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FADE | N:

The face of an Apollo astronaut, his gold-plated visor reflects
t he desol ate, cratered surface of the noon with Earth hangi ng
hi gh above.

TRIP (V.Q)
One small step for man . .

A gigantic HAND reaches in and waps around the astronaut
renoving the ACTION FIGURE fromits place on a w ndow sill.

INT. TRIP S BEDROOM - NI GHT

YOUTHFUL HANDS maneuver the astronaut across his bedsheets to a
toy Lunar Transportation Rover, bendlng_the spaceman into the
driver’s seat. MWING UP the arns we find the sweet, enchanted
face of TRI P GAI NES.

. TRI P .
One giant leap for mankind .

Trip flashes a m schievous grin---
and sends the noon buggy off his bed into the darkness.

Trip listens as it CRASHES to the floor then flicks on a _
FLASHLI GHT. He spotlights the upside down LTR and slides off his
bed. He flips over the rover then gives it another big push
across the room

The buggy hits the wall with a THUD. Comng to rest next to a
space shuttle with its name etched on the side: LIBERTY.

Trip renoves the astronaut fromthe LTR secures himinside the
shuttle. He flips a switch -- LIBERTY LI GHTS UP

Trip lays the flashlight on its side, illumnating a nmakeshift
runway of bedroom fl oor.

He rolls the shuttle along, increasing sgeed as he rises to his
feet. Liftoff. Liberty takes flight. rip flies the shuttle
around his room Several glorious circles.

Trip sweeps over to

\ to a |l arge bubbled wi ndow. He soars the shuttle
upwards, holding it high a
Vv

bove hi s head.

Qutside, a mmjestic re\

elation. A brilliant blue and white jewel
floats 1n an ocean of infinite

stars:

EARTH. Like we’ve never seen before. A thin ring of satellite
debris encircles the planet. The faint dust does little, though,
to dimnish its tranquil beauty.

Trip gazes out, entranced. Wde eyes reflect a longing in his
heart. A dreamunful filled.

Wthin the room TWO BLUE LI GHTS FLUTTER.  Snal | stroboscopes
rapidly fire then lock solid. THE EYES OF A ROBOT.



i LU COVES TO LIFE. An adult-sized, peculiar robot of human form
Shel | and body parts a col orful m shmash of sal vaged hi gh tech.
An ever-evolving work in progress.

. Taut skin

iLU s face has received the nost attention. Lifelike t
t he crani um

with a HOLOGRAPH C GLINT. A deep crease encircles
easy access to his positronic brain. Hairless.

One nore thing, enotion percolates inside iLU at all tines.
[
_ (aghast)
Trip! Get back in bed!
Trip lowers the shuttle, his mnd still mles away.

i LU rushes to hi but gets yanked off his feet as the charge
chord out his back |loses its slack. He hits the floor hard.

i LU, red with enbarrassnent, follows the chord back to the wall.
Unplugs it. He releases the end and it coils into his spine.

i LU
Your nother will have ny head if she
catches you out of bed.

) TRI P
Li ke she cares.

i LU
Nonsense. She nost certainly does.

TRI P
| adjusted your idle. |It’s better that
you sl eep il e recharging.

i LU _
Better for you as well, Trip.

Trip turns fromthe wi ndow, tosses his toy on the floor.

_ TRI P
It'’s tinme to get up anyway.

i LU nakes Trip’s bed. Trip switches on the bedroom LI GHTS.

i LU
Good heavens! \What a disaster
i LU scurries about the ness roo?L pi cking up toys. Posters of
e

Earth and nature dot the walls: Grand Canyon, Munt Everest,
Yosenmite, Od Faithful, trees, |akes, sunsets, etc.

i LU
Before | plugged in, | clearly recall a
tidy room

TRI P

Put a sock init.



Trip pulls off his pajamas as he di sappears into his closet.
i LU
puzzl ed)
Put a sock in what exactly?
INT. TRIP S WORKSHOP

Hal f Pla%roon1 hal f repair shop. Electronic clutter. Conputers.
High tech toys. Wres. Robot appendages.

Trip gathers news discs as they drop froman internet press.

i LU prepares Trip’'s bike. The futuristic cycle HOVERS besi de him
as he oils and lubes its thrusters and gravity pads.

i LU
Prom se ne_you will get some sl eep
tonight. Tonorrow is a big day.
_ TRI P
Prom se ne you' || not speak for a week
and 1’1l think about it.
i LU

Smarty Arty had a party and no one cane
but Smarty Arty.

Trip shakes his head, annoyed.

i LU
(dol eful) )
Oh, ¥ou are right, Trip. | ama
chatterbox. | know A smart nmouth, know
it-all, chatterbox.
TRI P

iLU, don’t. Don’t doit. Don't cry.

i LU bursts into tears. Weps heavy, overly dramatic sobs.
) TRI P _
I replenished your fluids yesterday!
i LU
I’msorry, Trip. | don’t know what’s
gotten into ne lately.

Trip opens and searches through drawers.

TRI P
I need to recalibrate your enotiona
stinmulator. [It’s gotten worse.

i LU freaks, runs to the far side of the room

i LU
No nore surgery! No nore surgery!



o
-

EEF a small tool, conceals it in his hand. He wal ks

TRI P
i LU, look at you. You re a nood sw ng
away from serious neltdown. Rel ax.

i LU
Pl ease, Trip. No nore surgery. %Y
heart sinply can’t take it.

TRI P
You don’t have a heart. Your sensory palette
| acks anr association for pain. You're
conplete|¥ anest heti zed. ou can't feel a

t hi ng. "s inpossible.
) i L
insulted)
Vel |, atever feelings | have they are deeply

hurt by that “no hear conment .
_ _ TRIP
Quit being so dramati c.

i LU

Software gets mishandled. Wres get
crossed. Menory erased. Menory iIs the
closest thing | have to a heart. Wthout
it, I lose my only friend.

Accustoned to i LU s displays of nelodrama, Trip reacts with a
ki nd of cool benusenent and shrugs off the nonent.

TRl P
| woul d never let that happen. Get the
bi ke, iLU  We have to get going.

i LU unhooks the anchor to the bike.

i LU
Trip, please pilot within the explicit
[imts today.

TRI P
Hold it steady. Be still.
i LU steadies the bike with both hands. Trip pulls a fast one,
pops open i LU s head. Blue eyes fade as Trip tinkers with the

gooey electronics in iLUs skull
I NT. SPACECORPS BASE - TRI P S PAPER ROUTE

Trip flies his bike through a corridor. iLUTrides in the back,
hangi ng on for dear life. Trip steers like a pro, occasionally
pushing the limts to get a shriek out of iLU.

They bank high and fast around a corner. iLU squeals.



They sail through a cavernous annex of |abs, offices, food and
beverage units. Electronic debris and |arge piles of machi nery
lie scattered about. Lights flicker and strobe. Gim and
sobering, the base has becone a lunar junk yard.

Some RESI DENTS, not many. Mbre |aborers than scientists. Mre
robots than humans. Tough to tell who’s who.

A grease-stai ned WORKER cal | s out:

) WORKER
Happy birthday, Trip!

' TR P
Bi rt hday’ s tonorrow, Bob

WORKER )
Ch. What are you getting this year?

TR P .
Me and nmy nother are going to Earth.

i LU wobbl es forward.

i LU

My not her and |.
Trip nmakes a sharp turn to avoid a scrap pile. LU alnost falls
off. Trip laughs.
Large video nonitors, placed like street lights, flash Earth
reports and base announcenents. STATIC interrupts inmages of
masked terrorists and desolation in a nuked city.
Random nessages and information fill the air |ike Mizak.

PA SYSTEM (V. Q)
Spacecor ps happily announces its 418th
day of injury-free operation. Spacecorps
is currently acceB}lng appl i cations for
Mars Station 5. Distance pay, profit
sharlng and retirenent assistance are
avai | abl e, see your section supervisor
t oday.

i LU has a greenish gl ow about him Wozy.
i LU _ _
Sl ow down, Trip. I'magetting sick to ny
st omach.

TRI P
You don’t have a stonmch.

Trip hangs ten, up and over a parked vehicle. LU leans to his
side, vomts green oily gunk



