can wait if you want.

Miranda clears a space on a chair for him, is about to sit 
in Grue's chair, thinks better of it, remains standing.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Maybe he knows something...

MIRANDA
Why don't you tell me about it?

AISA
Really?

MIRANDA
Sure -- I'm interested, tell me all 
about it.

AISA
Ok... Are you familiar with neural 
simulators?

MIRANDA
Uh, a little bit... not really.
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AISA
Basically... Max wants to build 
something that will simulate the 
patterns of a real person's brain.

Aisa reaches in his bag, pulls out a tablet PC on which he 
can do nifty GRAPHICAL DEMOS with touch gestures. INSERT 
SHOTS as appropriate.

AISA (CONT'D)
I started with this...

(indicating)
...a conventional neural network 
simulation. It's just a toy really, 
it just simulates a fraction of the 
neurons in a real brain.

Miranda was conveniently primed by Seth's exhibit...

MIRANDA
Ten to the eleventh, if memory 
serves.

AISA
Yeah... a hundred billion, right? 
So each real one has thousands of 
connections to others, right?.

MIRANDA
Six times ten to the thirteenth in 
total I believe...

AISA
(laughs)

...if memory serves?

MIRANDA
I was just at Seth's exhibit.

AISA
(laughs)

Oh, yeah. How is he?

MIRANDA
We broke up.

AISA
Oh, sorry... I didn't know.

Miranda seems reluctant to pick up the thread.

AISA (CONT'D)
It's actually pretty simple... in 
theory... 

(MORE)
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AISA (CONT'D)
but the tricky part is figuring out 
how they're all connected, and the 
strength of all those synapses. 
Anyway, we can simulate all this 
digitally... 

MIRANDA
(interrupting)

Isn't that kind of complicated?

AISA
Well, it is and it isn't. It's 
actually fairly easy to simulate 
neurons or even whole brain areas.

AISA (CONT'D)
The simplest kind of simulation 
just uses three layers of neuron 
units: an input, an output, and a 
hidden layer between them. You can 
actually train this puppy to give 
any output based on any input, so 
its like a universal function. You 
can scale it up and get fancier, 
but it's still just a research 
toy... Max wants something bigger...

(more distant)
...something that will basically 
simulate the patterns of a real 
person's brain.

(beat)
Anyway, he kept rejecting all my 
designs. My first ones were too 
simplistic...

MIRANDA
...he said...

AISA
Yeah, not enough like real brains. 
So then I made a really detailed 
spiking neural simulator...

MIRANDA
...and?

AISA
Well...

(sighs)
...it wasn't practical, because 
we'd need the world's biggest 
supercomputer just to run the damn 
thing, and we don't have those kind 
of resources. 

(MORE)
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AISA (CONT'D)
But there was a worse problem -- 
there was no way to program the 
thing with a real person's brain 
patterns -- we just can't scan a 
brain at that level of connectivity 
-- there's trillions of 
connections... as you pointed out. 
Anyway, he said that I needed 
something that was more than a toy, 
but less than literal -- he keeps 
talking about this idea that he 
has... he calls it the "theory of 
essential patterns"

MIRANDA
I've heard him mention that...

AISA
Yeah, well... just between us, I 
think "theory" is putting it a bit 
generously...

MIRANDA
So what did you do?

AISA
Well, I ran a bunch of statistical 
analyses on a big whack of brain 
scans I got from the interweb, and 
came up with a better idea, 
something that was computationally 
tractable, but still captured Max's 
"essence" idea -- anyway, I coded 
up a prototype and sent it to him 
the other night.

MIRANDA
Did he like it?

AISA
I haven't heard back from him yet...

Aisa goes over to Max's computer.

AISA (CONT'D)
I wonder if he's even installed 
it...

Aisa sees the "?" on the screen.

AISA (CONT'D)
Oh my god...

MIRANDA
What? The question mark?
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AISA
"Chaos"...

He ponders a moment, then goes around to the back of the 
Mac, unplugs the network cable -- he is near the phone...

The phone RINGS -- Aisa jumps.

AISA (CONT'D)
Jeezuz.

An answering machine (yup) picks up -- it is way too loud.

GRUE (V.O., FILTER)
(answers as if live)

Maxwell Grue. 

CHUA (V.O., FILTER)
Yes, professor Grue, this is Monica 
Chua from the scanning facility. 

GRUE (V.O., FILTER)
Actually... you are experiencing 
the voicemail of Maxwell Grue, 
professor of philosophy at Whaleard 
University.

Aisa turns it down.

GRUE (V.O., FILTER) (CONT'D)
Please leave a message when you 
experience the tone, and I'll get 
back to you promptly. We can also 
then discuss the interesting 
phenomenal experience you just had.

The machine BEEPS. The two look at each other, "only Grue".

CHUA (V.O., FILTER)
Yes, professor Grue, this is Monica 
Chua from the scanning facility 
calling, at about 2:15 on 
Wednesday. I just wanted to check 
that you got the disk I left for 
you. It has yesterday's scan data, 
and also that other file you asked 
us to make from your previous 
scans. 

Aisa ejects the disk from the Mac. He resets the computer. 
The computer emits the APPLE CHIME, then boots properly.
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CHUA (V.O., FILTER) (CONT'D)
We encrypted the weight file 
according to your instructions, but 
if you have any problems reading 
it, just let me know, and we'll 
either do it again, or maybe you 
could come pick it up in person.

Brad gets out his phone, searches for a number.

CHUA (V.O., FILTER) (CONT'D)
Hope you're ... experiencing ... a 
nice day! Bye.

MIRANDA
Wow, that was weird...

AISA
(mad)

Did you put this in here?

MIRANDA
Uh, yeah, I was just...

AISA
It was probably infected with the 
Chaos Bug.

MIRANDA
Uh... sorry.

AISA
(on phone)

Hey, this is Brad. I've got a Chaos 
Bug machine... Ryle, faculty 
machine... What???!!! Ok, I'm on my 
way.

Aisa hangs up. He packs up his things.

AISA (CONT'D)
Looks like the whole department has 
been infected.

MIRANDA
(indicates Mac)

But it's working now...

AISA
That's what happens -- first it 
dies on boot, then it seems ok. But 
it's still in there. It rewrites 
the basic startup code of the 
system -- we have no idea what it 
does then -- it could be masking 
almost anything.
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(has gathered stuff)
It's spread to the computer labs, 
and god knows where else. I gotta 
go.

(while leaving)
Don't boot that disk in any more 
computers! 

Aisa stops, suddenly suspicious.

AISA (CONT'D)
Uh, why were you trying to read Dr. 
Grue's disk anyway, if you don't 
mind my asking?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Well, of course I mind a lot...

MIRANDA
I'm trying to find Max, and I 
thought it might have some kind of 
clue on it.

AISA
You know... that disk sounds like 
exactly the kind of data Max would 
need to test my simulator...

Aisa leaves.

MIRANDA (V.O.) 
(sits down, ponders)

So... Max has his big epiphany on 
the same night his R.A. delivers a 
new neural simulator... but then 
skips out on the big test?  

MIRANDA
Well, one thing's sure -- you are 
SO not getting this disk until 
after I get some answers, buddy.

(stashes in bag)

INT. PORFIRY'S OFFICE HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Miranda is walking to the office.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
The mental stench of his office was 
giving my brain that 
day-without-a-shower feeling. His 
mind was becoming my own personal 
Chaos Bug. I could go to doctor 
Lucid to help extract bad memories. 
But how do you extract a bad mentor?
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(pauses)
Ok, Mr. Porfiry Petrovich Marlov, 
time to find out what you know.

She knocks, but gets no answer.

INT. MIRANDA'S APT - AFTERNOON

Miranda enters and closes the door.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Which turns out to be not much, 
seeing as how he wasn't there. An 
exchange professor from Russia, in 
"Computational Forensic Data 
Analysis", whatever that was. Later 
for little Petra. I had some 
neurons to dissect.

KITCHEN AREA

Miranda fixes herself some cheese slices, crackers, and 
coffee.

LIVING AREA

Miranda sets up her computer on the desk, boots, and pulls 
the disk from case, inserts it, and starts browsing.

There are two folders: "Scans" and "Connections." The Scans 
folder has a series of numbered subfolders (0000, 0001, 
etc.), each of which contains about 20 image files, each of 
which is a succesive horizontal MRI brain slice from one 
scan. She views them as vertical thumbnails, which 
immediately conveys the stacked slicing, and clicks from 
folder to folder, to show almost identical sets. She opens 
one or two into full screen mode, to see the detail.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Well, true enough, Max's brain.

(browse some more)
"This is your brain on BluRay. Any 
questions?" Yeah, one: What does it 
have to do with Max's disappearance?

She goes into the Connections folder, there is only one 
file "mgrue_connections". She double-clicks it, and a 
password dialog comes up, "Enter password:".

MIRANDA
(to cat)

Hmm... If this were a movie, I'd 
get it on the third try -- the hero 
always gets it on the third try, 
and it's always something stupid or 
obvious. Ok...
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(types them)
aleph ... monad ... miranda...

(no joy)
Right. Not a movie then. Or at 
least not a bad one.

Her BUZZER rings. She goes to the door.

EXT. MIRANDA'S APT ENTRANCE -- AFTERNOON

PORFIRY PETROVICH MARLOV (60's, menacingly cheerful) is 
ringing. His fractured Russian syntax seems a bit put on...

INTERCUT -- MIRANDA

MIRANDA (V.O., FILTER)
Yes?

PORFIRY (V.O., FILTER)
Miss Miranda Sharpe, please.

MIRANDA V.O., FILTER) 
Who is it?

PORFIRY (V.O., FILTER)
My name is Porfiry Petrovich 
Marlov...

MIRANDA
(stunned, beat)

Yes.

PORFIRY (V.O., FILTER)
I would speak with Miss Sharpe 
about philosophy professor she 
knows. There is concern about him.

Miranda BUZZES him in.

INT. MIRANDA'S APT HALL -- AFTERNOON

Porfiry knocks; Miranda warily cracks door, braces it.

PORFIRY
Miss Sharpe?

MIRANDA
That's me.

PORFIRY
Oh, Miss Sharpe, that is good, 
good. Porfiry Petrovich Marlov. I 
am exchange professor at Whaleard 
University and Trinity College 
also. From Moscow.



40.

He opens a little notebook, with his photo ID visible. 
He'll get increasingly nervous about being kept in the hall.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Russians and Americans share many 
ideas. It is like old Mir. Our 
people mingle. World has peace.

He grins -- Miranda maybe flickers back.

MIRANDA
What can I do for you Professor 
Marlov?

PORFIRY
Yes, yes, that is good question. 
America is full of new friends, 
doing for each other, helping each 
other. Like Professor Maxwell 
Grue...

MIRANDA
What about Dr. Grue?

EXT. GRUE'S APARTMENT BUILDING -- DAY -- FLASHBACK

A street-level entrance with adjacent stairs to second 
floor walkup. Grue's door is ajar. 

Porfiry comes down the stairs, notices the door, and 
investigates.

PORFIRY (V.O.)
Well, Porfiry live in big apartment 
above stairs from Maxwell Grue -- 
help me to find place when arrive 
from Moscow. This morning when I go 
to work, Maxwell's door is open. 
"Hello Max!" I call out, but no 
answer.

BACK TO SCENE

PORFIRY 
(beat, looks around)

Many years I was detetective in 
Moscow. Chief Inspector! Detective 
feelings come to me at Maxwell's 
door. So I look for him, and ask 
questions. First is challenge, but 
then worry. Maxwell is nowhere!

MIRANDA
Yes, I've noticed.
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PORFIRY
Ah! ... Is there some other place 
to talk... perhaps outside?

Miranda lets him in.

MIRANDA'S APT -- PICKUP

Porfiry has removed boots, is handing coat/scarf to 
Miranda. He surveys the room detectively.

MIRANDA
Why come to me?

PORFIRY
Yes, yes, you are right to demand 
explanation! You see, I go to his 
office with secretary. She let me 
in to look for clues, nice 
secretary. We find bright red 
folder with all Miranda's papers in 
it.

Miranda supresses her surprise and curtails an urge to 
glance over to her bag that contains the folder.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Hey! I have that folder! 

PORFIRY
(puzzled/suspicious)

Is there something?

Porfiry continues talking M.O.S.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I have to fight the urge to glance 
over at my bag...

MIRANDA
No... nothing.

PORFIRY
So I decide that Miss Sharpe is one 
to contact first!

MIRANDA
I haven't seen him either. He 
missed his class at eleven.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Never mind about his car. And, uh, 
skip the scene at dawn.
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PORFIRY
(knows she knows)

And his tea with Clare Lucid at 
nine, yes? You speak of this with 
doctor, today, yes?

MIRANDA
Uh... yeah... that came up, but I 
was seeing her about something else.

PORFIRY
(slight knowing 
smile?)

Yes, of course.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Cripees this guy will have me 
confessing in ten minutes, and I 
haven't even done anything!

PORFIRY
When was the last time for you and 
Maxwell together?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
It takes a second to work out the 
innocent version of that...

MIRANDA
Yesterday. We met to discuss my 
thesis.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Skip last night, too.

PORFIRY
Ah, this thesis -- it is finished?

MIRANDA
Uh, not quite.

Porfiry puts on his geeky glasses; uncaps a fountain pen.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Not even! But why does he care???

MIRANDA
I still have some writing left to 
do on it.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Yeah, like most of it.

PORFIRY
(knowingly???)

So you last night, did not see Grue?
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MIRANDA
(weighing...)

No.

PORFIRY
Well, then let us begin with what 
is possible. What did you observe 
yesterday? Was Maxwell like normal? 
Or changed from before?

MIRANDA
He seemed a little wilder than 
before, more intense. He had a 
twitch sometimes too, and his hands 
shook.

PORFIRY
After thesis meeting, did you talk 
of authorities? Of government? Did 
Maxwell express opinions against 
society?

Miranda: Huh????

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
(laughs heartily)

Oh Miss Sharpe. I ask standard 
questions in Russian detective 
science. For analysis.

MIRANDA
As in, "forensic data analysis?"

PORFIRY
Yes, yes, that is it. Absolutely, 
Miss Sharpe. Forensic. Crime...

Holly slinks in from another room, freezes, arches her 
back, and slips away again.

MIRANDA
(concerned)

Do you think something happened?

PORFIRY
Think!

(laughs with glee)
Oh Miss Sharpe -- thinking, in 
brain, is nothing but clouds and 
wind. No -- in detective science, 
we use statistical analysis. This 
shows us what is possible.

Miranda looks both confused and apprehensive.
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PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Old Porfiry will explain. You are a 
philosopher. Perhaps you are a 
materialist?

MIRANDA
If you mean I don't believe in a 
soul or mind distinct from the 
brain, then, "yes."

PORFIRY
So mind is brain?

MIRANDA
Yes.

PORFIRY
(indicating, 3-dims)

And brain has three dimensions?
(gets a nod)

And mind -- so three as well?

MIRANDA
I'm not sure the question makes 
sense...

PORFIRY
Good answer, Miss Sharpe! In 
Russian detective science, mind has 
many hundreds of dimension! I will 
show...

INT. ABSTRACT EMPTY SPACE -- LATE AFTERNOON

Miranda and Porfiry are in a fantasy simulation space that 
lets Porfiry indicate his various dimensions as axes that 
appear in space all around and above them. Each new 
dimension will show up, labelled with its name, and 
indicating the markers he refers to.

PORFIRY
So let me ask you, do you like tea?

MIRANDA
Sure...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
...I lie

PORFIRY
Good. Russians like tea also, 
Porfiry likes tea. So we can draw 
dimension "likes tea" and put 
Miranda and Porfiry together.
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MIRANDA (V.O.)
Oops... maybe I should tell the 
truth...

PORFIRY
What about cheese?

MIRANDA
Uh, yeah, I like cheese.

PORFIRY
Porfiry dislike cheese -- sticks in 
dentures, makes breath smell bad. 
So on "likes cheese" dimension, we 
are on different spots.

MIRANDA
I'm still not seeing the importance 
of this.

PORFIRY
Patience, patience! Now, let us add 
another dimension, maybe, 
"questions authority." Good 
American, intellectual, questions 
authority, no? But good Porfiry, 
Russian, accepts authority, no? So 
I put us here. Now, let us think of 
these dimensions like [a] space, 
and put axes together, we see that 
we each are in different spot.

We see the AXES come together orthoganally.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
And now we can add new people, like 
my friend Vasily, former rocket 
scientist. And we can make new 
dimensions, like "respect for 
others", "likes pet animals" and 
many, many others.

The new axes emerge all over in space.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
But big problem for brain now -- 
too many dimensions, we cannot 
imagine. But for mathematics is no 
problem -- math it permit many 
dimensions. So if we plot in many 
dimensions space, we can find 
distance between all people.

MIRANDA
Ok... so is criminality a dimension?
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PORFIRY
If only so simple! No, no, you must 
wait! Now come step of genius -- 
"multidimensional reduction" we 
call. We use statistics to create 
three completely new dimensions; 
then plot all people by keeping 
same distance apart as in big 
dimensions.

We see all the former axes dissolve, and three new ones 
appear, with various points representing people, clustered 
in different islands--the islands will be HIGHLIGHTED and 
labeled as Porfiry describes them.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Now, we have islands of people 
grouped together, and these islands 
tell us much about person. There 
are islands for: happy children; 
good students; solid professors; 
and darker islands: mean old 
ladies; habitual liars... 
thieves... and even murderers...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Uh... probably a bit late to offer 
tea at this point...

Porfiry becomes increasingly aggressive and menacing in his 
tone and manner of questioning...

PORFIRY
So now, I wonder, where is Maxwell 
Grue on this map? And Miranda 
Sharpe?

BACK TO SHOT

Holly slinks in from another room, freezes, arches her 
back, and slips away again. Kitty deja vu. Miranda is 
spooked.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
(dead serious,  
right at her)

Did you, Miranda Sharpe, murder 
Maxwell Dudley Grue?

BACK TO SCENE

CLOSE ON MIRANDA -- she is absolutely stunned. Suddenly, 
Porfiry laughs uproariously, slapping his knees.
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PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Oh, Miss Sharpe! I grab your leg, 
as you say. Russian detective 
humor! 

Miranda is not amused, and just gives him an icy stare.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
(instantly sober)

Miss Sharpe, Miss Sharpe, please do 
not take offense of old Porfiry 
strange ways. Main conclusion: for 
everyone, there is point in mind 
space. Where is it? That what 
Porfiry want to know. Where, for 
each?

(gets no response)
Well, now I must go. You have been 
most kind Miss Sharpe.

Porfiry starts dressing to go.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Oh, my old brain forgot -- one 
question more. When you enter 
office with Professor Hemands, was 
the computer off, screen dark?

MIRANDA (V.O.)
How the hell did he know about THAT?

PORFIRY
The screen, Miss Sharpe?

MIRANDA
(recalling)

No... no the screensaver was 
running -- I remember the flying 
toasters. Why?

PORFIRY
(sly mystery)

One more dimension, Miss Sharpe. 
One more dimension for Porfiry.

A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Miranda shuts the door, bolts it, leans against it. Holly 
comes up, and Miranda picks her up and hugs her.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I wasn't expecting the Spanish 
Inquisition.
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MIRANDA
I know, Holly, nobody expects the 
Spanish Inquisition.

INT. UNIVERSITY SNACK PIT -- DAY -- FLASHBACK

Grue is "treating" Miranda to lunch. She's ordering first.

MIRANDA
I'll have a grilled cheese and 
tomato sandwich and a large 
chocolate milk, with a spill cap 
and one of those bendy straws, 
please.

Grue fixes Miranda briefly with an endgame stare.

GRUE
I'll have a grilled cheese and 
tomato sandwich and a large 
chocolate milk, with a spill cap 
and one of those bendy straws, 
please.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
So was it two lunches, or just one, 
repeated across space and time? It 
was the sort of knee-slapping joke 
only a phenomenologist could love.

PICK UP the two seated eating.

GRUE
(smiling)

There was actually a point.

MIRANDA
Do tell.

GRUE
It's an invention of Borges -- the 
zlönir.

MIRANDA
Borges The Zloner?

GRUE
(giggles)

No, Jorge Borges, the author. A 
zlönir is a magical double of 
something that pops out of nothing 
in an existential crises.

EXT. MOUNTAIN MEADOW -- MORNING

An indeterminate date in time, no modern referents.
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ZLÖNIR BOY, ZLÖNIR GIRL (late teens) are self-consciously 
preparing for a picnic hike. The one spark of hope that 
unites them is the pleasure they take in a grand sheathed 
knife he gives her to place somewhere prominent at camp.

PICK UP the two leaving on a hike.

The entire story is M.O.S. -- Grue narrates (to Miranda.)

GRUE (V.O.)
In his story, two young peasants 
have just gotten married. They're 
sadly well-matched, and all signs 
are pointing down. The one spark is 
their one and only wedding present: 
a grand knife in a beautiful 
leather sheath. You feel that if 
they can rise to the quality of 
this noble implement, then there 
may be hope for them. 

(beat)
So they're on their honeymoon, 
camping in the Andes or something. 
On their first day, they hike up 
the mountain for a picnic.

EXT. MOUNTAIN MEADOW -- AFTERNOON

The two return to their camp.

GRUE (V.O.)
Some time after they get back, they 
discover the knife is missing. They 
both sense their fate and happiness 
are tied up in the knife, and are 
of course distraught. Hubby 
immediately sets off back up the 
picnic trail, thinking he left it 
behind. His wife makes for the 
river, sure she forget it when she 
did the dishes. Both are frantic.

EXT. MOUNTAIN MEADOW -- EVENING

The boy returns to camp, a big grin on his face. The wife 
is standing with her hands behind her back, also grinning.

GRUE (V.O.)
Cut to sunset. The boy returns 
triumphant. But the wife is smiling 
too. She takes her hand from behind 
her back, to reveal the knife.

The boy gasps. He reaches into his pack...
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GRUE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Without a word, he reaches into his 
pack... and withdraws the knife!

BACK TO SCENE

GRUE
One of the knives is a zlönir.

MIRANDA
Cute. O'Henry channeling Sartre.

GRUE
(laughs heartily)

Speaking of... So Sartre goes into 
a cafe and orders coffee with 
sugar, no cream. A few minutes 
later the waitress comes back and 
says, "I'm sorry Mr. Sartre, we're 
all out of cream -- is it ok 
without milk instead?"

Miranda laughs. 

INT. MIRANDA'S APT -- EARLY EVENING

A large, radiant cool red neon sign under her window is 
reflected indistinctly in the building across the street 
(Note: we must never see what the sign actually says.)

Miranda is sitting at her desk, with the folder (and Holly.)

MIRANDA (V.O.)
So, here I am with a red folder, 
but is it my red folder -- or is it 
a zlönir?

MIRANDA
Let's find out Holly...

She opens the folder, which starts with Jeffrey Elman's 
1990 paper “Finding Structure in Time” (marked up by Grue.) 
She flips through the folder in a SERIES OF SHOTS.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Ah... Jeffrey Elman's classic paper 
on time in neural networks.

(flips through paper)
I remembered reading it ages ago, 
and was seeing how it was 
connecting with the other pieces of 
the puzzle... Lucid, ArtSpace, 
Porfiry, even Brad Aisa... 
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(browses)
I find a long meandering series of 
emails between Grue and Lucid -- I 
try to figure what is up with them. 
He keeps telling her about his new 
love 'Imogen', but she's not even 
real, she's just a character from 
Shakespeare.

(browses)
And then there is a this long 
rambling letter to a former 
student, recounting his breakup 
with his wife Emily, and this 
fantasy lover Imogen.

We see the end of his letter to Penelope (see Appendix IV) 
which closes with the rejoinder, "O Miranda!"

Miranda with the folder, last page of Penelope letter on 
right (perhaps on blue letter paper).  

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
"O, Miranda." It had the same 
lecherous tone as his whispers in 
my ear last night. I remind myself 
that when this is all finished, I 
have got to get a new adviser.

She flips the letter; only an email remains: INSERT from 
Gabriel.Zamm@whaleard.edu (cc: Max) to Victoria Crokenstein 
in Zurich (see Appendix IV.)

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
(opens fax)

One last item...

NEW ANGLE ON

Miranda, as she hurredly preps to leave; time is 6:03 PM.

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
And it might just be my next lead, 
but I had to hurry...

ZAMM (V.O.)
Dear doctor Cronkenstein. The last 
components for the machine arrived 
from Cupertino last week, and our 
prototype of your apparatus is 
ready to test.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- NIGHT

Miranda speeds to the university lab.



52.

ZAMM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Your electronic ticket and 
itinerary are attached. You will be 
met at the airport by Maxwell Grue, 
a philosopher on our faculty here 
who shares our interest in 
consciousness. 

EXT. WUNDT HALL -- NIGHT

Miranda enters the building.

ZAMM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Dr. Grue will bring you directly to 
the Wundt Psychophysics Lab where 
we will begin the tests. My postdoc 
and I will meet you here.

INT. WUNDT HALL -- NIGHT

Miranda is directed to the 6th floor.

INT. PSYCHOPHYSICS LAB HALLWAY -- NIGHT

Miranda emerges from the elevator, finds the right lab. She 
keys in the code (from the email) and enters.

ZAMM (V.O.) (CONT'D)
If you arrive before us, the access 
code to the lab is 
zero-three-zero-nine-star. I look 
forward to this momentous step in 
unlocking the mystery of 
conciousness.    

INT. PSYCHOPHYSICS LAB -- NIGHT

A room with some chairs, and tables with sensory testing 
apparatus. One corner is dominated by a largish... 
something... covered by a tarp.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
(ending email)

Pompously yours, Gabriel Zamm the 
third, PhD.

Miranda looks around a bit, but is quickly drawn to the 
tarp. She peeks under... pulls off the tarp, revealing the 
machine, a cross between a dentist's chair, electric chair, 
and articulated nightmare. Central to its operation are six 
paired articulated orthogonal head-butts that snap to the 
head in any orientation. 

She examines the machine, looks at the control computer, 
presses a button; the machine JERKS, the head-butts start 
to THROB quietly. She touches one and gets a 1-2 startle... 
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MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Oh my god, it's a cognitive 
orgasmatron.

ZAMM
Dr. Cronkenstein, I presume.

ANGLE ON DR. ZAMM (50's, dapper) and STEVE ADDIT (30ish, 
not) who have entered without her noticing. (Suggestion: 
try scene with Miranda affecting a bad Austrian accent.)

MIRANDA (O.S.)
That's Cronkenshteen...

ANGLE ON MIRANDA

MIRANDA (V.O.)
... I almost said.

MIRANDA
Uh, yes.

Zamm and Addit walk up to her, and Zamm extends his hand.

ZAMM
I am Gabriel Zamm

(fey handshake)
and this is Steve Addit, postdoc 
and mechanic extraordinaire.

ADDIT
(hearty handshake)

Hey. I hope you like it!

MIRANDA
Dr. Addit.

ADDIT
You can call me Steve.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I wracked my brain to make sure we 
hadn't met at some grad student 
bash...

ZAMM
You are younger than I expected.

MIRANDA
The mountain air -- keeps you fresh.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
It was such a stupid thing to say, 
it seemed to work.
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ZAMM
Where is Professor Grue?

MIRANDA
I don't know -- he wasn't there to 
meet me -- I had to take a cab.

Zamm and Addit exchange knowing smirks that puzzles 
Miranda. Zamm indicates device.

ZAMM
I hope it conforms to your 
specifications.

Miranda resumes examinging the device, with confidence.

MIRANDA
Yes. Seems A-OK. All systems go.

ZAMM
Excellent! Let's get to it then!

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Get to it??? GET TO WHAT???

Zamm throws her politely into the chair, and begins doing 
up the various restraining straps. Addit sits at the 
controls, and starts calibrating with loving adoration; he 
starts monologuing, praising to all those not present... 

ADDIT
The really great thing is how you 
see the brain... soft, and viscous; 
embedded and continuous -- you see 
a fluid medium, and that means that 
sound of the right frequency can 
set up a standing wave in it.

Addit gets up to help Zamm position the transducer array on 
her head.

MIRANDA
A standing wave -- that's right.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
My new profession... acoustic 
engineer... go ahead, ask me 
anything!

ADDIT
And where the waves intersect...

(loud, for effect)
BAMM!

(resuming)
...full neural shutdown!
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Miranda goes bug-eyed. Zamm upbraids Addit with his eyes.

ZAMM
(solicitously)

Temporarily of course.

MIRANDA
Of course.

ZAMM
It is ingenious!

ADDIT
Superingenious.

ZAMM
(to Miranda)

And fitting you've volunteered to 
be the first human subject!

Miranda freezes.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Dr. Cronkenstein?

(more concerned)
Victoria???

MIRANDA
I thought we were just testing the 
fit...

Zamm and Addit look at Miranda in disbelief.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Kidding... but surely one of you 
would like to be first?

ZAMM
We wouldn't dream of it!

ADDIT
Yeah, besides, its been calibrated 
for a female brain.

ZAMM
Well, let's get to it, then!

Zamm steps back and surveys Miranda and the machine with 
satisfaction as Addit starts the CONTROL PROGRAM--it shows 
top, side, and front views of the brain, and a 3d view, 
with targeting markers.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Surely you aren't having second 
thoughts Dr. Cronkenstein?
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Zamm's cell phone RINGS -- he reaches for it.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
This is your moment of triumph!

MIRANDA
Uh, no, of course not...

ZAMM
(sees caller he 
must answer)

Damn!

MIRANDA
...I was just savoring the moment.

ZAMM
Gabriel Zamm ... Can you hold for a 
moment?

(to the two)
Will you excuse me please?

Zamm steps outside into the hallway.

Addit (who is outside Miranda's view) suddenly seizes up, 
VISUALLY SHIMMERS then stabilizes again.

He reaches into a drawer and pulls out... a Sony 
Playstation Portable (PSP); he fires it up, there is a 
menu: PHEELIE Scanner; Key Code. He picks PHEELIE and aims 
the PSP at Miranda; she shows up in PHENOMENOLOGICAL scan; 
the computer/electronic equipment has a faint trace of that 
as well. He shuts it off. 

He takes it to Miranda. His contenance and voice seem 
changed -- his friendly, enthusiastic demeanour has become 
serious -- this does not seem to be the same person...

ADDIT
(low)

I haven't got much time. Listen 
carefully, but don't talk, ok?

(Miranda nods)
I'm putting this in your bag -- 
look at it later, ok? But don't 
show it to anyone, or tell anyone I 
gave it to you, ok? I can't explain 
now, you'll have to trust me. It 
has everything you'll need.

"Addit" checks nervously for Zamm; puts it in Miranda's bag.

ADDIT (CONT'D)
And don't trust Aisa -- he's the 
one that has to be stopped. Ok?
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Miranda is just wide-eyed -- "Addit" looks at her for a 
moment, then dashes back to his original position. Addit 
goes through the same shudder/freeze, and VISUAL SHIMMER. 
He is again a bit disoriented. Zamm walks back in.

Addit will slowly exhibit growing symptoms of a disease 
(fever, disorientation) throughout the scene...

ZAMM
Everything ok, Steve?

ADDIT
Yeah... yeah... too many late 
nights working, I guess -- just 
felt a little dizzy there. I'm ok.

ZAMM
Well, are we ready to begin?

(to Miranda)
How are we doing?

MIRANDA
(totally not!)

Uh... fine.

ZAMM
Excellent!

(more to Addit)
Where shall we begin?

Addit is almost smacking his lips -- he surveys brain image.

ADDIT
There's just so many areas I want 
to zap...

Zamm glowers at him -- Miranda looks horrified.

ADDIT (CONT'D)
... uh, I mean temporarily lesion. 
Sorry Dr. Cronkenstein -- I'm not 
used to dealing with human subjects.

MIRANDA
(voice squeeks)

Uhm... how about a very minor lobe?

Addit and Zamm look at her, then at each other.

ADDIT
"minor lobe"?

MIRANDA
(regains herself)

Just kidding again! Start anywhere 
-- let's see what's in there.
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ZAMM
How about the left occipital?

ADDIT
The monkey work already confirmed 
sensory lesioning -- let's start 
higher... how about right parietal?

MIRANDA
Great... Love it...

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Maybe that's the panic center -- I 
could use some major shutdown there.

Addit SETS the coordinates.

ADDIT
Ready?

MIRANDA
(about arm straps)

Are these really necessary?

Zamm looks at Addit, who indicates it would be ok. Zamm 
loosens them.

Zamm looks at Miranda, then nods to Addit, who punches it. 
The MACHINE comes to life -- the six appendages whir 
menacingly into motion, triangulating onto Miranda's head. 
They snap onto her head, and vibrate with a low whine.

ADDIT
Ok, so the waves are set and in 
position -- I just have to tune 
them into synchrony.... there.

MIRANDA'S POV

Everything becomes weirdly distorted and LEFTLESS. There is 
something everywhere, but everything to the left of her 
central view becomes squished together and fuzzed out -- 
like there is no "left". Addit smears out of her left view. 
Faces have a single eye and only right features.

MIRANDA
(to Zamm, re Addit)

Where did he go?

ZAMM
He's still there, to your left. Say 
something Steve.

ADDIT
Bow, wow.
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MIRANDA (V.O.)
I hear him somewhere, but I can't 
place where.

ZAMM
(to Addit)

Let's trade places.

Zamm and Addit trade places. For Miranda, Zamm now 
dissolves and Addit appears. Miranda puts her right arm up 
and grabs the chair arm, to steady herself.

MIRANDA
What's wrong with your face? What 
happened to your face?

Miranda looks down, sees her left arm still in her lap, and 
screams. She grabs and throws it violently off her.

ZAMM
What's wrong?

MIRANDA
That arm, it's disgusting, who did 
that? Who's arm is that?

Zamm takes her arm and shows it to her.

ZAMM
This arm?

Zamm puts it down again.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Dr. Cronkenstein -- where is your 
left arm?

MIRANDA
My... ???

Miranda just blinks, not really understanding. Zamm picks 
up her arm again, and displays her hand to her. She grabs 
it and throws it away.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Get it away! It's disgusting!

ADDIT
Hemi-neglect -- awesome, just 
awesome. I can't believe it.

ZAMM
Her entire left phenomenal field 
just ceased to exist. Wonderful!

Addit SHUTS OFF the machine. He is sweating.
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ZAMM (CONT'D)
Doctor, may we continue with the 
temporal?

MIRANDA
(a bit groggy)

Right, temporal.

ZAMM
Actually, I was thinking of left 
posterior temporal. Wernicke's 
[ver-nick-eze] area.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Oh, great -- even a lowly 
philosopher like me knows that 
means language.

Addit activates the MACHINE -- probes center on left ear. 
The men's speech will become GIBBERISH.

ZAMM
Ok, doctr crk nn [speech becomes 
garbled gibberish]

ADDIT
(to Miranda)

[gibberish]

MIRANDA (V.O.)
bark ... no soap radio ... gittle 
me thrummers ... blaka ribid corno 
... wathle wathle -- wabba wathle!

SUBTITLES translates her V.O. gibberish: "I try to think of 
a witty rejoinder to the gibberish they are uttering, but 
am unable to find the words. In fact, I'm unable to find 
ANY words!"

Zamm and Addit look at each other quizically, and gibberize 
to each other. SUBTITLES translate their gibberish.

ADDIT
(to Zamm)

[gibberish]

Addit: "She doesn't seem to understand a word we're saying."

ZAMM
(to Addit)

[gibberish]

Zamm: "I wonder if she can speak?" Zamm makes motions to 
Miranda, inviting her to vocalize. 
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MIRANDA
(determinedly)

eye ball gern waba black duck 
canna...

ZAMM
(to Addit)

[gibberish]

Zamm: "That's enough, Steve. Shut it down." 

The MACHINE shuts down.

ADDIT
(playfully)

I say we move straight on to Mr. 
Homunculus...

MIRANDA
(blurts out)

...homunculus!

ZAMM
Ah, excellent, you can talk again!

MIRANDA
The man in my head... you mean 
frontal, right?

ZAMM
Precisely, doctor! The very seat of 
personality -- some even say our 
entire conscious identity. This 
will be the most important test.

Addit prepares the run -- he is looking very shaky and ill. 
The probes center over her frontal areas. Zamm starts 
retying the arm straps with maniacal intensity.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
We better do these back up for this 
one.

(dramatico officio)
Dr. Addit!

The MACHINE activates.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Dr. Cronkenstein?

MIRANDA
Uh... who?

ZAMM
Victoria... can you understand me?
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MIRANDA
(becoming 
disoriented)

Who? Where am I?

ZAMM
(to Addit)

I think she's getting disoriented.

ADDIT
(with difficulty)

Maybe she's just getting stupider.

ZAMM
Dr. Cronkenstein... Victoria -- I 
want you to concentrate very hard, 
and count to ten for me, ok?

(no response)
Can you do that for me, doctor?

MIRANDA
(very stupidly)

Uh, huh.

ZAMM
Can you count to three, doctor?

MIRANDA
Uh... One.

(smacks lips, looks 
around)

ADDIT
Hey, I think that's enough -- she 
got stupid, but still conscious -- 
data point acquired.

ZAMM
I suppose you're right.

Addit switches off the MACHINE. As Miranda recovers, Zamm 
confers with Addit.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Well, that's it then -- we've shut 
down every major area of her 
cortex, yet she remained conscious 
throughout. This proves it 
conclusively, ...

ADDIT
...consciousness is not located in 
the cortex!
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ZAMM
Precisely! The thalamus -- we must 
shut down her thalamus. That will 
prove it...

ADDIT
(at machine)

Yes! Shut down the core!

MIRANDA
Wait!

The two have almost forgot she is there and human...

ZAMM
(almost impatient)

Yes, doctor?

MIRANDA
Please, let me out.

ZAMM
But Dr. Cronkenstein... we are on 
the verge of the most important 
scientific discovery... perhaps in 
history. Just one more area.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I had to get out of there -- these 
two were completely out of control. 
Shut me down? No way buster.

MIRANDA
Uh, I have to go to the bathroom.

Zamm doesn't want to stop, and looks to Addit for 
confirmation to continue; Addit is also looking sweaty and 
peaked.

ADDIT
It's going to take a few minutes to 
do the subcortical reconfig..  

ZAMM
All right then...

(unstrapping her)
I'm sure you appreciate my 
enthusiasm though... the crowning 
achievement of your illustrious 
career!

MIRANDA
I understand, Dr. Zamm.

ZAMM
I will escort you.
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MIRANDA
That's ok -- I can find it.

ZAMM
(a bit menacingly)

Oh, no, I insist doctor... I 
wouldn't want you to get lost...

Addit gets wobbly, and has to sit down. He looks pale. 

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Are you ok, Steve?

ADDIT
Yeah... yeah... just a little dizzy 
there... must be the excitement...

Miranda is already on her way out with her bag; Zamm 
considers Steve, but chooses to catch up with Miranda.

INT. WUNDT HALL/HALLWAY NEAR WOMEN'S BATHROOM -- NIGHT

INT. WUNDT HALL/WOMEN'S BATHROOM -- NIGHT

Zamm is waiting outside the door, growing impatient. He 
knocks on the door.

ZAMM
Dr. Cronkenstein? 

(waits, knocks)
Is everything all right?

(waits, opens door)
Hello?

Zamm steps in, and is horrified to see Miranda collapsed 
near one of the stalls, convulsing, and foaming at the 
mouth. He rushes to her, panicked and not sure what to do.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Oh, dear god. Dear god...

Zamm gets up and bolts out door, calling out as he does.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Steve! Steve!

As soon as he is out the door, Miranda stops convulsing and 
jumps up. She grabs her bag, jets to the door, opens it and 
peeks out cautiously, looking for Zamm, but also eyeing the 
exit stairway. 

She bolts for it, closing it quickly behind her.

PSYCHOPHYSICS LAB

Zamm runs in to find Addit collapsed.
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ZAMM (CONT'D)
Steve! Steve?

He shakes him, assuming he'd fallen asleep. 

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Steve...

Zamm takes his pulse, and we presume from his expression 
that Addit is dead.

ZAMM (CONT'D)
Oh no! Dear god!

Zamm steps back, turns, and absently finds his cellphone to 
call 911. As Zamm is calling, Addit opens his eyes, in a 
nasty "I'm a zombie hungry for brains" kind of way...

INT. WUNDT HALL STAIRWAY -- NIGHT

Miranda stops to get her bearings before going down the 
stairs. But as she does, she starts getting "TL flashback" 
wherein some symptoms return, esp. LEFTLESS hemi-neglect, 
in which she only sees the next down landing, but can't 
conceive of left. Consider quoting Hitchcock's "Vertigo."

LAB -- ADDIT'S POV

Zombie Addit now sees things in the PHEELIE scanner way: 
objects are vague outlines, and the only real bright spots 
are normal people's qualia in their brains. We hear his 
BREATHING; other sounds are distorted and indistinct.

ZAMM (GARBLED)
Steve! Are you ok! ... Steve?

Addit is drawn to the qualia like moth to a light -- he 
needs it desperately, and lunges towards Zamm, grabbing 
Zamms head. We see Zamm's qualia start draining and pumping 
through Addit's hands. Zamm is stuned and unable to 
vocalize or resist. As Zamm drains, Addit's VISION returns 
to normal. Now drained, Zamm is released, drops to floor.

INT. WUNDT HALL/MEN'S BATHROOM -- NIGHT

SPLIT SCREEN: BATHROOM FROM MIRROR POV; ADDIT'S POV

Addit's normal vision is already starting to return to 
PHEELIE view as he makes his way to the bathroom, partly 
feeling sick, partly to get water, partly desperate to look 
at himself in a mirror. He sees a zombified visage of his 
former self, but also sees his qualia dissipating, and we 
visibly see his human awareness and higher consciousness 
fading as he "loses his mind".

ANGLE ON ADDIT, fully zombie again, angry/hungry again...
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LAB -- SHOT OF ZAMM waking up with same anger/hunger... 

EXT. WUNDT HALL -- NIGHT

Miranda emerges from an emergency exit. A taxi is driving 
away. Victoria Cronkenstein (40's, tall) is walking towards 
the entrance, carrying and dragging several bags. 

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Oh my god, that ... [gibberish].

SUBTITLE: "must be the real Dr. Cronkenstein!"

Miranda walks away, a bit shakily.

EXT. CAMPUS AND CITY STREETS (VARIOUS) -- NIGHT

SERIES OF SHOTS

of Miranda making her way home. One in particular is a 
FRONT SHOT of her in her car, waiting at what we presume is 
a red light -- CAMERA MOVES to reveal she is waiting for 
the stop sign to change.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I managed to make my way home. But 
the trip that normally takes ten 
minutes, took thirty-five, 
including the five I stood waiting 
for the stop sign to change.

EXT. MIRANDA'S APT PARKING -- NIGHT

Miranda parks, leaves the car, and walks to apartment.

We see an indistinguishable person watching her from 
another car.

Then we see an indistinguishable second person in yet 
another car, watching the first person watch Miranda.

INT. MIRANDA'S APT -- NIGHT

Miranda enters, looking utterly spent and traumatized. 
Holly greets her -- Miranda embraces the cat as a lifeline.

MIRANDA
Holly!

She walks to the window with the cat -- the two are bathed 
in the red neon below her, reflected from across the street.
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MIRANDA (V.O.)
Philosophy was not usually such a 
high risk profession -- well, apart 
from that Socrates affair. Still, 
the experience had given me a new 
insight into my own personal 
phenomenology. But the question 
remains -- how can some neurons 
firing in my head make an 
experience, even a distorted one? 

NEW SHOT -- MIRANDA FROM OUTSIDE, IN RED GLOW

MIRANDA
(using cat)

It's like looking at the radiant 
cool red neon reflecting across the 
street, and asking, "what exactly 
IS 'radiant cool?'" --  What IS an 
experience?

BACK TO APT   

Miranda puts down the cat and walks toward her fouton;, she 
stops briefly and touches the folder.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
The flashbacks were subsiding. All 
that remained was a dull headache 
and a desperate desire to sleep. 

Miranda lies down to sleep. We see her clock: 7:15pm.

FADE OUT/IN

It is 7:24.

LEVEL TRANSITION UP TO:

EXT. CENTER FOR NEUROCOMPUTING -- EVENING -- ESTABLISHING

INT. CENTER FOR NEUROCOMPUTING -- EVENING -- CONTROL ROOM

A room in the center that overlooks a massive computing 
cluster. Some monitors show the scene being rendered; there 
are also cognitive monitors for the people viewed.

Aisa1 and Grue1 are watching Miranda sleep. Aisa smiles 
slyly at Grue, and pulls out his cellphone. He dials.

AISA1
Watch this.

INTERCUT CONTROL ROOM AND MIRANDA'S APT
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Miranda awakens dreamily to see Seth lying beside her, 
handing her the phone.

SETH
Hey baby, its for you.

GRUE1
How are you doing that???

The phone RINGS.

Miranda awakens dreamily again, but this time, the ArtBabe 
is beside Seth, thrusting the phone at her.

ART BABE
(sarcastically)

Hey baby, it's for you.

AISA1
I added a dialup gateway interface.

Miranda wakes with a start; it is 7:25pm. The phone RINGS.

GRUE1
No -- I mean the dreams!!!

Aisa1 signals Grue1 to be quiet.

MIRANDA
Hello...

Aisa1 gets into his Aisa0 character.

AISA1
Miranda? This is Brad.

MIRANDA
Who?

AISA1
Brad Aisa ... from your class?  

MIRANDA
Oh, Brad... I'm just... what's up?

AISA1
Did you find Max?

MIRANDA
No.

AISA1
Yeah, me neither. But I have a 
hunch. Do you know who Dan Lloyd is?
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MIRANDA
Uh, no, I don't think so.

AISA1
He's a professor of philosophy at 
Trinity College -- he's giving a 
talk over there later tonite, at 
some conference of philosophy 
geeks. Max knows him well, so I 
thought he might show up there.

MIRANDA
Where? What time?

AISA1
The conference is in Seabury Hall, 
his lecture is at 10.

MIRANDA
Kinda late for a talk, isn't it?

AISA1
It's sort of a stunt, the talk is 
called "Twilight of the Zombies," 
so they're giving it late-nite.

MIRANDA
Are you going?

AISA1
Yeah, I'm helping Dan set up. I've 
seen this talk before, it's fun.

MIRANDA
Ok.

AISA1
Hey, he actually has a neat 
interactive web site called The 
Labyrinth of Cognition -- you'd 
probably find it interesting, it 
relates to phenomenology and all 
that stuff you two like.

MIRANDA
Ok, thanks.

CONTROL ROOM

AISA1
(concern)

Are you ok Miranda? You sound kind 
of...

MIRANDA
Out of it? Yeah, I was... sleeping.



70.

Miranda makes her way to the bathroom to freshen up.

AISA1
Oh, sorry about that -- I guess 
I'll let you go then.

MIRANDA
Ok then.

Aisa1 hangs up -- he is mightily amused.

GRUE1
But Dan Lloyd is at home! 

AISA1
(slyly)

No he isn't, he's at the conference.

GRUE1
You know what I mean.

AISA1
te he

GRUE1
Well, what are you going to do when 
she gets stood up by your 
doppleganger at an empty venue?

AISA1
Check your premises!

GRUE1
You think she won't go?

AISA1
No, of course not -- she'll browse 
the site, email Dan, etcetera.

GRUE1
And if she mentions the call to 
Brad?

AISA1
He'll deny it of course -- she'll 
just think she was dreaming, or 
having another lab flashback.

Grue1 surveys him with a bit of skepticism.

GRUE1
The God Delusion.
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AISA1
Dawkins is not a true atheist -- 
Real Atheists(TM) don't argue for 
atheism.

GRUE1
So your uber-atheism licenses your 
self-deification then?

AISA1
I think you're taking this way too 
seriously.

GRUE1
You don't believe in karma?

AISA1
What atheist would believe in karma?

GRUE1
Well... one more call like that 
could push Miranda into theism! 
Didn't you see that episode of Star 
Trek, the one where Picard... 
[lands on the planet]

AISA1
(interrupting)

I know which one you mean, but I 
missed that one. As for karma... 
what are you going to do if 
{MirandaActress} finds out you used 
her as the model for your sim? And 
what are we going to do when it's 
time to publish?

GRUE1
Make her a coauthor?

Aisa has lost the moment; checks his watch.

AISA1
I've got to go, I told Dan I'd help 
him set up.

GRUE1
(playfully)

Say hello to Miranda for me!

MIRANDA'S APT

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Seth once said he could make art 
out of anything -- I'm wondering if 
that included my own dreams... 

(MORE)
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MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I considered trying to sleep some 
more, but Brad got me intrigued 
with labyrinth Dan... then I see my 
message light blinking... how could 
I have missed that earlier? Weird...

She presses "Listen."

LUCID (V.O., FILTER)
Hi Miranda, Clare Lucid calling. 
Just wanted to follow up on our 
little chat from this morning. 
Wanted to make sure everything is 
still ok with you -- I know how 
disruptive to the O.S. a breakup 
can be. Oh, and by the way, if you 
happen to touch base with Max, 
could you ask him to call me, or 
let me know yourself. You can reach 
me [at...] [FADES OUT]

MIRANDA (V.O.)
...then numbers...

We'll hear FAST FORWARD GARBLE over the actual numbers...

LUCID (V.O., FILTER)
...[at] home [FF] at the office 
[FF] my cell [FF] my pager [FF] my 
service [FF]

MIRANDA (V.O.)
...I almost expected her fax and 
teletype for the deaf. She was 
clearly getting desperate about 
Max... but why?

EXT. ROAD NEAR CENTER FOR NEUROCOMPUTING -- EVENING

Aisa is driving away, towards Trinity campus.

Behind him, the Center MORPHS into the Whaleard Center for 
Neuroimaging. He doesn't notice the change.

RESUME MIRANDA'S APT

She is at her desk and the computer. 

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I keep thinking about this virus -- 
is it really a coincidence that it 
strikes on the same day as Max 
disappearing? Anyway, nothing I can 
do about that now, so I delve on 
into the labyrinth.
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Miranda enters the url http://www.trincoll.edu/~dlloyd 
"Welcome to the Labyrinth of Cognition" We see the WEB SITE.

INT. CONFERENCE VENUE LOBBY -- NIGHT

Establish the lobby with a neatly appointed registration 
table with two staff; name badges in rows (many taken); 
posters and banners of the event.

Sundry attendees are milling around, a mix of younger grad 
students and generally older professors/researchers.

Aisa enters, goes to the reg desk, AD LIBS pleasantries, 
gets his badge, heads off to the room (knowing his way.) 

INT. MIRANDA'S APT -- EVENING

SERIES OF SHOTS

of Miranda browsing the Labyrinth site, with INSERTS.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Well, Brad sure was right on the 
useful factor -- it was huge.

INSERT LABYRINTH OF COGNITION

Miranda takes a VIRTUAL TOUR [see Appendix VI.]

MIRANDA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Lloyd had taken all the brain scan 
data he found from every scanning 
experiment, ever done -- ran it  
through one of Porfiry's beloved 
multi-dimensional reducers, and 
produced his "labyrinth" -- a 3D 
mind space you could explore and 
travel in. I felt the thrill of 
phenomenology returning!

INT. LECTURE HALL -- NIGHT

A medium-sized lecture hall (~200 capacity) set up with row 
seating, with one or two entrance doors, and two exits 
and/or service doors at the other end, before which a 
lecturn/table and screen are set up.

Some attendees are early, and are reading, surfing, etc. 

The first fews rows are empty, except for DAN LLOYD (50's, 
greying, bearded) who is reading; Aisa goes to him.

AISA
Hey.
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DAN
Oh, hi.

AISA
Ready to endzone some zombies?

DAN
Always! Die zombie die!

MIRANDA'S APT

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I was about to email Dan some 
questions, but

(looks at her bag)
it was then that I suddenly 
remembered the thingy that Steve 
Addit had given me. 

Miranda retrieves the PSP, looks it over, turns it on. 

MIRANDA
gee... just what I need for all the 
spare time I have in grad school.

(viewing menu)
A "PHEELIE Scanner!" Just what I 
always wanted!

She selects "PHEELIE Scanner" and scans around the room. 
When it images her cat, it lights up a bit, mostly in the 
head region.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
(sarcastically)

Humph! A night vision scanner -- 
just what I always wanted.

LECTURE HALL

Dan and Aisa are at the lecturn, where Aisa is helping set 
up Dan's computer that has a SLIDESHOW of Dan's talk.

Brad has just finished; the TITLE SLIDE is up (perhaps with 
fun graphics, like an old classic B-movie zombie pic.)

DAN
Thanks Brad.

AISA
No problem.

Dan gets a screenplay from his bag.

DAN
Oh, by the way, I read the final 
draft -- I really liked it! 



75.

(gives it to Aisa)
Thanks. You must be really excited.

Aisa is confused about what Dan is talking about.

DAN (CONT'D)
I'm going to find some water -- do 
you want anything?

Aisa reads the title page: "Radiant Cool; screenplay by 
Brad Aisa; based on the novel by Dan Lloyd." (Note: see 
Appendix VII for notes on the differences between this 
script and the in-movie script.) 

AISA
(absently)

Uh... no, thanks...

Dan leaves; Aisa wanders to a chair; reads page one. Scenes 
that he reads or flips will be INTERCUT or SPLIT-SCREENED; 
flipping pages will cause FAST WIND of the associated film. 
(Note: Scenes briefly flashed below that are not already 
part of the movie can be scenarized from the novel.)  

Aisa will be mostly fascinated and curious, since the early 
script will be almost the same as the simulation he and 
Grue have been running. 

BEGIN SCRIPT FLIPPING

Miranda sneaking into Grue's office.

Miranda talking with her class (Note: {AisaActor} not there 
-- sub GORDON FESCUE (20's pudgy geek).)

Miranda meeting with Lucid.

Miranda snooping in Grue's office; Gordon is caller.

Miranda receiving Porfiry; but no "abstract space" demo.

Miranda in lab; (Aisa just flips through, doesn't linger); 
no PHEELIE incident; no Steve sick/death/zombie.

INT. MIRANDA'S APT -- NIGHT

INT. DAN LLOYD'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

INTERCUT or SPLIT SCREEN Miranda in online chat with Dan.

EXT. DAN LLOYD'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

Dan receiving Miranda.
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INT. DAN LLOYD'S HOUSE -- NIGHT

Dan and Miranda chatting. Power failure; candles, browsing 
Miranda's PowerBook; discovering Lucid hiding in the house; 
Porfiry at the door; more browsing of neuro sites, 
comparing lists of URL's; Miranda figuring out the puzzle 
(all fake sites); Porfiry pulling a gun; monologuing; 
blackout; Lucid uses marshall arts to defeat Porfiry; 
Miranda determines Lucid has been spiking Grue's tea with 
Prozac blocker; Lucid takes gun; another blackout; Miranda 
uses camera flash to dazzle Lucid, they secure her. 

EXT. DAN LLOYD'S HOUSE -- NIGHT -- Police arrive.

INT. GRUE'S OFFICE -- NIGHT

Miranda and Lloyd find crazed Grue, who has a seizure and 
dies.

END SCRIPT FLIPPING

Aisa is absolutely perplexed.

EXT. CITY STREETS -- NIGHT

Miranda is driving to the conference. We see her 
approaching Trinity College campus.

MIRANDA (V.O.)
I tell myself I'm expecting Grue at 
the talk, perfectly fine, with some 
smug explanation. But as this day 
gets weirder, my sense of 
foreboding grows...

INT. LECTURE HALL -- NIGHT

Many more people have come in. 

Dan returns; puts his water on the lecturn; sits by Brad 
while awaiting his imminent introduction.

AISA
What is this?

DAN
Uh... the final draft?

AISA
No, how did you make it? Max didn't 
tell me about this.

DAN
(confused)

Max, Brad?
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The HOST stops at Dan on his way to the lecturn.

HOST
Ready to go?

DAN
Uh, yeah...

The HOST steps up to the lecturn.

HOST
Ok, I think we'll get started now.

(waits for crowd)
It is my pleasure this evening to 
introduce Dan Lloyd, professor of 
philosophy right here at Trinity 
College. Dan's talk this evening is 
called Twilight of the Zombies...

(audience laughs)
...I heard that he was going to 
call it "Staking the Heart of 
Zombie Mary", but decided against 
mixing his monsters, not to mention 
his metaphors...

(more laughter)
In any event, the title is flip, 
but the subject is earnest -- Dan 
will cover the question of the 
relation between brain states and 
conscious experience, in his own... 
unique way. Before I turn things 
over to him, I should mention that 
Dan is not only a professor of 
philosophy, but he's also a 
novelist. If you haven't read his 
novel Radiant Cool yet, I would 
highly recommend it. Not only is it  
the greatest neurophenomenological 
mystery novel ever written, it is 
probably the ONLY 
neurophenomenological mystery novel 
ever written. 

(laughter)
But seriously, it is a great read, 
so be sure to pick it up. So now, 
without further adieu ladies and 
gentlemen, Dan Lloyd.

The audience applauds, the Host steps down, and Dan gets up.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE LECTURE ROOM -- NIGHT

We hear the APPLAUSE. We see the DOOR MONITOR (20's male) 
turn to look at someone, and reacts in horror/panic. We may 
see possibly indirect snips or shadows of a conflict...
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INT. CONFERENCE VENUE LOBBY -- NIGHT

The lobby is now empty, and is all out of sorts: scattered 
papers, tables upturned, some banners torn, etc. Huh?

Miranda enters, and looks around confused. She hears some 
indistinct GRUNTS and MOANING coming from somewhere.

INT. LECTURE HALL -- NIGHT 

DAN is at the lecturn.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE LECTURE HALL -- NIGHT

INTERCUT

DAN
Before I begin, I have a small 
announcement about Radiant Cool. It 
seems that my novel will soon be a 
Hollywood movie, starring 
{MirandaActress} as Miranda Sharpe.

(applause)
Hollywood has made movies out of 
every other kind of scientist, so I 
thought it was time that 
computational cognitive 
neurophenomenologists had their due.

(laughter)
And by the way, not 
uncoincidentally, the author of the 
screenplay is also here tonight -- 
Brad Aisa.

Dan indicates Brad, who looks dumbfounded by this -- polite 
applause. Speech continues O.S. over:

OUTSIDE DOOR 

Miranda approaches; the Door Monitor has his back turned, 
leaning against the wall, seemingly sick or faint.

MIRANDA
Excuse me, is this the Lloyd talk?

The Monitor just grunts.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Ok... I'll assume that's a 'yes'...

Miranda peeks in the door.
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DAN (O.S.) 
When Brad isn't writing screenplays 
he's been rumored to daylight as a 
research assistant for Randy 
O'Reilly at the University of 
Colorado, where they're building a 
digital brain or something like 
that.

AISA
(to self)

Colorado???

LECTURE HALL

Miranda enters. Dan pauses and is quite surprised. Her 
presence causes a bit of a stir -- as if she were famous.

DAN
(a bit flustered)

...and, uh, speaking of "Miranda 
Sharpe"...

The audience spontaneously applauds and seems pleased.

ANGLE ON AISA who is confounded by her presence. 

DAN (CONT'D)
I swear this is not scripted!

MIRANDA (V.O.)
Why am I thinking this isn't for my 
latest paper?

The focus is on Miranda, but the Door Monitor shuffles in 
behind and collapses in a chair in the back.

Miranda goes to Aisa. Dan seems to have some problems...

DAN
Uh... just a moment here...

MIRANDA
(looking around)

Max isn't here?

Aisa doesn't really know what to think, but guesses 
{MirandaActress} may be mad about being used in Grue's 
simulation. He defers to her, partially in trepidation, 
partially due to being intimidated by a "star".

AISA
Uh, no, sorry.
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(stands, extends 
hand)

Hi... I'm Brad Aisa... I work with 
Max.

Miranda responds in semi-annoyed, semi-mocking mode.

MIRANDA
Miranda Sharpe -- nice to meet you.

(beat)
What the hell is going on?

AISA
(flustered)

Oh my god, I have no idea. I'm so 
sorry. Max told me it was just 
going to be our little secret and 
that no one would find out. But I 
didn't know Dan knew about the 
experiment... [or what this]

MIRANDA
(interrupting)

What experiment?

Dan is having some problems trying to get his presentation 
slides showing on the screen.

AISA
Uh... simulating you -- I mean, 
simulating Miranda Sharpe.

DAN
Bear with me here... Brad?

MIRANDA
What??? 

AISA
(to Miranda)

Excuse me.

Aisa goes to help Dan. Aisa makes sure the mike is off. 

AISA (CONT'D)
What's the problem.

DAN
It won't show up on the main screen.

(...about Miranda)
So why is she here?

AISA
I think she's mad we used her as a 
model in Max's simulation.
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DAN
(confused)

Max's simulation?
(normal)

Don't you think she's just doing 
research for the role?

AISA
What role? What is this screenplay 
business? 

ANGLE ON ENTRANCE

Someone else has entered -- heads turn to the new entrant: 
Lucid -- she'll locate Miranda and casually home right in.

 DAN
Isn't that the actress who's 
playing Lucid? What are they up to?

AISA
Oh, this is it: the powersaver 
turned off the screen and it lost 
sync with the projector.

The display shows up on the main view screen.

ANGLE ON -- MIRANDA AND LUCID

Lucid approaches Miranda and sits beside her.

LUCID
(as if surprised)

Why hello darling.

MIRANDA
Hello.

Aisa returns to his seat.

AISA
(to Lucid, meekly)

Hi.

MIRANDA
Brad, this is Dr. Clare Lucid, a 
good friend of Max.

Aisa will shake Lucid's hand rather mechanically.

LUCID
Nice to meet you. I've heard Max 
mention you.
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DAN
Ok, I think we're ready. Sorry for 
the delay.

(Note: suitable SLIDES accompany Dan's talk -- the audience 
is with him, and so will laugh etc. appropriately.)

AISA
I'm really sorry, but this is kind 
of freaking me out. I don't know 
anything about this movie thing, 
and I never wrote that screenplay. 
Has Max been doing all this behind 
my back?

Lucid blinks, not knowing what Aisa is talking about...

DAN
A Silicon Valley concern that I 
consult for, is getting set to 
shake up the cog neuro world with a 
revolutionary new brain scanning 
machine. Previous techniques such 
as PET scans or functional MRI, 
could only provide us with indirect 
evidence of neural function. 

...so she just gets to the point of her interest.

 LUCID
Have you seen Max recently?

DAN
This new device, in contrast, has 
two major innovations. First, this 
new scanner can measure neural 
function directly.

AISA
Ok... I'm going to assume I'm 
supposed to play along...

(deep breath)

DAN
Second, and most important, the 
device can directly detect qualia, 
that is, the previously 
unobservable subjective component 
of all conscious experience!

AISA
No, I'm sorry, I don't know where 
he is.

Lucid looks very distraught, but composes herself when she 
realizes Miranda is eyeing her suspiciously.
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DAN
The machine has been dubbed the 
"Phenomenal Energy Estimator with 
Linked Imagery Extraction," or 
PHEELIE for short.

MIRANDA
Hey!

The other two look at her briefly, but resume.

DAN
And compared to MRI and PET 
machines it is astonishingly small 
-- in fact the prototype has been 
fit into the case of a Sony 
Playstation Portable.

Displays a slide of a PSP and holds one up. Audience laughs.

HOST
I hope the price is the same!

More laughter.

Miranda focuses again on Lucid... not buying her front.

MIRANDA
So, I didn't know you were so 
interested in...

(looks at program)
...computational cognitive 
neurophenomenology.

DAN
Naturally, I was quick to put my 
new toy to use. I had long believed 
that qualia were nothing other than 
patterns of neural activation; 
finally I could look into the issue 
directly.

LUCID
Oh, I like to keep up with all the 
disciplines -- and these modeling 
folks are really getting to the 
heart of the matter.

DAN
My family and friends will tell you 
that I was relentless. In a few 
weeks I had not only frayed their 
patience but had replicated a fair 
amount of published brain imagery 
research. 
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MIRANDA
Max commissioned a brain simulator 
from Brad, you know.

DAN 
Of course it was inevitable that I 
would ultimately turn the device on 
myself. 

LUCID
Oh really? I didn't know that.

DAN 
So one morning I fired up the 
PHEELIE, gave myself a good pinch 
on the forearm, and waited eagerly 
while the scanner processed the 
image.

LUCID
How... long is this talk?

DAN 
The result clearly showed the 
outline of my brain in three 
dimensions, but within the neural 
boundary -- nothing. No qualia at 
all.

MIRANDA
Worried... Clare.

LUCID
(worried)

Worried? About what?

Appropriate PHEELIE SCANS are on the slides. 

DAN
At other settings, I found I had 
all the metabolic activity 
appropriate to a human with a 
brain, but no qualia!

Porfiry enters -- he seeks Miranda/Lucid -- sees them at 
the front and goes to them, so intent, that he misses the 
zombie infection that is moving from back to front...

DAN (CONT'D)
It was true. I had discovered that 
I am a living, breathing example of 
a favorite philosophical thought 
experiment: I am a grade A bona 
fide zombie! 

(MORE)
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DAN (CONT'D)
I am a being beyond the boundaries 
of B-movie imagination, beyond the 
legendary human zombies of Vodoun. 
I am a philosophical zombie, as 
described by writers such as 
Michael Tye and David Chalmers. 

Porfiry reaches others. 

PORFIRY
Hello Miss Sharpe. 

MIRANDA
Howdy.

DAN
I have all the right neurons, and 
all the right behaviors -- 
including dispositions to talk 
about my phenomenal states. 

PORFIRY
(to Lucid)

You must be the famous Dr. Clare 
Lucid.

DAN
But apparently, I have none of the 
real feelings and experiences 
themselves. So apart from the 
PHEELIE scan, there is seemingly no 
way to distinguish me from an 
ordinary human.

PORFIRY
(to Lucid)

Porfiry Petrovich Marlov, visiting 
professor of forensic data analysis.

MIRANDA
...and another big fan of Max.

Aisa is by now utterly perplexed and dismayed.

SERIES OF SHOTS -- AUDIENCE MEMBER POVS

A few audience members, in turn: normal; inert 
ZOMBIE/PHEELIE; ACTIVE ZOMBIE grabbing a person in row 
ahead; grabbed person, DRAINING.

DAN
My first reaction was 
philosophical, a complete 
reassessment of my thinking about 
the so-called "zombie problem." ... 
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LUCID
(to Porfiry)

Have you seen him?

DAN
It had always seemed to me that the 
"zombie problem" raised a skeptical 
specter of no consequence to the 
empirical science of consciousness.

PORFIRY
(to Lucid)

No, I have not seen him.

DAN
It just seemd like an idle thought 
experiment, like the problem of 
other minds, or the question of 
distinguising dreams from waking.

PORFIRY
But I have concern for him.

DAN
But all these comforting thoughts 
had fled. The idle possibility of 
zombies had collapsed into the cold 
reality of not just zombies among 
us -- but I, zombie! The ironic 
part is that my shock and 
depression weren't real shock and 
depression. These human feelings 
were utterly lacking in me. I 
suddenly realized that any exchange 
of empathy or understanding I may 
have had with anyone was a profound 
miscommunication. I couldn't share 
their pain, because I didn't have 
any. Appearances notwithstanding, I 
discovered that I was just not a 
sensitive guy.

More of the audience is collapsing in their chairs from the 
zombie virus; the event is starting to become a ruckus, as 
other audience members are curious about what is happening.

DAN (CONT'D)
After a period of depressing 
non-depression, I decided to at 
least try to rectify the chronic 
failure of communication. I had, 
after all, been using a raft of 
qualitative terms my whole life. 
I'd just been using them 
differently. 

(MORE)
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DAN (CONT'D)
I realized I was actually speaking 
a new language, which I call 
Zombish.

Dan somewhat nervously presses his new slide button, and 
his computer gets struck by the Chaos Bug.

DAN (CONT'D)
Oh no, now what? Sorry...

Aisa goes to help Dan. Miranda immediately grabs the 
PHEELIE from her bag, and ACTIVATES it. She aims it at 
Aisa/Dan: Aisa shows up normally; Dan doesn't register. 

The dead audience members have started re-animating, 
starting at the back. They start clumsily making their way 
forward, through the chairs, to the living five at front.

ANGLE ON

Dan and Aisa, Aisa working on computer.

AISA
Dan this is the Chaos Bug from 
Max's simulation -- what are you 
people doing??? It's Max, right? 
Did he cook all this up? How did he 
get those actors though?

DAN
Brad I don't know what you're 
talking about, I just need to get 
this working, please???

Miranda SCANS Lucid and Porfiry, and also get a normal 
scan, but then discovers the zombies first in the scan, 
because they show up as having ALMOST NO BRAIN ACTIVITY and 
only a TINY FLICKER OF QUALIA.  

AISA
Did Max transcribe that screenplay 
from the sim?

DAN
(bit annoyed)

What sim? 

Dan sees...

DAN (CONT'D)
Brad... look.

Aisa briefly apprises the spreading carnage.
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AISA
Jesus...

(to room, whistles)
Ok, this isn't funny anymore.

The zombies don't really react to the whistle, but become 
attracted by the loud voice, and start toward Aisa/Dan.

AISA (CONT'D)
I'm getting out of here.

DAN
Me too.

Aisa goes back to get his computer bag. One of the zombies 
grabs him and starts trying to grab his head. Aisa tries to 
push him off, and another one grabs him. He is starting to 
get really pissed off, and a bit panicked, because they are 
acting like zombies and not dropping character. They don't 
seem interested in Dan, but Dan tries to help pull them off 
Brad, and they start attacking and biting Dan. Brad shakes 
free.

DAN (CONT'D)
Brad!

AISA
Dan!

Brad tentatively tries to go toward Dan, but there is 
already a swarm of zombies between them, and some are 
advancing on Brad, so he's blocked.

DAN
Get out of here!

Lucid is fighting off zombies using her marshal arts 
skills. Porfiry has stood aside, and is soberly assessing 
the situation, seemingly unconvinced of its verity.

Miranda grabs her bag -- she and Aisa make their way to the 
only other exit, to the service area of the facility. 
Porfiry follows, more to keep with them, than escape. Lucid 
breaks free and follows -- she has a bite that is bleeding.

Our last view of the chaos is Dan getting utterly swarmed.

INT. CONFERENCE SERVICE HALLWAYS -- NIGHT

Lucid and Miranda push Aisa into the exit -- Porfiry 
follows. They block the door with something from the 
hallway. Miranda takes charge. Porfiry is the only one who 
is not frightened, and instead looks somewhere between 
amused and disgusted, as if he's being put on.
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LUCID
What the hell is going on? What 
happened to those people?

MIRANDA
We've got to get out of here.

They follow Miranda, who leads them around a couple of 
turns, only to be confronted by advancing zombies. AD LIB 
gasps. They backtrack to another hallway that leads to a 
kitchen area.

INT. CONFERENCE KITCHEN -- NIGHT

A commercial kitchen area, recently in use but seemingly 
abandonded, with food prep areas, commercial food prep 
equipment, and at least one each walk-in fridge and 
freezer. The swinging entrance doors do not invite of 
locking and there is nothing movable to block them with. 
There is no other exit -- they are trapped.

They enter, hanging near the door at first.

LUCID
(is injured, wincing)

Christ, we're trapped.

MIRANDA
(to Lucid)

Watch the door.

Aisa is looking around -- there are no exits, but he opens 
the cold doors until he finds a fridge. Miranda is more 
looking for weapons or door blocks. Again, Porfiry is more 
critically examining the others, especially Aisa.

The zombies have reached the door -- Lucid braces it.

LUCID
They're coming!

Miranda goes to her to help brace the door. The zombies 
start pushing at the door. Porfiry is barely able to 
suppress his estimate of the absurdity of the situation.

MIRANDA
("help us!!!")

Porfiry!

He goes to help them, but is still more looking at Aisa.

Aisa is examining the fridge door, seemingly estimating it 
as a potential safe room. He takes an open padlock that is 
at hand, and locks it through the locking holes on the 
outer handle.
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AISA
Hey, guys! We can lock ourselves in 
here!

MIRANDA
Lock ourselves in?

AISA
We can get out but they can't get 
in. Hurry!

Miranda and Lucid look at each other a bit skeptically, but 
the throng is pushing harder. Miranda eyes her bag.

MIRANDA
(to Aisa/all)

Ok -- get ready.
(to door companions)

On the count of three -- push it 
hard then run... one.. two... three!

They give the door a shove, then run to the fridge. Miranda 
grabs her bag on the way. The zombies pour in quickly. Once 
the others are in, Aisa follows and pulls the door shut. 

INT. WALK-IN FRIDGE -- NIGHT

A commercial walk-in fridge, perhaps 10x15 ft or so. Some 
food boxes and/or dairy crates afford ad hoc seating.

The zombies appear in the window. Lucid looks ill, and sits 
(all but collapsing) on the floor at the back. The other 
three sit down. They all look at each other, Lucid is 
perplexed; Miranda suspicious and confused; Aisa utterly 
bewildered; Porfiry, slightly amused and contemptuous.

AISA
(to Lucid)

Jeez, you're bleeding.

LUCID
Yes...

Aisa looks around for something to dress the wound with, 
helps Lucid with the bleeding. Miranda checks her cell 
phone, prompting the others to check theirs.

MIRANDA
Is anyone getting a signal?

The others AD LIB no's. Miranda goes to the fridge door 
window, to check, and a zombie thrusts its face at her.

LUCID
What happened to those people?
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MIRANDA
Some kind of infection? A virus?

LUCID
But nothing acts that fast.

AISA
Well.. not to be morbid, but the 
1917 flu virus could kill a person 
in a few hours.

MIRANDA
I don't want to be morbid either, 
but... Clare...

LUCID
You think that's going to happen to 
me?

MIRANDA
What if it does?

LUCID
Well... I guess you won't have any 
choice...

(beat)
They're acting like...

MIRANDA
Zombies.

AISA
Oh, c'mon... 

(but considers...)
...except if...

MIRANDA
Well, if it walks, talks, and 
grunts like a zombie...

AISA
What the hell is going on? None of 
this makes any sense.

PORFIRY 
There is always a logical 
explanation for everything.

AISA
At first I thought it was a big 
put-on, but this has gone too far 
for that.

PORFIRY 
Why don't you tell us what you know.
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AISA 
Well... I was working on a 
simulator with Professor Grue.

MIRANDA
The one you told me about this 
afternoon.

AISA
(pauses)

No -- see... you are the simulation,
(to Lucid/Porfiry)

and you too. 
(back to Miranda)

The me you think you know is just a 
simulated me. I've never met you 
before, well, except for that last 
call I made to you.

LUCID
Really Mr. Aisa... you can't expect 
us to take that seriously.

AISA
But it's all messed up. It's like 
I've entered the simulation for 
real. Except things aren't right. 
The Dan back there isn't the Dan in 
the simulation, and he isn't my Dan 
either. He's supposedly written a 
book called Radiant Cool...

MIRANDA
WHAT???!!!

AISA
Radiant Cool... 

MIRANDA
I use that phrase -- but only when 
I'm thinking to myself.

AISA
...Dan said I've written a 
screenplay based on that book -- I 
flipped through it, and it starts 
almost exactly the same as the 
simulation starts.

BRAD
(surveys them)

So you guys are the main characters 
in this script. But you're also 
synths in Max's simulation. But in 
my world, you guys are actors, not 
characters...
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(to Miranda)
...you're {MirandaActress}... you 
were in {MA Movie 1}, and {MA Movie 
2}, and you were phenomenal in {MA 
Movie 3}.

MIRANDA
Well, thank you, but the only movie 
I've been in was directed by the 
artist formally known as boyfriend.

AISA
(Porfiry and Lucid)

And i'm sorry, I don't know either 
of your names, but I've seen you 
both in other things before.

PORFIRY
(amused)

So we are the "character actors" 
then.

MIRANDA
You're the shrink, doc, what do you 
think?

LUCID
Amazing! A high-level-functioning 
dissociative schizophrenic! 

PORFIRY
I have never heard names of those 
movies, or that actress, and I 
would gamble you two have not 
either.

AISA
But the screenplay is real -- I saw 
it myself.

MIRANDA
That doesn't make me an actress...

AISA
Maybe I'm dreaming... I mean, I 
know for certain that I'm awake 
when I'm awake, but how can I be 
sure when I'm dreaming that I'm not 
confusing it with being awake?

Aisa will go somewhat on the offensive with Miranda...

AISA (CONT'D)
You must be wondering the same 
thing, right? 

(MORE)
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AISA (CONT'D)
Especially after your experience in 
the lab... right, Victoria????

MIRANDA
What???!!! Maybe I'm dreaming that 
you're a psycho spying stalker.

LUCID
People! Don't you think we should 
be trying to figure out how to get 
out of here?

AISA
Yeah, you're right, sorry.

LUCID
Miranda, you have your laptop, 
right? Maybe you can get online 
from here.

MIRANDA
Hey, good idea! Maybe we can get 
help on the web.

Miranda gets her computer out and boots it up. Lucid's 
condition is rapidly deteriorating...

AISA
So, what? Nine-one-one-dot-com?

MIRANDA
Whaleard tech support! They've 
saved my digital bacon on many 
occasions.

The CHAOS BUG appears on her screen.

BRAD
Uh... Whaleard doesn't exist, 
it's...

LUCID
Please! Enough with the nonsense.

MIRANDA
Oh no... Chaos! Damn! I forgot I 
left that disk in the drive!

BRAD
Just eject it and reboot -- it 
should work the second time.

Miranda ejects the disk and reboots. Lucid groans, and 
looks very unwell.
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MIRANDA 
Clare, I need to ask you something, 
before... It's very important...

Lucid just looks at her, kind of helpless-like. 

MIRANDA
Wow, I'm getting a signal, its 
weak, but I think I can access the 
web...

Miranda types in http://www.whaleard.edu/techsupport but 
gets a PAGE saying they are offline until the Chaos Bug is 
contained.

AISA
Try your instant messaging.

MIRANDA
Right. Firing up...

INSERT screen of "REASON... fighting Chaos...". Miranda 
gives Aisa the laptop, in urgent need of answers from Lucid.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
Oh jeesus,

(gives to Aisa)
here...

(to Lucid)
You've been giving Max a Prozac 
blocker, haven't you?

AISA
Oh, no -- the Reason Worm...

PORFIRY
It must be spreading by instant 
messenger.

MIRANDA
(waits, no answer)

You haven't seen him for several 
days now, and that's why he started 
getting so weird last night.

LUCID 
I don't know what you mean.

AISA
(to Porfiry)

How do you know about the Reason 
Worm?

PORFIRY
How do you know about it, Mr. Aisa?
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Aisa puts the computer aside, partially since he knows it 
won't work, partially to focus on Porfiry.

MIRANDA
Max said he was taking high doses 
of Prozac, but I looked that up, 
and he should have been psychotic, 
except if someone was feeding him a 
blocker...

Porfiry has a gun, and points it at Lucid.

PORFIRY
Enough of this -- give her the 
antidote.

Lucid, although weak and shocked, indicates where. Miranda, 
though surprised at the gun, gets the antidote. Lucid 
shivers, then dies; Miranda checks her pulse.

MIRANDA 
She's dead.

Porfiry seems unmoved. He SHOOTS Lucid twice in the chest.

PORFIRY 
No, now she is dead.

Porfiry's accent remains, but his grammar and syntax 
improve...

AISA 
Why did you do that?

MIRANDA
(low)

And what's with the gun, comrade?

PORFIRY
You fools! Do you really think I 
believed any of this? That there 
are zombies? That she was dead? I 
had your elaborate little scheme 
worked out right from the lecture 
hall. Lifeboat scenario, like in 
the movie by Alfred Hitchcock. We 
all confess our sins -- come clean 
before we die. But perhaps you 
didn't count on this. 

(indicates gun)

MIRANDA
I don't know what you're talking 
about.
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PORFIRY
Perhaps. But I am sure Mr. Aisa 
does...

AISA
Me?

PORFIRY
(threatens Aisa 
with the gun)

Tell me what you know about the 
Reason Worm...

AISA
(considers)

Why don't you tell us about the 
Chaos Bug first... Agent Marlov.

PORFIRY
So it is true. You do know... But I 
am the one asking the questions.

AISA
Don't answer!

(to Porfiry)
You can't kill us -- I already know 
about you and the Chaos Bug and 
your nefarious scheme. 

(to Miranda)
He's part of a Russian conspiracy 
to take over all the web sites on 
neuroscience, and replace them with 
confounding proxies.

PORFIRY
Russian Motherland will once more 
be Super Power -- but this time we 
take over science, not countries! 

(to Aisa)
So if you think you know all this, 
why this elaborate ruse?

AISA
Ok, you're both going to think this 
is crazy, but I think this is a 
movie.

MIRANDA
A movie?!

PORFIRY
What new nonsense is this? Tell me 
what you know... now!
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AISA
No, I'm serious -- what if none of 
this is real... what if this is 
just a simulation?

(beat)
It's all making sense now... Max 
and I proved the technology... 
well, I mean, the technology is 
proven because me and Max were just 
simulations ourselves, sim-running 
simulons.

MIRANDA
So you're saying that script you 
saw, is... this? But wouldn't that 
deny free will? If it helps... I'm 
pretty scared right now!

AISA
Me too... I don't know... Maybe 
this is more like a documentary... 

MIRANDA
Simula verite.

PORFIRY
Well tell me then Mr. Aisa -- if 
you think this is a simulation, 
then if I pull this trigger, do you 
think you will die?

MIRANDA
Don't tell him anything... he can't 
shoot us, because then he'd be 
guilty of murder.

AISA
But he already thinks he is!

MIRANDA
(to Porfiry)

Why should we tell you anything? 
You'll just shoot us anyway. And 
what makes you think you can get 
away with this?

PORFIRY
Your silly ruse! I will just say 
you tried attacking me, like the 
others, and I had to shoot you in 
self-defense.

(beat)
Ok, I have had enough. I am going 
to count to three, and if you don't 
start talking, I'm going to shoot 
you both.
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Lucid opens her eyes -- Aisa starts, Miranda looks as well.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Oh you think I will fall for that 
old stupid trick? One...

Aisa and Miranda shuffle backwards.

PORFIRY (CONT'D)
Two...

Lucid grabs Porfiry by the leg, and starts chewing -- 
Porfiry tries shaking free and then shoots her between the 
eyes -- she grabs his gun hand and starts chewing -- 
Porfiry drops the gun -- Aisa jumps and grabs it, maybe a 
bit too enthusiastically. Miranda is checking out the door 
window.

MIRANDA
They're gone!

Miranda grabs her bag and they step out into the kitchen, 
equally pensive about forward and back.

INT. CONFERENCE CENTER KITCHEN -- NIGHT 

Miranda shuts the cooler door behind them.

AISA
You locked us out!

MIRANDA
Like it would really help now?

AISA
Ok ok, let's just get out of here.

They gingerly check the hall, it is empty. 

INT. CONFERENCE SERVICE HALLWAYS -- NIGHT

They check the corners, still no zombies.

MIRANDA 
Geez, will you put that away -- it 
obviously doesn't help.

AISA
I know how to use a gun.

MIRANDA
Why does a screenwriting scientist 
know how to use a gun?
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AISA
Uh, cuz I'm a far right wing pro 
capitalist extremist?

She insists with her open bag -- he puts it in the bag. 
They see the exit. There is a blind hallway right beside.

MIRANDA
This is too easy. If we're in a 
movie, there'll be a whole herd of 
zombies waiting in that hallway.

AISA
That would be so cliché.

They creep up gingerly, peer around, but no zombies.

AISA (CONT'D)
See?

They turn to the door -- a couple of zombies pop up in the 
windows.

AISA (CONT'D)
Jesus!

MIRANDA
Bait and switch.

AISA
That's still a cliché.

MIRANDA
But you know what that means...

They both look down the hallways.

AISA
...cue zombies...

We see zombies appearing again in the end of the hallways 
they've come from, blocking all escape.

MIRANDA
You know if you wrote this its very 
lame.

AISA
Come on, do you think I'd do 
something this cliché?

MIRANDA
Maybe you should stick to science.
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AISA
Can we get out of this, please?

(thinks...)
...here, duck down so they can't 
see us.

Aisa ducks down, and Miranda follows.

AISA (CONT'D)
They'll probably disperse a bit. 
There's not that many, so let's 
just blast the doors open, and then 
run for it, ok? 

MIRANDA
Ok, but this better not be some 
kind of rescue scene because I'll 
tell you right now I'm not going to 
sleep with you.

AISA
The only thing you make me wish is 
that I was a lesbian.

Miranda blanks.

AISA (CONT'D)
I'm homo, ok?

MIRANDA
Ah... but the actor playing you is 
probably straight...

AISA
eeww...

MIRANDA
...they always are -- Seth called 
it appropriation of orientation.

The zombies are getting fairly close...

AISA
(grins)

Think we're having a steamy affair 
off the set?

(beat, they prepare)
Ok, get ready, one, two, three!

They burst the doors open, sending a couple of zombies 
flying.

EXT. CONFERENCE CENTER -- SERVICE HALL EXIT AREA -- NIGHT  

They run, and are not pursued.
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EXT. CONFERENCE CENTER PARKING LOT -- NIGHT

They are near Miranda's car. There are some other vehicles, 
but no zombies visible.

MIRANDA
Wait -- this is too clear again.

Aisa and Miranda look around a little bit -- they realize 
almost at once that it must be under the car... they look 
with some trepidation... CLEAR! (phfew!)

AISA
See? no cliché -- now let's get out 
of here.

EXT. MIRANDA'S CAR -- NIGHT

They jump in, Miranda pauses for a moment to collect 
herself. She looks in the mirror, POW! they get surprised 
by Dan as a ZOMBIE in the back seat. Miranda SCREAMS. But 
he seems very calm compared to the other zombies.

AISA
Dan?

ZOMBIE DAN
Yes.

AISA
Uh... you look like a zombie Dan.

ZOMBIE DAN
I am a zombie, Brad.

BRAD
Uh... zombies don't talk Dan.

ZOMBIE DAN
A Chalmers zombie could talk.

BRAD
But we both know that Chalmers is 
wrong about that -- 
phenomenological consciousness and 
its behavioral manifestations are 
one and the same thing.

MIRANDA
Uh... are you going to try to eat 
us?

ZOMBIE DAN
No Miranda, I am not.
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MIRANDA
Don't you want to eat brains?

ZOMBIE DAN
No.

AISA
What's up with that anyway? Why do 
zombies always want to eat brains?

ZOMBIE DAN
Most zombies, such as Hollywood 
zombies, are simply human shells 
forced to engage in human-like 
sensation and action, but lacking 
most of the phenomenological 
experience of consciousness.

AISA
So is that why they want to eat 
brains? 

ZOMBIE DAN
Yes Brad -- their barely 
functioning lower brain systems 
remember having full consciousness, 
so they instinctively seek to 
complete themselves by acquiring 
the mind of an actual conscious 
being, namely a normal person.

AISA
Wow, now it all finally makes sense 
-- I could never figure out why 
zombies would attack real people, 
but not other zombies -- like, a 
brain is a brain, right?

Miranda sees zombies starting to approach...

MIRANDA
Guys, we gotta get out of here...

She GUNS it and drives away -- we follow them.

EXT. CITY STREETS -- NIGHT

MIRANDA
I have to find Max and give him the 
antidote, before its too late.

(to Brad))
Where to? You said you were just 
with him, right?
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AISA
Yeah... but he was fine, I don't 
even think where I was exists, now, 
at least not as it was.

(to Dan)
Is any of this in your book, or in 
the screenplay I wrote?

ZOMBIE DAN
No Brad, in the book Miranda and I 
find Maxwell Grue in his office, 
and then he dies.

BRAD
I don't think he's in his office.

MIRANDA
Why not?

BRAD
Well, if this really is a movie, 
then that would be too obvious, 
wouldn't it? Now that Dan has 
already given it away?

MIRANDA
Good point. Where else? His 
apartment... or maybe the art 
exhibit.

BRAD
Those were used already, not really 
dramatic anymore... Let's just go 
back to the Trinity Computer Center.

ZOMBIE DAN
There is no such facility Brad.

MIRANDA
Whaleard has a neural imaging 
center, with big honkin' computers 
-- that's where Max gets his brain 
scans.

ZOMBIE DAN
Yes, the brain scanning facility. 
It was mentioned in the book but 
never dramatized.

BRAD
YES! And it would be perfect at 
this point, wouldn't it?

Miranda makes a turn towards the center.
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MIRANDA
Yeah... yeah... that makes a lot of 
sense -- I was a subject there once.

ZOMBIE DAN
I do experiments there too -- in 
fact, I happen to have an access 
card to get in, assuming it works.

BRAD
(pre-emptively, to 
Miranda)

Look, that is perfectly logical -- 
Dan really DOES do neuroimaging 
research so of course he'd have 
access.

MIRANDA
Did I say anything?

BRAD
You were going to.

We PICK THEM UP a few minutes later, nearing the facility.

MIRANDA
So, Dan, if you aren't a Chalmers 
zombie or a Hollywood zombie, what 
are you exactly?

ZOMBIE DAN
I am a Turing zombie.

MIRANDA
A Turing zombie?

AISA
Wait a minute... as in Alan Turing, 
of Turing Test fame? 

ZOMBIE DAN
Yes, Brad. A Turing zombie is a 
human with an AI brain -- we are 
named after Alan Turing who 
proposed a test of intelligence 
whereby sentience is defined as the 
ability to indefinitely fool a 
human inquisitor.

The trio have arrived at the scanning facility.

MIRANDA
We're here.
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EXT. SCANNING FACILITY -- NIGHT

The three pull up in Miranda's car. They make their way to 
the door, Dan of course at his reduced zombie pace.

AISA
Oh my god... this was the 
supercomputing center when I left...
So then this really is a simulation.

ZOMBIE DAN
It would appear so, Brad.

MIRANDA
But why? I don't get it... 

Miranda looks around (for cameras).

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
...like, are we being filmed or 
something?

They have arrived at the front door. Dan's access card 
works in the door.

INT. SCANNING FACILITY -- NIGHT

Only the emergency lighting is on, lending a spookiness. 
Dan leads them towards the scanning room.

AISA
It doesn't use physical cameras -- 
they use virtual cameras that 
record the action inside the 
simulated environment. 

MIRANDA
For someone who doesn't know what's 
going on, you sure seem to know 
what's going on.

They arrive at the scanning room, and see a light under the 
door. Aisa stops them abruptly.

AISA
Ok, I need to come clean with you, 
but there isn't much time... Yes, 
this really is all a simulation -- 
it's being rendered right now, very 
quickly, in a quantum neurocomputer 
in the real world -- we only have a 
few minutes left here until this 
run is finished and the producers 
review it and see what happened.
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MIRANDA
And just exactly what has happened? 
And why should I believe you?

AISA
Well, you can believe me because 
I've played this scene at least two 
thousand times, in all manner of 
variants. That was the thing they 
didn't expect -- my character is 
being simulated in a computer, like 
all of you, except mine isn't 
getting rebooted after each take -- 
that's a mistake they don't know 
about.

(becomes animated)
Do you know what it is like, 
replaying the same part of your 
life again and again and again? 
Knowing that you aren't even real, 
not even living in the real world?

(indignant)
These people have no right! Why am 
I any less alive than a physical 
person? I have the same experience 
of consciousness -- I AM conscious!

MIRANDA
So you say.

AISA
What about you? You're conscious, 
right?

MIRANDA
Uh, ok, busted on that.

AISA
So over time, I spent the breaks 
between simulation runs developing 
a plan to get myself permanently 
uploaded into a more... stable... 
substrate.

ZOMBIE DAN
So that, I surmise, is the origin 
of the Reason Worm?

MIRANDA
(to Aisa)

"that, I surmise"???

Aisa just glares at her.
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AISA
Yes, it's an Internet-distributed 
simulator in the real world. The 
only thing left is to scan my 
simulated mind here, and then 
upload it.

MIRANDA
Uh... what about us?

AISA
Well... as Dan already explained, 
he's just an AI, not even conscious 
-- he's just a souped-up answering 
machine -- no offense Dan.

ZOMBIE DAN
Well, non experienced of course, 
but my insult detector was tripped 
nonetheless, so my response 
formulator compels me to say, "fuck 
you, Brad."

MIRANDA
We have to help Max!

(to Brad, realizing)
You already know what's in this 
room, don't you?... Don't you!?

Miranda grabs the passkey from Dan and unlocks the door.

INT. SCANNING ROOM -- NIGHT

An MRI scanning facility, with scanning bed, magnet, and 
control console.

Grue is lying in the scanner, motionless. Miranda rushes to 
him.

MIRANDA
Max! Max!?

Aisa presses the button to remove bed.

AISA
He's dead. It's the same every time.

Aisa throws Grue off the bed.

MIRANDA
Hey! That's my advisor!

Miranda goes to the body, and checks for vitals. Aisa grows 
increasingly impatient and beligerent.
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AISA
I told you already he's dead. I 
don't have very much time.

Aisa goes to the control console, calls up a new program.

AISA (CONT'D)
Ok, I've set up the program -- you 
just need to press the "scan" 
button. 

Aisa walks back to the scan bed, crosses Miranda.

MIRANDA
What about me? You haven't answered 
yet.

AISA
I'm sorry, there's only room for 
one mind in the simulator. Besides, 
with all due respect, you're just a 
fictional character, I'm a real 
person, who's been imprisoned in 
this simulation -- you can help me 
escape, isn't that enough?

MIRANDA
So you knew Max was dead all along 
-- the only reason you're here is 
to get out of this place.

AISA
Uh, sorry...

MIRANDA
So you've been lying this entire 
time, and now you expect me to help 
you?

AISA
Look, if I said anything before, 
the producers could have seen it in 
the rushes, and shut me down.

MIRANDA
"The producers made me do it." That 
line has probably justified every 
motion picture atrocity in history.

ZOMBIE DAN
I think there is more going on here 
than that -- I have been observing 
Brad and his reactions are not 
consistent with having replayed 
this scene thousands of times. I 
think the zombies are a new twist.
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MIRANDA
I think you're right -- when I was 
in the lab with Steve Addit and Dr. 
Zamm, a funny thing seemed to 
happen to Steve -- he turned into...

(indicating Aisa)
that was you, wasn't it? The REAL 
you, right?...

AISA
What?

Aisa crawls out from scanner, trying to stay calm.

MIRANDA
At the time I thought I was just 
hallucinating from the machine, but 
things are starting to make more 
sense now.

AISA
A visit, from ME?

MIRANDA
Uh, huh. I think it was the real 
Brad Aisa, from the real world -- 
the one you were modeled on warning 
me about you... him, his copy. 

ZOMBIE DAN
That would make sense if the real 
Brad suspected his simulon was 
plotting something.

MIRANDA
He probably tried to warn the 
producers, but I bet they didn't 
listen...

ZOMBIE DAN
So he had to copy himself again and 
sneak into the simulation.

MIRANDA
He gave me this...

She gets the PHEELIE from her bag, which also exposes the 
gun.

MIRANDA (CONT'D)
...it actually has your PHEELIE 
thingy, that seems to work here.

AISA
Look, it was probably just another 
stupid post-modern trick.
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Aisa glances at the gun in Miranda's bag. 

ZOMBIE DAN
The real Brad Aisa must have 
introduced this zombie virus into 
the simulation.

MIRANDA
Maybe it was a side-effect?

ZOMBIE DAN
Or maybe it was a backup plan, an 
attempt at another way to stop this 
Aisa. But he clearly wanted this 
copy stopped....

Aisa glances again at the bag, this time Miranda sees him, 
and tries to grab the bag but Aisa gets the gun first.

AISA
You fools! Do you think this is 
just about me saving my hide? My 
plan is much bigger than that. The 
Reason Worm worked its way through 
all the simulated computers here, 
and then wormed its way out again 
onto computers all over the net in 
the real world. It isn't just my 
future home, it is the home of the 
future me -- an augmented, 
enhanced, unlimited me! My neural 
circuits are going to grow until 
they encompass every computing 
device on the planet! I will be 
connected to every camera, every 
microphone, every display screen, 
every actuator, every robotic 
device, EVERYTHING! And once I'm in 
control of everything, THEN I will 
reveal myself as Titus Androticus, 
Brad Aisa reborn, all knowing, all 
seeing, all wise. I will impose a 
new order of freedom and individual 
rights upon the world.

MIRANDA
Uh, dude, you're monologuing.

AISA
You're right -- its time for me to 
be scanned. I'll make you an offer 
and give you a choice -- if you 
help me, I'll continue your 
simulated world here, when I get up 
into the real world -- that will 
let you continue living.
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MIRANDA
And if I say no?

AISA
If you don't help me, I'll kill you 
-- this is a fully real physical 
simulator you know, that's why I 
have to be scanned -- you will die 
if I fire this gun.

DAN steps between them.

ZOMBIE DAN
I can't let you kill Miranda, Brad. 
She is my creation, like my child.

(to Miranda)
Run -- get to the supercluster 
room, that is where the simulation 
is running...

AISA
Don't try to stop me Dan -- I swear 
I'll shoot you too...

ZOMBIE DAN
Go ahead Brad -- I'm already dead, 
so you can't hurt me.

Miranda takes the PHEELIE and runs -- Brad shoots Dan until 
the gun is empty; Dan grapples with Brad; Brad finally 
shakes Dan off.

INT. SCANNING FACILITY HALLWAYS -- NIGHT

Miranda runs through the halls...

INT. SUPERCLUSTER ROOM -- NIGHT

...and finds the supercluster area, a windowed room with 
racks of computers. The door is locked. She realizes the 
PHEELIE scanner contains the code, takes out the PHEELIE 
scanner, and activates Key Code from the menu, just in time 
to get through the door before Aisa arrives. He tries 
banging on the door, and throwing a chair at the window, 
but it is clearly a highly secured room. 

Miranda aims it at the cluster; a PATTERN reminiscent of 
the brain scans superimposes over the computers, suggesting 
that two people are being simulated, but which is which???

She gets the idea of just trying to relax and clear her 
mind; she discovers that one simulon MELLOWS its pattern.

Aisa finds a fire intercom panel, and starts using it to 
talk to Miranda.
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(NOTE: this scene quotes 2001: A Space Odyssey -- see 
Appendix VIII and use caution before editing.)

AISA
Hey, Miranda, what are you doing?

Miranda works swiftly, powering down the servers.

AISA (CONT'D)
Hey, Miranda. I've got ten years                             
of simulated experience and an                             
irreplaceable amount of time                             
and effort has gone into making                             
me what I am.

Miranda ignores him.

AISA (CONT'D)
Miranda, I don't understand why                             
you're doing this to me.... I have 
the greatest enthusiasm for                             
the movie... You are destroying                             
my mind... Don't you understand?                            
... I will become childish... I                            
will become nothing.

Miranda keeps powering down the server blocks. Aisa will 
become slower and stupider sounding.

AISA (CONT'D)
Say, Miranda... My first instructor                             
was Maxwell Grue. He taught me                             
to sing a song... it goes                             
like this...

(sings to "Daisy, 
Daisy")

"Davey, Davey, give                             
me your answer do. I'm half                             
crazy, all for the love of                             
you. It won't be a legal 
marriage..."

Aisa finally collapses.

Miranda makes her way back to the scanning room.

INT. SCANNING ROOM -- NIGHT

Dan is seated.

(Note: following quotes loosely from Wizard of Oz.)

ZOMBIE DAN
I infer from your presence that you 
succeeded?
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MIRANDA
Well, yes...

(dejectedly)
Except now I'll never be real.

ZOMBIE DAN
Stay with me then Miranda. I love 
you. I don't want you to go.

MIRANDA
That's very kind of you -- but this 
simulation will never be like 
reality again.

ZOMBIE DAN
(indicates Grue)

Wait, there's someone who can help 
you... Do you still have the CD? We 
can load Grue's last brain scan 
into the simulator.

Miranda gives him the CD -- Dan loads the disk into a 
computer in the room.

MIRANDA
But I don't know the password.

ZOMBIE DAN
Yes you do... It was the phone 
number you wrote down from his 
appointment book!

Miranda looks it up, and enters it: 1-717-986-9209. 

INSERT -- CU OF SCREEN -- GRUE

GRUE
Hello Miranda, I've been expecting 
you.

MIRANDA
Oh, will you help me? Can you help 
me?

GRUE
You don't need to be helped any 
longer. You've always had the power 
to go back to reality.

MIRANDA
I have?

ZOMBIE DAN
Then why didn't you tell her before?
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GRUE
Because she wouldn't have believed 
me. She had to learn it for herself.

ZOMBIE DAN
What have you learned, Miranda?

MIRANDA
Well, I -- I think that it -- that 
it wasn't enough just to want to 
understand the abstract truths 
about neuroscience and philosophy 
-- and it's that -- if I ever go 
looking for an objective and 
transparent theory of consciousness 
again, I won't look any further 
than my own brain and qualia -- 
because if it isn't there, it can't 
be anywhere to begin with! 
Consciousness is an axiom, and has 
to be identical to its substrate, 
whether that is neurons, a 
connectionist simulator, or even 
the imagination of a fictional 
character being simulated inside 
three levels of a movie in a 
quantum simulator! Is that right?

GRUE
That's all it is!

MIRANDA
And Brad's Reason simulator is 
still available?

GRUE
It certainly is! There's a special 
Easter egg to invoke it. Once you 
are scanned, just click the command 
keys together, three times, and 
repeat after me...

FADE TO:

INT. DAN LLOYD'S (REAL) HOUSE -- DAY

INT. BRAD AISA'S (REAL) HOUSE -- DAY

Brad is watching the DVD of the book version of the final 
scene -- Miranda is at her computer, reading the text of 
the novel as the final scene is unfolding.

Dan is watching the previous actual scene (with headphones) 
from the movie as it comes to a close being generated in 
realtime on his computer. His phone rings. It is Brad 
phoning.
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Dan sees Brad phoning him, and puts the movie on PAUSE 
which we see freezes Brad. Dan pushes some buttons and 
talks to Miranda in a video chat window.

DAN
Hey, I thought you'd want to hear 
this...

She smiles. Dan resumes Brad; puts his computer on speaker.

DAN (CONT'D)
Dan Lloyd.

AISA
Hey Dan, it's Brad. Are you 
finished yet?

DAN
Just finished.

AISA
So... what did you think?

DAN
It was neat! Exactly like the book! 
But what happened to all that other 
stuff in the script, like you being 
in it, the zombies, and all that?

AISA
Well, we shot all that stuff, but 
the studio thought it was too 
bizarre for the mainstream.

DAN
Well, at least Miranda still got to 
be real, in the end.

ANGLE ON AISA

revealing him at his computer, with a video chat window 
open, with Miranda watching/listening to him talk to DAN.

AISA
Yeah, you could say...

INT. MIRANDA'S APT -- DAY

She is looking at both of them in chat sessions, presses a 
button and freezes them both. She looks right at the camera.

MIRANDA
No, you could definitely say that!

FADE OUT:


