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"There is no dark side of the moon, really. 
 Matter of fact, it's all dark. 
 The only thing that makes it look light is the sun." 
  
                                  ~Gerry O'Driscoll  



OPENING CREDITS 

TEASER

WE OPEN on a young man’s face:  BENJAMIN KWAN (20-30, Asian-
American) stares straight ahead, emotionless, despite the 
fact that, as we PULL BACK-- 

EXT. WOLFE TECH HEADQUARTERS ROOFTOP, LONDON 2131 - NIGHT 

--we see he is teetering on the edge of the rooftop, in the 
pouring rain.

The camera pulls back to reveal that he is teetering on the 
edge of an rooftop. Parliament, down below, is dwarfed by 
impossibly tall neighbors.

Benjamin stretches out his arms, closing his eyes. 

INT. WOLFE TECH, STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS

Guns drawn, armed GUARDS storm up the stairs. 

GUARD 1 
We’ve got a jumper!  I repeat!  
Another MSD is up on the roof!

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTINUOUS

Benjamin is still standing, now with his arms outstretched. 
He lifts his head, looking up into the night sky.  The wind 
momentarily threatens to knock him over. 

BANG! The rooftop door slams open. 

GUARD 1
Hey! 

GUARD 2
Mate, don’t... don’t... 

BENJAMIN
Don’t ...what?

(beat)
This? 

Benjamin shifts his weight, and he disappears off the edge. 

GUARD 1 /  2 
Wait!  / No!! 

BLACKOUT 
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ACT ONE

INT. APARTMENT OF THOMAS NOVAK - THE FOLLOWING MORNING 

This bedroom is not the bedroom of a ‘normal’ person. With 
its stark white walls, sheets, and roller shades, it’s too 
impersonal even to be a hospital room.  

THOMAS NOVAK (late 30s/early 40s, Black) sits on the edge of 
his bed.  He is an “MSD” - someone with a Mental Spectrum 
Disorder.  Tall and gaunt, strangers on the street long to 
buy him a sandwich.

Thomas rubs his face with his hands. 

A small, airborne drone swoops soundlessly into view, then 
hovers in front of him.  On top of the drone is a tray 
bearing two prescription bottles, and a glass of water.  

Thomas grabs a bottle, but has difficulty opening it. 

THOMAS 
(to the drone)

Haven’t figured out how to get 
these bottles open yet?   

Thomas finally manages to open it, pops a pill in his mouth, 
closes the bottle, and takes a swig of water.

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Must have a look at your 
programming, one of these days.

Thomas opens another bottle, pops another pill, shuts it and 
sets it down.  

JAKE THE DRONE
Do you-- want me to set a reminder 
to-- look at my programming? 

THOMAS
No. 

As if on cue, the drone speaks.  

JAKE THE DRONE
You have --thirty five --minutes-- 
to get to work.  The external 
temperature is ---55 degrees-- 
foggy, with a -- 89%-- chance of 
rain, with low-level flooding 
expected mid-afternoon.   You have -
-sixty-five-- new messages.  Shall 
I read them to you?  
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THOMAS
Are any of them marked urgent? 

Jake the Drone takes a few seconds. 

JAKE THE DRONE
Fifty-five --emails-- are marked 
urgent. 

Thomas yawns, as though this is nothing new. 

JAKE THE DRONE (CONT'D)
Shall I read them to you? 

THOMAS
No; probably just a bug. Thank you, 
Jake.

JACK THE DRONE
You’re welcome, Thomas. 

Jake the Drone flies off, as Thomas stands up and walks into 
the bathroom.  We hear him turn on the shower. 

EXT. WOLFE TECH HEADQUARTERS - THIRTY MINUTES LATER 

Thomas approaches Wolfe Tech HQ from across the street.  

It’s drizzling, but the skies are threatening more. Thomas 
and the other pedestrians are wearing sophisticated rain and 
flood gear.  Hydrogen-powered vehicles soundlessly whiz by. 

On the side of a large building a news report is projected;  
the scrolling feed blares: 

LONDON:  HIGH-LEVEL FLOODING EXPECTED BY NOON... THAMES RIVER 
TOWPATH CLOSING IN TWO HOURS...   

As Thomas reaches the entrance of Wolfe Tech he pauses, 
noticing something out of the ordinary.  He taps a tiny 
headset on his cheek; it glows in response. 

THOMAS
Jake, what happened here? 

Jake the Headset “thinks”. 

JAKE THE HEADSET 
Catherine Howard, fifth wife of 
Henry the Eighth, was first accused 
of adultery on this spot in 1542--
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THOMAS
Thank you for the history lesson? 
Perhaps something more recent.    

JAKE THE HEADSET
Wolfe Technology Corporation broke 
ground on its new headquarters, 
September 19th, in the year--

THOMAS
Try yesterday?  Paving stones, 
here, brand new.  Or, cleaned... 

Thomas looks up.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
...for some reason.

JAKE THE HEADSET
I’ll keep searching. 

THOMAS
Never mind.  I’ll hear those 
messages, now.

INT. WOLFE TECH LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Thomas strides through the open foyer, as BRITT NEWELL (early 
50s, of Indian descent) approaches him.  As CEO of Wolfe 
Tech, Newell drips with wealth and power. 

Thomas is speaking to Jake the Headset, which he continues to 
do throughout the scene with Newell. 

THOMAS
Delete, next.  Delete, please.  
Next.

NEWELL 
Thomas! Just the man I need. 

THOMAS
Mr. Newell.  Atypical to see you 
here so early, sir.   (to Jake) 
Delete.

Thomas addresses Newell, but has difficulty making eye 
contact (as he does with everyone).  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
You need me for something, sir? 
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NEWELL
Yes; let’s go up to my office.  

THOMAS
(to Jake) Delete.  (to Newell)  
Because I have been made aware of 
the bug. 

NEWELL
No, it’s of a personal nature. 

THOMAS
Flag, Jake.  (to Newell)  It’s of a 
what? 

NEWELL
Let’s go up. 

INT. NEWELL’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

NEWELL
Please, take a seat. 

Thomas sits reluctantly, setting his bag down next to him, 
still not making eye contact. 

NEWELL (CONT'D)
(haltingly)

I’m not sure how to tell you this, 
but last night, Benjamin Kwan... he 
killed himself. 

A flash of recognition alights on Thomas’ face. 

THOMAS
The paving stones. 

NEWELL
The what? 

THOMAS
Nothing. 

Thomas stands up and starts to pace, picking at his hair.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
It was here. 

It’s not a question; he knows. 
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NEWELL
Yes... jumped off of the roof. 
We’re not sure how he got out of 
your department, let alone up on 
the roof. 

As Newell talks, Thomas realizes he’s picking at his hair, 
and holds his arm down with his opposite hand.

NEWELL (CONT'D)
Naturally, we’ll be beefing up 
security on your floor, and on 
thirteen and six.  

Thomas is struck, suddenly, by a memory...

FLASHBACK 

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT

Benjamin sits on the edge of Thomas’ bed.  Benjamin looks up 
at Thomas, who is reading a letter.  

Thomas folds the letter and hands it back to Benjamin. 

THOMAS
I am so sorry, Benjamin.  Truly. I 
had my doubts about this, but... 

BENJAMIN
Then, it’s over? 

THOMAS
It has to be, from the sounds of 
it. 

Benjamin tucks the letter back inside his shirt pocket, and 
wipes away a tear. 

Then, he stands up, and moves to Thomas. Benjamin’s face is 
inches away from his, kiss-or-kill distance. 

BENJAMIN
If you care about me, at all... 
you’ll try. You’ll at least try. 

END OF FLASHBACK 

INT. NEWELL’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

NEWELL
And of course you’ll inform your 
team that Benjamin has... moved on?  
(beat)  Thomas?   
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Thomas snaps out of the flashback. 

THOMAS
Yes, of course, sir. 

NEWELL
And of course if there were to be 
any leaks, about this... we can’t 
have that, can we? (beat)  Can we? 

Thomas shakes his head ‘no’.  

THOMAS
Is there anything else? 

Newell looks at him quizzically, then summons up his courage. 
He’s been dying to ask an MSD something like this forever.  

NEWELL
I just told you that your friend, 
your twenty-six year old protege, 
killed himself, and you--? 

Thomas raises an eyebrow; his lack of emotion takes Newell’s 
breath away.  

THOMAS
Sir? 

NEWELL
Never mind. 

Thomas looks down again.  

NEWELL (CONT'D)
Now.  I know you have your hands 
full with the new platform. 

THOMAS
587. 

NEWELL
And the time crunch is a beast. But 
you must take some time today to 
talk to your team; this has to be 
contained, is that understood? You 
must maintain morale. 

Thomas looks up suddenly.  His face is emotionless. 

THOMAS
They’ll be fine. 

Newell smiles. 
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NEWELL
Somehow I knew you’d say that.   

Thomas stands up. 

THOMAS
Thank you, sir.  

Thomas exits.  

Newell watches him leave, then shakes his head in disbelief.  

He walks to his desk, and hits a few buttons on his control 
panel. 

Projected on the screen in front of him is DR. DENISE SHERMAN 
(50+, any ethnicity, Secretary of MSD Affairs).

DR. SHERMAN
Newell. 

NEWELL
Doctor, good morning.   

DR. SHERMAN
So?

NEWELL
Completely contained.

DR. SHERMAN
Media? 

NEWELL
None. We’ve been watching outlets, 
social, lucky for us it was the 
middle of the night.

DR. SHERMAN
And your team leaders? 

NEWELL
The only one who needed to know has 
been informed.   

DR. SHERMAN
What about the security guards? 

NEWELL
I have an Empath coming today to 
talk with them. By five o’clock 
they should be right as rain. 
(beat) Wish I could be so sure 
about Thomas. 
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DR. SHERMAN
Who? 

Newell’s back is to the door, so he doesn’t see Thomas 
quietly re-entering.  

NEWELL
MSD Leader on seventeen. When I 
told him, he... never mind.  Just, 
his reaction makes me wonder if 
they’re even human, these MSD’s of 
yours-- 

Newell turns around, and for a split second, their eyes meet. 

THOMAS
My bag.  

Thomas picks up his bag, goes to exit, then--  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Was there a note, sir?  From 
Benjamin? 

NEWELL
A note?  No.  

Thomas nods, and exits. 

NEWELL (CONT'D)
Shit. 

INT. WOLFE TECH, FLOOR SEVENTEEN FOYER - CONTINUOUS

The elevator opens into a grey, box-like entrance hall. 
Opposite the elevator, SECURITY GUARDS stand next to a secure 
entrance way. 

As Thomas places his face in front of its security panel, it 
speaks. 

THE DOOR
Good morning. 

The door scans his retina. 

THE DOOR (CONT'D)
Welcome back, Thomas.    

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - CONTINUOUS 

The center of the room is a vast sea of MSDs working with in-
air computer displays; 
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they manipulate code with their fingers, minds, etc. Some 
MSDs pace, talk to themselves, others still have ticks like 
arm flapping, hair-picking, etc.

Around the perimeter of the room are isolation booths, 4x4 
glass boxes just big enough for a single MSD and an in-air 
display.

As Thomas walks through the bullpen, he pauses at an empty 
desk labeled:   

KWAN, BENJAMIN 56709

Thomas touches the desk pensively.  He opens a drawer, then 
another; empty.  He opens a third, and finds energy bar 
wrappers, an out-dated mobile device, and a rosary. 

Thomas touches the rosary for a split second, then pockets 
it, before continuing into-- 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN ISOLATION BOOTH 1 - CONTINUOUS

DORTHEA, (late 30’s, brilliant) is working feverishly on 
multiple displays; she does not slow down as Thomas enters. 

DORTHEA 
Working in isolation for a 
reason...

THOMAS
You need a break, you’ve been in 
here for three days. 

DORTHEA
Almost done. 

Thomas glances up at one of her screens. 

THOMAS
No you’re not. 

DORTHEA
Yes, I am. 

Thomas points to something; Dorthea remains in the zone.

THOMAS
No, you’re not.  

Dorthea’s sees it. 
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DORTHEA
You suck.  (beat)  Hmm, then it 
must be a numerically unstable 
algorithm...  

THOMAS
That’s Benjamin’s.  He was 
incapable of creating an unstable 
algorithm. 

Dorthea’s eyes widen. 

DORTHEA
Was? 

THOMAS
Take a break.  I’ll log in at my 
desk and take over.

Thomas exits. 

INT. WOLFE TECH, CONFERENCE ROOM - TWO HOURS LATER 

The conference room is quite ordinary; on the other side of 
the large windows, torrential rain is falling.  

Two pairs of rain boots sit unoccupied near the door. 

EVE BRIGHTON (mid-to-late 30s, mixed race) sits barefoot and 
cross-legged on the floor.  Sitting opposite her, also cross-
legged, is GUARD 1.  

GUARD 1
This is a little weird. 

EVE
Well, if it’s any consolation, 
everybody says that.  (beat) So.  
When you’re ready...

She puts out her hands, and the Guard takes them.  We hear a 
sound, ‘thu-thump, thu-thump’, growing as it passes from 
Eve’s hands to the Guard’s.  

He relaxes quickly.  

EVE (CONT'D)
Start at the beginning.  Take your 
time.  And remember, everything you 
say to me... I take to my grave.  

We pan back as the Guard starts talking.
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INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - HOURS LATER

Thomas is exhausted; he’s clearly been working on his in-air 
display for some time.  

He mutters to himself.  

THOMAS
Benjamin. What did you do? 

We see part of the code he’s working with:   

(b.getAttribute27("role")||b.type||b.tagName).18toUpperCase()
,e="TEXT"!= 45... 

Thomas’ eye starts twitching... he reaches up with his index 
finger to stop it. 

He zooms in on one section of the code. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Wait...

Then, the numbers within the code start to stand out, as if 
illuminated: 

(b.getAttribute27("role")||b.type||b.tagName).18toUpperCase()
,e="TEXT"!= 45...

Thomas steps back; for the first time since he got the news, 
we see a glimmer of emotion from Thomas.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Benjamin... you did leave a note. 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - HOURS LATER  

Thomas walks through the bullpen; he sees two MAINTENANCE MEN 
WORKERS cleaning out Benjamin’s desk.  He quickens his pace, 
past them... 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN FOYER - CONTINUOUS 

As Thomas waits for the elevator, Dorthea enters. 

DORTHEA
Thomas, where are you going? 

THOMAS
Home. 

DORTHEA
But, we’re no where near ready-- 
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THOMAS
You should go home, too. Shuttle 
buses will be here in fourteen 
minutes for the others.  

Thomas nods. He glances at the guards, and they both lower 
their voices. 

DORTHEA
He’s dead, isn't he? 

THOMAS
Who? 

DORTHEA
Benjamin. 

THOMAS
Of course not. 

DORTHEA
I can tell when you’re lying. 

THOMAS
You can not. 

DORTHEA
Did he kill himself?  

THOMAS
Dorthea. 

DORTHEA
Did he leave a note? 

THOMAS
He--

Thomas considers telling her, then balks.  He hits the 
elevator call button again.   

DORTHEA
Fine.   

Dorthea exits back into the bullpen. 

Thomas turns, drawing a deep breath, as the elevator doors 
open-- he is face-to-face with Eve.   

Thomas steps inside the elevator.
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INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Eve and Thomas stand in silence.  Something sends a shiver 
down Eve’s spine; she looks at him. 

EVE
Excuse me? 

THOMAS
Hmm? 

EVE
We haven’t met.

THOMAS
No. 

EVE
I’m Eve.  Brighton.  

She is dying to ask him more, but he just stands there.  

Feeling forced into doing the whole polite-human-being-
routine, he addresses her without caring to hear the answer.

THOMAS
You must be new, here. 

EVE
Oh, no, I don’t work here. (beat)  
May I ask you a question? 

Thomas squints. 

THOMAS
That depends.  

EVE
Why didn’t we meet?   

THOMAS
Sorry? 

EVE
Why didn’t they have us do a 
session?  About what happened here, 
last night?  Or, were you seen by a 
different Empath?  

The elevator dings, and the elevator door opens. 

EXT. WOLFE TECH HEADQUARTERS - CONTINUOUS

Rain is falling in sheets.  
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Thomas (followed closely by Eve) emerge from the building; 
both open their umbrellas. 

Thomas taps Jake the Headset. 

EVE
Wait--! 

THOMAS
Jake? 

JAKE THE HEADSET
What can I do for you, Thomas? 

THOMAS
I need an I.D. 

Thomas suddenly stops; Eve almost runs into him. 

EVE
That won’t do any--

JAKE THE HEADSET
I.D. not found. 

EVE
--good.

THOMAS
You are not in the database. 

Thomas walks away, stopping at the curb to hail a taxi. 

EVE
Wait! 

THOMAS
If you are not in the database, I 
cannot be sure if you have 
clearance to speak with me. 

EVE
But-- 

THOMAS
If you do not have clearance to 
speak to me, we cannot speak. 

EVE
But--

A taxi pulls up, sloshing water up over the curb. 
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THOMAS
Good day, Miss Brighton.  

EVE
I know about Benjamin! 

Thomas pauses, but cannot bring himself to look at her. He 
climbs inside the cab.  

Eve shivers as she watches the taxi pulling away.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT - NEXT MORNING 

Thomas is asleep, and dreaming. 

FLASHBACK/ DREAM 

INT. WOLFE TECH, FLOOR SEVENTEEN

Thomas and Benjamin are working on side-by-side mid air 
displays, whipping lines of code back and forth between them. 

BENJAMIN
What d’you reckon, my friend? Is 
that a bug... or a feature? 

THOMAS
Will you never tire of that joke? 

BENJAMIN
There are ...a handful of things I 
never tire of.

Thomas’ lip curls upwards... a tiny, almost imperceptible, 
smile. 

END OF FLASHBACK 

Jake beeps, waking Thomas. 

Same routine, as the day before, as every day: Thomas rubs 
his face with his hands.  Jake the Drone delivers the pills; 
Thomas pauses, looking hard.  

JAKE THE DRONE
You have --thirty five --minutes-- 
to get to work.  The external 
temperature is --57 degrees-- 
foggy, with a --92% --chance of 
rain with mid-level flooding 
expected by late afternoon.   You 
have --forty-seven-- new e-mail 
messages.  Shall I--?  

Thomas stretches, interrupting--

THOMAS
Are any of them marked urgent? 

JAKE THE DRONE
Forty-seven --are marked-- urgent.  
Do you need me to--
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THOMAS
No. Thank you, Jake. What was Wolfe 
Tech’s closing price yesterday? 

JAKE THE DRONE
Wolfe Tech stock closed --down, 7.6-
- to 125.90 GBP per share. 

THOMAS
Thank you, Jake.  

Thomas stands up, heading for the bath.  Off the sound of the 
shower, again--

MONTAGE: 

INT. WOLFE TECH, FLOOR SEVENTEEN - HALF AN HOUR LATER 

Thomas arrives at work; retina scan, elevator, bullpen...  

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE

Thomas logs into his computer, as a LOW-LEVEL MSD brings him 
coffee and a greyish-looking energy bar.  

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - LATER 

Dorthea is working with Thomas. He points out something she 
has to fix.  Annoyed but determined, she exits.  

Thomas looks out into the bullpen. 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - CONTINUOUS

A very young, very timid NEW MSD is being shown to Benjamin’s 
old desk.  

Thomas watches through the glass as this new MSD sits... it’s 
too much for him, and he turns back to his work. 

END OF MONTAGE 

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 

Thomas reviews another line of code:  

(b.getAttribute57("role")||b.type||b.tagName).3toLowerCase(),
e="TEXT"!= 66... 

A light bulb goes off inside his head.  

THOMAS
Oh.  That’s ...a virus.
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Just as he’s about to get into it, a call comes in - Newell  
is displayed before him. 

NEWELL
Thomas. 

THOMAS
Good morning. 

NEWELL
How is 587 coming along? 

THOMAS
Still de-bugging, sir. Shouldn’t be 
too much longer. 

NEWELL
Good.  And you informed your team, 
yesterday? 

THOMAS
Oh.  No, not yet.  

NEWELL
Thomas, his replacement starts 
today. You must tell everyone, 
immediately; we can’t have a whole 
floor of MSDs wondering, 
speculating. Can we? 

THOMAS
Um... no, no sir.  

NEWELL
Just tell them what we discussed. 

Thomas nods, but his lip quivers ever so slightly; Newell 
realizes this might be harder for Thomas than he realized.  

NEWELL (CONT'D)
You alright? 

THOMAS
Fine. Sir. As always. Goodbye. 

Thomas clicks a button, and Newell’s face is gone. 

He takes a deep breath, locks his workstation, and walks out 
into--

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - CONTINUOUS

THOMAS
Jake, microphone, volume 6, please. 
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JAKE THE HEADSET
Of course.   

THOMAS
Thank you.

The headset makes a sound not unlike microphone feedback, but 
quieter and on purpose, and Thomas’ voice is amplified. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Good morning, everyone.  If I could 
have your attention for a few 
moments.  

A few people keep working, but most do stop and give Thomas 
their attention. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
I need to let you all know that 
Benjamin Kwan--

Thomas stops, mid-sentence.  He almost can’t say it.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Unfortunately ...Benjamin had to 
move on.  He gives his regards to 
all of you, and his best wishes for 
the 587 rollout.  

Beat.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
I know that some of you will want 
to contact him, wish him well, and 
so forth.  So let me know if you 
want to send him a message, and I 
will make sure it gets to him.  

Beat.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
I also need to reiterate, once 
again, the importance of security 
here, on Seventeen.  What we’re 
working on is extremely sensitive, 
and our competitors want nothing 
more than to steal everything we’ve 
worked so hard to create; even if 
that means physically breaching our 
workspace.  So you may see 
additional security in the days 
ahead.  
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Thomas looks around, but his words are met mostly with blank 
looks. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Thank you for your attention. 

He hits Jake the Headset, de-amplifying his voice, and walks 
off into--  

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Thomas taps his headset. 

THOMAS
Jake.  Shade my office, please. 

The glass office walls become opaque. 

He reaches into his desk drawer, and pulls out a pill bottle.  
He opens the bottle, shakes out a pill, but does not take it. 
He considers it for some time.  Then he puts it back in the 
bottle, closes it, and stuffs it back inside his desk drawer.   

Thomas looks out his window at the persistent, ever-present 
rain.  Below, the Thames is breaching the towpath.  

Thomas turns, grabs his coat and umbrella, and exits. 

EXT. LONDON STREET - CONTINUOUS

Thomas walks; his gaze is on the ground, under his umbrella.  

EXT. THAMES RIVER TOWPATH - CONTINUOUS

Thomas stops, the water lapping up at his heels. 

Jake the headset beeps at him. 

JAKE THE HEADSET
Thomas.  You have-- sixteen-- new 
email messages.  

Thomas stops, takes off Jake, and taps it three times. 

JAKE THE HEADSET (CONT'D)
Thomas, are you sure you want me to 
power down? 

THOMAS
Positive. 

JAKE THE HEADSET
It is not advisable to-- 
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Thomas taps Jake three more times, shutting it OFF.  

He takes a deep breath, gazing into the river. 

FLASHBACK 

EXT. THAMES RIVER 

Thomas and Benjamin are standing side by side, overlooking 
the river.  Thomas’ hands are on the railing.  

Then, the bells at nearby Westminster Abbey begin to peal. 

THOMAS
Go ahead and tell me, I know you’re 
dying to. 

BENJAMIN
Assumption of Mary into Heaven. 

THOMAS
English, please. 

BENJAMIN
It’s considered a high holy day, 
that’s why the bells at Westminster 
are pealing. 

THOMAS
You are a veritable encyclopedia of 
useless information. 

BENJAMIN
I know. 

Benjamin carefully sets his hand on the railing next to 
Thomas’.  Then Benjamin takes his hand in his, and Thomas 
lets him. 

END OF FLASHBACK 

EXT. THAMES RIVER PATH

A tear streams down Thomas’ cheek. 

INT. NEWELL’S OFFICE - SAME TIME  

Newell is at his desk, typing.  

A messenger (’THING’) pops up on his display. 

THING
Sir, you have an MSD offline. 
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NEWELL
Really?

Clearly, this just doesn’t happen. 

NEWELL (CONT'D)
Who? 

THING
Novak, Thomas. 

NEWELL
(to himself)

Hmm.  Maybe he has got feelings, 
after all.  

THING
One moment, searching... 

NEWELL
Never mind.  (beat)  Anything from 
his team in my inbox? 

THING
You have five--messages--from --
Dorthea-- Cortez-- 

NEWELL
Show me. 

EXT. THAMES RIVER WALKING PATH - HALF AN HOUR LATER 

Thomas walks away from the river. 

Then, as if from another world, he hears-- 

SFX: Church bells pealing 

Recognition alights on Thomas’ face. He turns on Jake.  

THOMAS
Jake, is today a high holy day?  In 
the Anglican Church? 

JAKE THE HEADSET
Yes. Today is --All Saint’s Day. 

Thomas takes off running. 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - CONTINUOUS  

Thomas enters the bullpen purposefully.  
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Dorthea sees him and takes off towards him, following him 
into--

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

DORTHEA
Where the hell have you been? 

THOMAS
Just needed some air. 

DORTHEA
The bug, it’s taught itself how to 
replicate.  It’s in three different- 

THOMAS
Dorthea, it’s All Saints Day?  

DORTHEA
Wh--? 

Off Dorthea’s concerned look-- 

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Newell is frantic; the elevator can’t go fast enough. 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - CONTINUOUS

Newell charges in, through the bullpen-- 

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Thomas is working feverishly on his display, as Dorthea looks 
on.

THOMAS
See? I was right... 

Newell enters, fuming. 

NEWELL
Where were you? 

THOMAS
Working on the problem, this 
problem-- don’t you see?  

Newell glances at Dorthea. 

NEWELL
Dorthea, could we have the room? 
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DORTHEA
I’ll be in isolation if anyone 
needs me. 

Dorthea exits. 

NEWELL
Explain yourself, Thomas. You were 
offline for forty-five minutes. 

THOMAS
I know, but then the bells, at 
Westminster, reminded me--

NEWELL
You know as well as I do, going 
offline in that manner is not 
permitted, Thomas.  Period.  It’s 
unprofessional.  

Newell stares at Thomas for a response, but he is too ‘in the 
pocket’ to respond. Finally-- 

NEWELL (CONT'D)
You’re relieved of your duties for 
the rest of the day. 

Newell crosses to Thomas’ workstation, and locks it with his  
I.D.  

THOMAS
No, no, no, sir, I--  

NEWELL
Your team can finish debugging, 
you’re done. 

THOMAS
But they do not know the--  

NEWELL
Go home.  That’s an order. 

Thomas looks at his workstation, and then at Newell, who 
remains unchanged.  

Thomas, starting to twitch, picks up his coat and umbrella.   

NEWELL (CONT'D)
And keep your mobile on. 

Thomas almost can’t make himself, so certain now that he can 
debug the system... but finally he does exit. 
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EXT. WOLFE TECH HEADQUARTERS - CONTINUOUS  

Eve is standing outside Wolfe Tech, on the opposite side of 
the street, waiting underneath her umbrella.  She’s clearly 
been waiting for some time.  

Thomas emerges, opening his umbrella; as she sees him, Eve 
walks quickly towards him.  

EVE
Excuse me; do you remember me? 

THOMAS
I remember everything, Miss 
Brighton.  And I still cannot speak 
with you.   

As they walk-and-talk, Thomas gets more and more agitated.  

EVE
Look, I know you don’t want to 
speak to me.  Or, you’re afraid to--  

THOMAS
I am not afraid.  You lack 
authorization. 

EVE
I know, but I already spoke to the  
security guards, I know all about 
what happened here--

THOMAS
Sp, are you police, MI-6? Or, 
press? 

EVE
I’d be in the database if I were, 
wouldn’t I?  But I’m not. I’m not 
in any database.  By all modern 
standards, I don’t even exist.  
(beat)  I just want to help. 

THOMAS
I do not require any assistance. 

EVE
Fine. (beat) Aren’t you a little 
bit curious, though?  (beat) Why 
I’m not in your database, or any 
database...? 
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THOMAS
Everyone is in some database, 
somewhere. 

EVE
Not me.  (beat) And I’ll bet you’d 
like to know why.  What I do, to 
avoid being logged and tagged and 
watched everywhere I go? 

Thomas looks up and down the street, then up at Wolfe Tech... 
the place with so many secrets, the place that made his 
friend take his own life... 

EVE (CONT'D)
Buy me a cup of tea, and I’ll tell 
you. 

Thomas grabs Jake the Headset off his cheek, taps it three 
times (the red light indicates it’s OFF again). 

He tries not to move his lips as he speaks. 

THOMAS
I am going to walk away now; you, 
walk in the opposite direction.  
Meet me at Ling’s on Newport in 
thirty minutes; enter through the 
back entrance. 

Without so much as a glance her way, Thomas walks off.  

Eve watches him, then turns and walks in the opposite 
direction. 

INT. NEWELL’S OFFICE - SAME TIME 

Newell is at his desk.  

A messenger (’THING’) pops up on his display. 

THING
Sir, you have an MSD offline. 
Novak, Thomas. 

Newell frowns. 

NEWELL
Damn it, again?  Alert me when he 
comes back online. 

THING
Yes, sir. 
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Newell leans back in his chair, thinking.

EXT. CHINATOWN - 30 MINUTES LATER 

INT. LING’S TEA HOUSE - SAME TIME 

Thomas is waiting inside a small, old-fashioned Chinese 
restaurant, at a table near the back.  

Everything is worn, dingy; the waving-kitty-clock on the wall 
is coated in 50 years worth of cooking oil and dust. 

Eve enters from the back, spies Thomas, then sits down across 
from him.  

THOMAS
We should be fine, here.  Do you 
have cash? 

EVE
A little.  

THOMAS
Good.  

EVE
Why? 

THOMAS
For the tea. 

EVE
Oh, you’re not buying?  

She smirks at him, but Thomas does not understand. 

THOMAS
Don’t be ridiculous.

A WAITRESS (60+, Chinese) approaches them.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Two green teas, please. 

The waitress exits.  

There is an awkward silence. 

EVE
Fine, I’ll go first.  I don’t 
believe I caught your name, 
earlier. 
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THOMAS
No.  

EVE
Hm? 

THOMAS
First, I need to understand who you 
are, and why were you allowed to 
speak to those guards about--    

Thomas can’t say his name. 

EVE
Because I was hired to speak with 
them. 

THOMAS
Hired, why? 

EVE
To help them. They were both pretty 
upset by what they witnessed. 

THOMAS
They were? 

EVE
Yeah.

THOMAS
They were not. 

EVE
They were.  One of them started to 
cry when he told me about it. 

THOMAS
And you “helped” them. How? 

EVE
It’s hard to explain. 

THOMAS
Try. 

EVE
Well, I’m an Empath.  

Thomas is lost. 

THOMAS
Sorry? 
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EVE
I’m an Empath, you know-- 

Thomas shakes his head ‘no’. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Um... it means a person who has 
unusually keen emotional 
perception. And I use this, and 
some... other methods... to help 
people recover from trauma. 

THOMAS
‘Unusually keen emotional 
perception’?  

EVE
Yes. 

Thomas looks skeptical. 

THOMAS
Explain. 

EVE 
Well... let’s start with you: after 
all of about five seconds in that 
elevator, I could tell that you not 
only knew Benjamin, but that he 
meant a great deal to you. And I 
could tell that you knew about his 
suicide.  

(beat)  

And looking at you now, I can tell 
that your real family is out of the 
picture, and Benjamin was the 
closest thing you had to family.  
And you’re having a difficult time 
eating and sleeping, though I’m not 
sure the latter is related to the 
former, and you take quite a few 
pills, for anxiety, and depression, 
plus a cocktail to help you hyper-
focus at work. Did I miss anything? 

Thomas is amazed.  

THOMAS
How-- 

EVE
Yes?  
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THOMAS
--did you-- ? 

EVE
It’s a gift.  Your turn.  

THOMAS
Why wasn’t my mobile able to I.D. 
you? 

EVE
Okay, still my turn.  Because 
everything we do, everyone we talk 
to--

THOMAS
We? 

EVE
Empaths. Me, and, like, a bunch of 
other people -- keep up-- 

THOMAS
Trying, heartily. 

EVE
Everything we do is confidential, 
and the only way to make sure it 
stays that way is... by making 
Empaths anonymous.  Completely off 
the grid.  No database I.D.’s, no 
phone, internet... 

Thomas leans in, sensing a loophole. 

THOMAS
Then how did Newell contact you? 

EVE
Through the Society.  People 
contact them for help, and they 
send us out anonymously. I get a 
client list hand delivered each 
morning, via messenger.  

The waitress re-appears. 

Eve smiles at the waitress, taking her tea; Thomas takes this 
opportunity to inspect Eve.  Maybe he finds her... 
attractive.  Thomas fidgets. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Thank you. 
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The waitress exits. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Your turn.  

Thomas shakes his head. 

THOMAS
No. 

EVE
Aw, come on... quid pro quo, as 
they say.   

THOMAS
Sorry.    

EVE
Still think I’m MI6, or something?  

Thomas looks at her skeptically. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Give me your hand. 

THOMAS
So it’s to be palm readings, then?  
Why didn’t you just say so? 

EVE
Oh, boy, are you in for a shock. 

Thomas gives her his hand. 

A warm pulse passes from her hand to his. It’s wonderful; he 
can’t help but close his eyes.  A swirl of sounds, memories, 
music and smells seem to fill his entire body.  

Amazed, Thomas opens his eyes. Eve is casually sipping her 
tea. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Your turn. 

INT. NEWELL’S OFFICE - SAME TIME 

Newell hits a button on his display; a tiny beep indicates 
Thing is listening.  

NEWELL
Is Thomas Novak still offline?  

THING
Yes, sir. 
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NEWELL
I want you to dial his mobile 
continuously until he picks up.  
Alert me when you’ve got him. 

THING
Yes, sir.  Dialing... 

Newell leans back in his chair, thinking.  

INT. LING’S TEA HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 

Thomas takes a sip of his tea, then winces. 

THOMAS
I have never understood the point 
of tea; tastes like pond water. 

EVE
You ordered it. (beat) Now, why 
didn’t Newell want you and I to 
speak? 

THOMAS
Probably because I have difficulty 
lying.  (beat)  How did you get 
into our elevator, by the way?   

EVE
One of the guards put me in it. 
Said it was faster-- why? 

THOMAS
It was a mistake. A big one.    

EVE
Oh? 

THOMAS
Normal people are not allowed in 
MSD elevators. 

EVE
”MSD”? 

THOMAS
Mental Spectrum Disorder.  Includes 
a range of genetic diseases, all 
incurable, even by way of gene 
therapies.  I have Autism, Type 42.  

EVE
So, wait. Everyone on your floor 
has this “MSD”?  
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He nods. 

THOMAS
Plus two other floors. I should not 
be telling you any of this. 

EVE
Why do MSDs have separate 
elevators? 

THOMAS
For security reasons.  We have 
separate everything. I should not 
have said that.  

EVE
What do you mean, separate 
everything? 

THOMAS
Commissary, washrooms, 
accommodations... may we change the 
subject? 

EVE
Accommodations?  Wolfe Tech 
provides housing? 

THOMAS
Just to MSDs. MSD Leaders are given 
apartments. The low-level MSDs are 
in dorms, which I am told are quite 
safe. 

EVE
Safe, from what? 

Thomas notes the time on the waving-kitty-clock. 

THOMAS
I should go. 

EVE
We just got here!  

THOMAS
I’ve been offline for too long.  

EVE
Wait, they keep tabs on where you 
are--? 

Thomas stands; he can’t handle one more question. 
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THOMAS
Thank you for the tea. 

EVE
I just want to help you! 

Thomas nods. 

THOMAS
I’m fine. 

Thomas exits. 

Eve bows her head for a moment, thinking.  

Then-- Thomas is back. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
If I were to... if I wished to see 
you again, how-? 

Eve is already rooting around in her bag; she produces a pen 
and paper, and scribbles down her address.  

EVE
My address. I’m usually home by 6 
P.M.  

THOMAS
So, I just show up, and...? 

EVE
Ring the buzzer. 

Thomas nods. 

THOMAS
And you don’t have a mobile?  

EVE
No. 

THOMAS
What about surveillance?  

EVE
My whole block is just like this 
place; a white-spot.  

Thomas nods. 
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THOMAS
Fine.  Alright.  Thank you.  (beat) 
Oh, and by the way, my name is 
Thomas Novak. 

Thomas exits.  Eve watches him go. 

When Thomas is completely out of sight, Eve picks up her 
purse, and pulls out what is clearly a mobile device.  

She dials a number, and waits, phone to her ear. 

EVE
He took the bait. 

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. LONDON STREET - AN HOUR LATER 

Thomas has been walking; he’s tired, and hungry, the smells 
at Ling’s having made it worse. 

Now in position to be ‘seen’ again by cameras, he takes out 
his headset, turns it on, and places it back on his cheek.

JAKE THE HEADSET
Thomas.  You have --eighty-nine-- 
unanswered calls. 

THOMAS
Right.

JAKE THE HEADSET
Hold, please, for an incoming call. 

INT. NEWELL’S HOME - SPLIT SCENE 

NEWELL
Thomas!  

THOMAS
Hello, sir.  What can I do for you?

NEWELL
Offline again, for an hour? 

THOMAS
Just needed some air, sir. 

NEWELL
Get some air, fine, but do not 
disable your mobile!  

Thomas thinks for a second; he exhales, slowly, through 
pursed lips.  Then-- 

THOMAS
I apologize, sir.  Just needed to 
shut down the noise, for a bit. All 
these questions, on the platform--

NEWELL
If this happens again, Thomas, I’m 
sorry to say -- there will be dire 
consequences.   
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INT. NEWELL’S HOME - CONTINUOUS

Newell hangs up his mobile, sits back in his chair, and takes 
a long drink of scotch. 

He dials another number. 

NEWELL
It’s Newell.  Get me 
Communications. 

Newell taps his fingers on his scotch glass. 

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT - THAT NIGHT 

Music underscores as Thomas lies awake, staring at the 
ceiling.  He’s thinking, hard. 

Jake the Drone beeps from the corner. 

JAKE THE DRONE
You have --one-- new voicemail 
message. 

THOMAS
Play it. 

Jake plays the message. 

DORTHEA
Thomas, Dorthea.  It occurs to me 
that you haven’t been over, lately.  
Thirteen days, to be exact.  Are 
our conjugals over, or what?  
(beat)  I mean... (beat) Come over 
if you want to.  

Jake beeps. 

THOMAS
Thank you, Jake. 

Jake the Drone flies over with pill bottles. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
No pills tonight. Thank you, Jake. 

Jake the Drone flies off. 

Thomas goes to his desk, roots around and finds paper and a 
pen... then thinks better of using them.  Instead, he flops 
down on his bed, and we see the data hovering in the air, 
beside him...    

EVOLUTION    "Pilot" 38.



EVOLUTION    "Pilot" 39.

(78b.getAttribute27("role")||b.type||b.tagName).69toUpperCase
(),e="TEXT"!= 39...

From memory, Thomas recalls just the numbers from Benjamin’s 
virus. 

One by one, he digs them out: 

78 27 69 39 66 21 75 24 54 9 69 39 36 21 66 69 60
57 3 42 24 75 24 54

3 36 57 69 27 69 39 66 21 60 75 78 57 : 

51.708420, -0.768495

63 3 15 6 24 60 75 24 54 24 78 57 57 60 78 36 36
60 78 63 24

78 3 63 57 69 54 54 15

Thomas, eyes shut, works on the puzzle...  

He sift through numerous iterations on the first part of the 
message, eliminating options as he goes. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
(under his breath)

So, 3, 6 and 9 are A, B and C... 
but 4 is not D.  

Thomas stands up, and begins pacing. 

In the distance, WE HEAR:  

SXF: The bells of a nearby church.

FLASHBACK 

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT

Benjamin moves look out the window, as the bells of a nearby 
church begin to chime. 

BENJAMIN
Every hour, on the hour... why do 
you suppose they do this, churches, 
all night long, Thomas? 

THOMAS
I do not know. 
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BENJAMIN
To remind the faithful of their 
obligation... to call those who 
need Him... to call those who need 
him to worship the father, the son, 
and the holy ghost. 

END OF FLASHBACK 

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT

THOMAS
...the father, the son... wait.  
Oh... that’s good... what did you 
call that... the ...Trinity, the 
Holy Trinity.  (beat) Benjamin! 
Group of three...?   

Renewed, Thomas continues to work. 

The light in the room darkens, then brightens, and the 
numbers, each one turning into a letter, fade... throughout 
the night, Thomas never ceases. 

Jake the Drone beeps, signifying morning.  It appears with 
his pills. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
I know, I have thirty-five minutes 
to get to the office, no, I don’t 
need you to read me my email. Wolfe 
Tech stock? 

JAKE THE DRONE
Down seven and a half points. Do 
you--

THOMAS
No pills today.  Thank you, Jake.

Jake the Drone flies off. 

Thomas grabs his coat, and runs out the door.  

INT. WOLFE TECH, FLOOR SEVENTEEN - THIRTY MINUTES LATER 

Dawn sunlight pours in through the glass offices. 

Dorthea enters with her coffee, and catches sight of Thomas 
in his office. He’s hunched over his desk, writing 
feverishly. 

Dorthea makes a b-line into-- 
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INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

DORTHEA
Thomas? 

THOMAS
Hmm. 

DORTHEA
What aren’t you logged in? (beat) 
Did you get my message, last night?  
(beat)  Are you wearing the same 
clothes as--

Thomas stands up, and holds up the paper. 

THOMAS
Dorthea. It’s a puzzle, within a 
virus, made to look like a bug.  If 
I were the type of person to make 
value judgements, I would call this 
“beautiful”. 

DORTHEA
Are you alright? 

As Thomas studies his paper, he ambles off into another line 
of questioning.  

THOMAS
Where did you grow up, Dorthea?  

Dorthea flinches.  

DORTHEA
What’s it to you? 

THOMAS
Group home? 

DORTHEA
Of course.  Why? 

THOMAS
Do you remember your parents? 

Dorthea is aghast at the question; this is as personal as it 
gets. 

DORTHEA
No.  No, I do not. 

Thomas turns to her. 
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THOMAS
Can I trust you?  

Dorthea doesn’t know how to answer. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
If I were to show you something, 
something confidential, could you 
keep it to yourself?  

Dorthea almost replies, but Thomas cuts her off. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Or is the ambition to knock the 
Lead MSD off his pedestal, and 
assume his position, just too 
strong?  Are we friends?  Can we 
have friends?  

Dorthea stares at him. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Right. 

DORTHEA
Are we launching 587 today? 

THOMAS
Yes. 

DORTHEA
Good.  

Dorthea turns to go, then-- 

DORTHEA (CONT'D)
Whatever this is? Keep it to 
yourself.

Dorthea exits.  

Thomas spreads out the paper he’s been writing in front of 
him; it’s Benjamin’s message: 

I   F O U N D   H E R
C O U L D   N O T   S A V E   H E R
A L S O  F O U N D  T HI S:  51.708420, -0.768495
M A Y B E T H E R E I S S T I L L T I ME

I  A M   S O R R Y

INT.  NEWELL’S OFFICE - SEVERAL HOURS LATER 

Two SUITS are shaking hands with Newell. 
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Newell’s computer dings. 

NEWELL
Great, thanks, guys. 

The SUITS exit as Newell walks to his computer; it’s Dr. 
Sherman again. 

NEWELL (CONT'D)
Doctor Sherman. 

A video opens in a window next to Dr. Sherman’s face; she 
narrates as it plays. 

DR. SHERMAN
Newell, you have a problem.

A sequence of stills from a video feed comes up.  First, 
Thomas, talking to Eve, outside Wolfe HQ. 

DR. SHERMAN (CONT'D)
Your leader on seventeen, Novak, is 
associating with this unknown 
woman. 

Newell peers at the images.

NEWELL
That’s ...that’s the Empath, from 
the other day.

DR. SHERMAN
The two of them have a brief 
conversation, lasting 92 seconds, 
at which point he turns off his 
mobile.  

Shot of Thomas tapping his mobile three times. 

DR. SHERMAN (CONT'D)
They speak again, then Novak 
leaves. The woman then walks off in 
the opposite direction. We picked 
up Novak again, via surveillance 
cameras, here... 

Quick video of Thomas crossing in front of the National 
Theater. 

DR. SHERMAN (CONT'D)
And here. 

Traffic camera image of Thomas walking on the Golden Jubilee 
Bridge. 
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DR. SHERMAN (CONT'D)
Then he disappears for over an 
hour.  When he reappears, he’s 
around the corner from your 
headquarters, here.

Video of Thomas hanging up with Newell, then sitting on the 
curb, head in hands. 

DR. SHERMAN (CONT'D)
Would you care to tell me what 
you’re planning to do about this? 

NEWELL
I’ve already spoken to him. 
He’s just having a difficult time, 
needed to clear his head. 

DR. SHERMAN
MSDs don’t ‘have difficult times’, 
or ‘need to clear their heads’.  
You seem to have forgotten, Newell,  
that Mr. Novak isn’t normal.  

NEWELL
His best friend just died, Denise!

DR. SHERMAN
Do I need to remind you that your 
MSD workforce has been leased to 
you, from my organization, at an 
extremely reasonable price? 

NEWELL
No. 

DR. SHERMAN
Do I need to remind you that you 
could not do this volume of work, 
without my MSDs? 

NEWELL
No. 

DR. SHERMAN
I’ve seen this a hundred times;  
your MSD went for a walk, alright, 
to meet with this woman.  He could 
very well have told her everything.

NEWELL
No. Trust  me, he knows what’s at 
stake.  
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DR. SHERMAN
I hope he does. (beat)  Get this 
scrawny little shit under control, 
Newell.  Or we will. 

The feed goes black. 

Newell sits back in his chair, concerned, thinking. 

He inhales sharply as he stands up. 

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - HALF AN HOUR LATER 

Thomas is working feverishly; he doesn’t even flinch as 
Newell enters.  

NEWELL
Thomas. 

THOMAS
Sir. We’ll be ready to launch in an 
hour. 

NEWELL
Good.  (beat)  So, last night, your 
second little jaunt.  It did not go 
unnoticed. And MSD Affairs is 
understandably--

THOMAS
It won’t happen again, sir. 

NEWELL
Still. I don’t want to do this, but 
we’ll need to fit you with a chip.    

Thomas slows his pace, but doesn’t stop working. 

NEWELL (CONT'D)
I know this is a step backwards for 
you.  And I am sorry.  But MSD 
Affairs has to be assured that no 
one here is going rogue, and 
everyone is ...safe.   

Thomas stops, turns, and looks him in the eye, startling the 
hell out of Newell.   

THOMAS
Mr. Newell, I don’t think you quite 
realize what I have-- 

Thomas taps his temple. 
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THOMAS (CONT'D)
--up here.  (beat)  What is a 
thought, Mr. Newell, anyhow? What 
is an idea; is an idea something 
that can be owned?  Is a thought 
something one can buy and sell? 

I know how to fix this... 

Thomas turns to look at his handiwork, his beautiful 
algorithm, so complex it would take a thousand Newells a 
lifetime to work out. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
You know that I am incapable of 
exhibiting hubris, Mr. Newell.  So 
you know it is not an exaggeration, 
it is not hyperbole, to say that I 
am the only person on Earth who can 
fix this.  So unless you want what 
I know, what I have, up here-- 

Thomas taps his temple again. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
--to become unavailable to you, 
you’ll leave this office, at once.  

Newell swallows hard; Thomas turns back to his display. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
You’re not going to fit me with a 
chip, sir.  

Thomas types quickly, and up comes a graph of the Wolfe Tech 
stock price, which has been falling steadily for months. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Not now.  Not for taking a walk. 

Newell straightens, preparing his own threat, but Thomas 
locks his work-station, leaving up only the graph. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
On second thought, I think we’ll 
need at least another day.  Good 
night.   

Thomas stands, grabs his coat and umbrella, and exits, 
leaving Newell dumbfounded. 
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EXT. EVE’S HOME - THAT NIGHT 

A stunning condo overlooking the Thames River with a view of 
London Bridge.   

INT. EVE’S HOME - CONTINUOUS

Eve’s buzzer is buzzing over and over.  She’s still pulling 
the belt tight on her robe as she opens the door.  

Before her stands Thomas. 

THOMAS
I have no idea why I’m here. And I 
can only stay for thirty minutes.  

 Thomas storms past her.

EVE
Well, hello to you, too. 

Thomas can’t answer her. He’s pacing back and forth, and 
picking at his hair. 

EVE (CONT'D)
What’s happened, what’s wrong?   

THOMAS
I thought I knew what... I was 
doing.  There was a plan in place, 
a trajectory. And, now...

 Thomas loses the ability to speak.  

EVE
How about some tea? No, you hate 
tea. Water? 

Thomas doesn’t respond either way; he just keeps pacing.  

Eve exits into the kitchen, and Thomas is left alone in the 
living room.  He notices the television; an old film plays 
quietly.  

INT. EVE’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Checking to make sure Thomas can’t see her, Eve retrieves her 
mobile from under a tea towel, sends a quick text, then 
stashes it deep in a drawer.  

INT. EVE’S LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Thomas stands, picking at his hair, transfixed by the film. 
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ANDRE GREGORY 
‘See, I keep meeting these people. 
The other day, I met this 
extraordinary tree expert. And he 
asked me, ‘Do you know a lot of New 
Yorkers who talk about leaving New 
York, but never do?’ And I said, 
'yes, yes I do'.  And he said, ‘I 
think that New York is the new 
model for the new concentration 
camp. Where the camp has been built 
by the inmates themselves, and the 
inmates are the guards. And they 
have this pride in this thing 
they've built.  They've built their 
own prison, so they exist a state 
of schizophrenia. They're both 
guards and prisoners and as a 
result they no longer have, having 
been lobotomized, the capacity to 
leave the prison they've made, or 
to even see it as a prison’...’

Eve re-enters with a glass of water; Thomas, hands shaking, 
points at the screen.  

THOMAS
What-- what is this? 

EVE
Just an old movie... here, let’s 
get you some air. 

She turns off the film, then helps Thomas out onto-- 

EXT. EVE’S BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

Thomas walks to the railing, breathing hard.  Eve watches him 
carefully.  

EVE
What is it, what’s wrong?   

Thomas continues to pace.

THOMAS
I found something. I know why 
Benjamin-- why he-- 

Thomas can’t finish his sentence.  

Thomas looks down at the river, trying to collect himself. 
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There is a long, still silence; Thomas focuses in on the 
sounds of the city, all the sounds of humanity... 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Do you know what percentage of the 
Thames River was human sewage, 
during the Victorian Era? 

EVE
Oh, my god, no, I do not. 

THOMAS
Some estimates say sixty percent. 

EVE 
Wow. That is really--

 

THOMAS
Amazing.

EVE (CONT'D)
Disgusting.

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Right...

Eve crosses to stand next to him; she searches his face. 

EVE
You found something.  

Thomas nods, and reaches into his back pocket, then hands her 
the piece of paper containing the decoded message.  Eve 
starts to read. 

THOMAS
Benjamin had written an algorithm, 
he called The Holy Ghost--  

EVE
The--?

THOMAS
He had an odd attachment to 
Christian mythology. Regardless, 
this algorithm put him on a fast-
track for a promotion.      

EVE
(she reads) “I found her.  Could 
not save her.” Who?   
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THOMAS
One night, not long ago, we met up 
at Ling’s-- that’s why I knew it 
was a white-spot, it was one of our 
...places. He asked for my help.  
He was trying to find his mother.  

Thomas looks at the Thames, again. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Why am I telling you this? 

Eve smiles, knowingly.  

EVE
Did you help him? 

THOMAS
No.  I told him it was too 
dangerous. 

EVE
It’s not your fault, Thomas.  You 
have to know that.     

Beat.  

THOMAS
Human beings.  We live in constant 
fear.  Yes?  

EVE
Hmm... we try not to. 

THOMAS
But, we do.  We live in fear, of 
death, in particular, all day long, 
every day until the inevitable, 
death, finally comes.  And... then 
what?  We’ve spent our whole lives 
being afraid of something that’s 
going to happen anyway.  What is 
the point of that? 

EVE
So, you’ve become a Buddhist since 
last we met. 

THOMAS
Converting to Buddhism could not 
possibly be accomplished in such a-- 

EVE
That was a joke.  
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Thomas nods; inside, he’s wishing he understood it.  

THOMAS
I am tired of being afraid.  

Eve puts a hand on his arm.  The warm, heartbeat-like ‘thu-
thump’ begins again. 

They stand there for a few seconds, as Thomas’ eyes fill with 
tears.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Stop. 

EVE
Oh... sorry.  

Eve takes her hand away, then looks at the paper again. 

EVE (CONT'D)
This part, here, looks like 
coordinates.  

Thomas nods. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Maybe we should go have a look.  

THOMAS
We...?  

Thomas glances at her, then back to the river. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
We ...will need an air-gapped GPS 
device.  

EVE
Hmm.  And cash. 

For an instant, Thomas looks at her, bravely, and smiles. 

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. A FOREST OUTSIDE CENTRAL LONDON, LATER THAT NIGHT 

Rain soaks them as Eve and Thomas climb a hill.  It’s muddy, 
and slow-going. Thomas is tracking their location on a small 
GPS device.

EVE
So... what is 587, anyway?  

Thomas answers her casually; his attention remains on the GPS 
device.

THOMAS
It has many applications. It tags 
data and meta-data, then processes 
and analyzes that data, then makes 
predictions based on that data. 

EVE
Layman’s terms, please.  What does 
it do?

THOMAS
It has many applications.  

EVE
Okay. What’s one of them? 

THOMAS
It could determine, perhaps, if 
someone were, let’s say, planning a 
terrorist attack, or--

EVE
Based on what? 

THOMAS
Data. 

EVE
What data? 

THOMAS
Well, all the data, really; web 
searches, texts, calls - anything 
stored in, or coming through, a 
given device; of course it factors 
in the device’s geo-location, known 
associates-- 

EVE
So it’s surveillance software. 
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THOMAS
It has many applications. 

EVE
What other applications could it 
have? 

Thomas speaks as if reading from a script. 

THOMAS
‘Say you’d like to meet a friend 
for coffee. This application can 
not only locate a friend nearby, 
but also one who’s interested in 
having coffee--’

EVE
Wait!  No.  That is not what 587 is 
going to be used for, and you know 
it! 

THOMAS
It has many applications.  

EVE
Let’s change the subject.  

THOMAS
Alright. 

Eve stops, winded from walking uphill.  

EVE
Sorry, how much further? 

Thomas consults the GPS device. 

THOMAS
Whatever he wanted us to see, we 
should be standing on it. 

Eve walks a few steps further, reaching the crest of the 
hill.  She stops cold. 

Thomas is scanning the ground, but when he sees Eve, he 
follows her gaze.  The music swells to reveal-- 

EXT. WOLFE TECH DORMITORY - CONTINUOUS

A facility that could only be described as a prison comes 
into view.  A fenced perimeter is dimly lit; the cinder block 
walls are windowless. Armed guards stand in towers, watching 
over a central courtyard. 
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EVE
What is this place? 

The courtyard lights brighten suddenly, and Thomas and Eve 
drop to their hands and knees, so as not to be seen.  

A dozen white, unmarked hydrogen shuttle buses come into 
view, and pull through the gates.

One by one, men and women disembark the buses, and calmly 
walk into the facility.  

Suddenly, an alarm sounds. The lights brighten, and everyone 
lies down, flat on the ground.  

In one corner of the courtyard, one man is climbing up a 
wall; guards shout to him to get down.  The man keeps 
climbing.  

One of the guards fires a warning shot into the air; the man 
keeps climbing.  Another guard starts to climb up behind him, 
he reaches him and pulls him down by the leg.    

Eve gasps as the man lands roughly, and then is kicked over, 
and over, and over.  Eve has hidden her face in her hands, 
but Thomas just stares.  

Finally, the alarm is quieted; the people stand up and file 
into the facility.  The beaten man is dragged inside last. 

The lights dim slightly over the courtyard. 

Thomas rolls over onto his back.  They are both muddy, soaked 
through, and breathing hard. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Thomas, are they--? 

Thomas nods. 

THOMAS
Those are MSDs, who... work for me. 

Eve looks at him, struggling to understand.  

Finally, Thomas stands up and starts walking down the hill; 
Eve follows him. 

EVE
You’re not going to like what I’m 
about to say... 
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THOMAS
That was probably an isolated 
incident. 

EVE
I have a feeling it wasn’t.   

Thomas keeps walking.  He takes out the GPS unit. 

EVE (CONT'D)
No wonder, Benjamin --my god, 
Thomas.  This is-- a prison.  

THOMAS
No. Certainly not. 

EVE
Yes.

THOMAS
Whether it is, or it isn’t, is 
irrelevant.  

EVE
What? 

THOMAS
The relevant question is, why. 
Why would Benjamin bring us here? 

EVE
To see, this!  To bear witness-- 

THOMAS
No-- he wrote “I found this” 
followed by these coordinates-- he 
didn’t find this place, he lived 
here. It doesn’t make sense. 

EVE
It makes perfect sense! He wanted 
you to know how horribly he was 
being treated--

THOMAS
Nonsense.  MSDs are vulnerable.  
They have to be kept apart. 
Benjamin knew that. 

EVE
Wait.  You --think-- this is-- 
acceptable? 
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THOMAS
It’s not ideal. 

EVE
Not ideal?! 

THOMAS
It's not that different from the 
way most people live.  Everyone is 
tracked, and monitored, to some 
degree--  

EVE
No, no, Thomas... this is 
different. 

THOMAS
Normal people. Always so narrow-
minded, so short-sighted. You only 
see things from one perspective.     

EVE
On the contrary, I think I’m the 
one seeing the big picture, here!  

THOMAS
You didn’t even know who we were 
until a few days ago! Now, suddenly 
you know everything about us?  
(beat) For all your empathy, your 
natural intuition, you don’t 
understand a single thing. Normal 
people always take everything 
utterly for granted.  Clean water?  
Electricity, to boil a pot of tea?  
E-commerce to order it, banks to 
process the transaction, drones to 
deliver it; everything is run by 
us!  Updated and maintained in real 
time, by us.  MSDs must be kept 
separate.  We must be left alone to 
work.  If some foreign nation 
wanted to wage war, all they’d have 
to do is get to just a handful of 
us, and everything could go down. 
And then darkness. Chaos.  Sewage 
flooding the Thames again!  Is that 
what you want?  

Thomas looks around, then down at the GPS unit. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
I’ve been offline for too long, I 
must go. 
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EVE
Thomas, wait!  Where are you going? 

Thomas stops, turns, but can’t look at her. 

THOMAS
Home. 

Thomas walks off into the night. 

INT. FLOOR SEVENTEEN BULLPEN - THE FOLLOWING MORNING 

Thomas and Dorthea are working with six or seven other MSDs 
on a huge in-air display in the middle of the bullpen.  All 
of the low-level MSDs look on.

Thomas uploads his algorithm; it automatically finds all of 
Benjamin’s virus numbers, and instantly replaces them with 
the correct characters.  

The whole display then glows green.  

THOMAS
Jake, microphone, level 6. 

Jake the Headset turns on. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Everyone, 587 is live. 

The room explodes with applause.  

Newell enters, flanked by several GUARDS and a LAB TECH. 

Newell approaches Thomas.  

NEWELL
Your office, Thomas? 

Thomas looks from Newell to the Tech, to the guards, back to 
Newell.  Off Thomas’ look-- 

INT. THOMAS’ OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Thomas enters and walks to the window. Newell motions for the 
Tech to approach Thomas. 

Thomas taps his headset. 

THOMAS
Jake.  Shade my office, please. 

The glass office walls become opaque. 
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Thomas looks numbly out the window as he rolls up his sleeve, 
then holds out his arm. 

The Lab Tech places an instrument on Thomas’ forearm.  With a 
‘snap’, a chip is inserted.  The instrument beeps, a little 
light on it turns green.   

The Lab Tech looks at Newell, they nod to each other; the 
Tech exits, followed by the guards.  

Newell goes to the door. 

NEWELL
I am sorry this had to happen, 
Thomas.  But last night was the 
last straw. 

He exits. 

Thomas remains stoic, his gaze fixed. 

He is, once again, someone’s property. 

Thomas taps Jake the Headset. 

THOMAS
Jake.  Connect me to Allied 
Messenger Service, please. 

JAKE THE HEADSET
One moment. 

He opens his desk drawer again, finds a scrap of paper, and a 
pencil, and writes. 

EXT. WOLFE TECH HEADQUARTERS - THAT EVENING 

Thomas exits the building.  It is raining, but he doesn’t 
have an umbrella.  He stops, pulls his jacket collar up, and 
looks up at Wolfe Tech.  Then down at the paving stones.  

Thomas pulls the collar of his jacket closer to his neck, and 
walks to-- 

INT. LING’S TEA HOUSE - 30 MINUTES LATER  

Eve and Thomas are seated at their same table.

He’s just finished showing her the pink mark on his arm, 
where the chip was inserted. 

EVE
Thomas, I’m... so sorry. 
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THOMAS
Actually, I am the one who should 
apologize.  I am sorry; it was 
wrong of me to accuse you, of-- you 
were only trying to help.  

EVE
Apology accepted. 

THOMAS
Thank you. 

Eve sips her tea.  

Thomas absentmindedly rubs the spot where the chip was 
implanted. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
This will probably be the last time 
we can meet.  As soon as they log 
this as one of my known locations, 
the cameras will go up.  

Eve nods. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Ms. Brighton, I think you are 
right.  The dorms-- aren’t-- I’ve 
adjusted my position on them. 

EVE
That wasn’t a dorm, that was a 
prison. 

THOMAS
Alright, perhaps; this is what I’m 
saying, yes. And, of course, it 
must have been difficult, for 
Benjamin, living there.  Very... 
desperate. I should know, I once 
lived somewhere not unlike it, 
myself.   

Eve is visibly surprised by his statement.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Still, there must be more to his 
message.  I need to go back there, 
to see if I missed something.   

EVE
But, how?  They’ll trace you.  
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THOMAS
I was ...hoping, perhaps you would 
be willing to go, in my stead.  

EVE
Why? What do you think is there?   

THOMAS
I think maybe he left something on 
that hill. Perhaps he ... buried 
something.  

Eve is taken aback. 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Never mind. It’s too much to ask. 

EVE
No, I’ll go. Tomorrow, after dark. 

THOMAS
Thank you.  

Thomas summons all of his courage, every last ounce-- 

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Ms. Brighton.  Might I ask for your 
assistance with... one more thing?    

EVE
What?   

THOMAS
Might I... might we...  

EVE
Might we... Oh! Do you want a 
session?  

Thomas blushes; Eve smiles broadly.  

EVE (CONT'D)
Of course.  (beat)  Close your 
eyes.  

Thomas closes his eyes. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Just, get comfortable... take a few 
deep breaths. 

Thomas nods.  Eve reaches into her purse, taps a word or two 
into her mobile device, then hits “Send”.  

EVOLUTION    "Pilot" 60.



EVOLUTION    "Pilot" 61.

EVE (CONT'D)
Give me your hands. 

Thomas puts out his hands, and she takes them. 

EVE (CONT'D)
Feel free to talk about what you’re 
remembering. Everything you can put 
into words. You said you’ve got a 
good memory?   

THOMAS
I remember everything that has ever 
happened to me. 

EVE
Okay.  Just remember to breathe.  

MONTAGE: 

The warm ‘thu-thump, thu-thump’ begins again. 

Pink Floyd’s BRAIN DAMAGE / ECLIPSE (from DARK SIDE OF THE 
MOON) plays over the montage. 

LYRICS
THE LUNATIC IS ON THE GRASS. 
THE LUNATIC IS ON THE GRASS. 

He flashes back to-- 

MONTAGE 

EXT. A FIELD - DAY

8 YR. OLD THOMAS playing with his MOTHER...  

INT. DOCTOR’S OFFICE - DAY 

8-yr-old Thomas again, being tested by doctors, as his 
worried mother looks on... 

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

More tests, some are painful; Thomas cries out... 

INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Thomas’ mother reaching out for him, screaming, being held 
back by police, as Thomas is taken away...
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INT. GROUP HOME  

Thomas being walked into a group home for young MSDs... 

Thomas, struggling to stay sane, among MSDs who are clearly 
not... 

INT. GROUP HOME COMPUTER LAB 

Thomas sits down at a computer, tentatively...  

14 YR. OLD THOMAS, being taught how to code alongside other 
MSDs...

INT. NAMELESS FACELESS TECH CO - YEARS LATER 

CLOSE-UP of Thomas (now grown), numb, working feverishly...

INT. WOLFE TECH, FLOOR SEVENTEEN

Thomas getting his promotion to leader... 

INT. THOMAS’ APARTMENT

Being handed the keys to his own apartment...

INT. LING’S TEA HOUSE 

Benjamin asking for Thomas’ help, and Thomas refusing... 

INT. WOLFE TECH, FLOOR SEVENTEEN

Thomas watching Benjamin as he works, devoid of hope... 

EXT. WOLFE TECH

We follow Thomas’ gaze from the new paving stones, up to the 
rooftop...  

INT. NEWELL’S OFFICE

Thomas sitting in Newell’s office, getting the news of 
Benjamin’s suicide. 

END OF MONTAGE 

INT. LING’S TEA HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Thomas, eyes still shut, breathes hard. 

Eve lets go of Thomas’ hands.  

Thomas opens his eyes, and looks at Eve-- this time, in the 
eye.  
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His eyes well with tears.  For once, he’s completely still. 

THOMAS
Jesus Christ. 

EVE
You okay? 

Thomas laughs, shaking his head ‘no’. 

Eve smiles warmly at him, puts her hand on his.  

Thomas breathes in a sharp, pained breath.  His eyes grow 
wide. 

THOMAS
Eve.  We have to save them.  All of 
them.  

We PULL BACK from them, out of the restaurant, to--

EXT. LING’S TEA HOUSE - SAME TIME 

LYRICS
ALL THAT IS NOW 
ALL THAT IS GONE 
ALL THAT'S TO COME, AND EVERYTHING 
UNDER THE SUN IS IN TUNE, BUT THE 
SUN IS ECLIPSED BY THE MOON...

A dozen police vehicles, sirens blaring, and an unmarked car, 
squeal to a stop in front of the restaurant. 

Out of the unmarked car steps Dr. Sherman.  She motions to 
the officers, who storm Ling’s Tea House, weapons drawn. 

BLACKOUT

END OF EPISODE
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