
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

An ASSISTANT leads RANDALL down a gleaming white hallway and 
shows him to a seat in an austere conference room. 

Randall, an athletic man in his mid-30s, is normally 
confident and composed, but today he looks like he has been 
through hell. His face is scratched and blue; his hand is 
bandaged, and he’s obviously uncomfortable being off his 
game.

He sits, waiting nervously, for what feels like a very long 
time.

Eventually, he hears steps approaching. 

He turns around, nervously, to see STANIS, an imposing man 
who is equal parts authoritative and supportive, a firm, 
intimidating mentor who is always — always — in control.

Stanis sits down.

STANIS
I guess it went about as poorly as 
I heard.

Randall doesn’t say anything. He’s embarrassed.

STANIS (CONT’D)
Baker resigned this morning.

RANDALL
He told me he was going to.

STANIS
So, you want to tell me what 
happened?

RANDALL
We got to the house at about 2pm. 
The subject was —

STANIS
I’m not interested in the official 
version.

RANDALL
(defensive)

The official version is what 
happened.

STANIS
I want to know what you think 
happened.



Randall considers. 

RANDALL
I don’t really know. It got out of 
hand.

STANIS
Evidently.

RANDALL
I’ve never had anyone fight like 
that. 

STANIS
She was young?

RANDALL
38. Cancer.

Stanis shakes his head. The tragedy isn’t lost on him.

STANIS
She have kids?

RANDALL
One. A girl.

STANIS
So what? She just snapped?

RANDALL
I thought we would be a relief. She 
must have been in a lot of pain. 

STANIS
Tell me about her.

RANDALL
Like what she was like?

STANIS
Whatever you think when I say tell 
me about her.

RANDALL
I don’t know. Her house wasn’t 
much. She worked at a repair shop 
until she got too sick. But all 
indications are that she liked it. 

STANIS
Married?
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RANDALL
Divorced.

STANIS
What was her house like?

RANDALL
Small, like I said.

STANIS
Stylish? Messy? Homey?

RANDALL
Homey. 

STANIS
Art on the walls?

RANDALL
Some stuff. Mostly pictures. Her 
kid’s drawings, I guess. I didn’t 
really notice.

STANIS
Now, if I were to ask her to tell 
me about herself, you think she’d 
tell me the same things you just 
did? 

RANDALL
Some of it.

STANIS
Maybe. But how much of it would she 
be relieved to be done with?

RANDALL
She wasn’t able to do anything 
anymore. Stuck in her house, barely 
got out of bed. The archive was 
going to be an improvement. 

STANIS
The archive was going to feel like 
a jail for her. If she can still 
feel anything.

RANDALL
She’ll get to play with her 
daughter, fall in love, get 
married.
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STANIS
We think. The memories are active, 
but I don’t know what that means. 
Do you?

RANDALL
She was a dying woman. She was 
going to be dead within the week. 
We were there to keep her living.

STANIS
No. You were there to preserve her 
memories. 

RANDALL
That’s who she is. 

STANIS
It’s who she was. But the archive 
only sees what she saw, not what 
she thought about it. Not who she 
wanted to be. She was a mom. She 
loved her daughter. She had 
friends. Maybe she was in love. 
That’s what she’d tell me about 
herself. She didn’t want to be 
stuck on a drive as the person her 
past made her. 

RANDALL
What else was she supposed to be?

STANIS
You’re an exceptional technician. 
Thoughtful. Organized. You could be 
a leader here. I’d like to see that 
happen. But you’ve got to 
understand we do more than just 
preserve information. 

RANDALL
I do.

STANIS
I asked you about this woman, you 
gave me a bunch of facts about her. 
You called her the subject. You 
never even used her name.

RANDALL
(sheepishly)

Vincent. Marie Vincent. 
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STANIS
We run the most sophisticated, most 
comprehensive information system in 
the history of mankind. It needs 
information to run. And we failed 
to get some of that information 
because of what happened at Ms. 
Vincent’s house. Maybe it’s lost 
forever, maybe not. But facts are 
not knowledge. And unless you 
realize that the information we 
gather still vastly under-
represents reality, you’ll never 
accomplish anything here. You’ll 
always just be another good 
technician.

He slides a small black box the size of a deck of cards 
across the table. On it is a label with a serial number and 
the name “Vincent, Marie.” 

Stanis stands.

STANIS (CONT’D)
We'll get you a new partner.

He leaves Randall alone.

XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX

BLACK SCREEN

A woman screams. An angry, violent scream.

Other sounds filter out, garbled words, a snippet of a song, 
repeated over and over. 

INT. MARIE VINCENT'S HOUSE - DAY

There are flashes of a struggle. 

MARIE, young and sick, scrambles furiously. 

Randall and BAKER, his partner, a serious, sincere man, try 
to grab her and wrestle her to the ground.
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INT. RESTAURANT, 10 YEARS AGO - NIGHT

Marie, younger and healthier, laughs and drinks a glass of 
wine. The table is crowded with friends.

Across the table her FUTURE HUSBAND tells a story. 

Marie watches him. It’s the moment she realizes she’s going 
to marry him.

The screen freezes. Digital artifacts take it over, like the 
movie itself has become a corrupted file.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, 2 YEARS AGO - EVENING

Marie, a little older now, is drunk and angry. She sloshes a 
glass of wine as she stands over a crying child, FIONA.

The sound is out of sync. The file still corrupted.

She grabs Fiona’s arm roughly and gets down in her face, 
almost yelling.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, PRESENT - DAY

Marie, struggling with Randall and Baker, now has a large 
kitchen knife. 

She slashes at Baker, slicing his arm. 

He jumps back, howling and bleeding profusely. 

She runs to the back bedroom and locks herself in.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, A MONTH AGO - NIGHT

Marie sits in the floor of her bedroom. In front of her is a 
shoebox full of mementos — a handmade bracelet, a pressed 
flower, a flip book of doodles.

She reads a note scrawled on a sheet of notebook paper, tears 
in her eyes.

The image stutters and freezes, jumping back and forth 
between black, the file still corrupted.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, 7 YEARS AGO - NIGHT

Marie and her Husband lay on the sofa.
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He watches the TV. She watches him.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, 2 YEARS AGO - DAY

A bleary-eyed Marie digs in the back of her closet and pulls 
out two empty wine bottles. 

She shoves them into a clanking trash bag.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, A YEAR AGO - MORNING

Marie holds a sleeping Fiona. 

She smiles, contented.

EXT. ROAD, 5 YEARS AGO - DAY

Marie drives to work. It’s a completely unexceptional day. 

She is completely zoned out, going through the motions. 

The image jerks and stutters.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, 3 YEARS AGO - NIGHT

Marie and her Husband yell at each other. 

The sound, again out of sync, continues playing the sound of 
the highway as Marie commutes.

EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD, 8 YEARS AGO - NIGHT

Marie and her Husband sneak over a fence and into a yard with 
a pool.

She slides in and he is about to join her when the lights in 
the house come on.

They run away through the woods, laughing and having fun.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S KITCHEN, PRESENT - DAY

Marie sits across from Baker, who has spread out a small bag 
of medical equipment, which he uses to examine her.

Randall watches.
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MARIE
This is a mistake. It is. It’s too 
soon. 

BAKER
I’m sorry.

MARIE
No, don’t be sorry. Just don’t. 
Just — isn’t there someone you 
could call? Tell them you’ll come 
back when it’s time.

BAKER
No ma’am. It’s today.

Marie sees Fiona standing in the door.

MARIE
You can’t. I’m getting better. 

BAKER
No ma’am. I’m sorry. You’re not.

MARIE
I’m not who I used to be. She’s 
only going to remember...

The image pixelates into big blocks and freezes. The sound is 
a jarring digital feedback.

INT. STRANGE BEDROOM, 3 YEARS AGO - MORNING

Marie lies in bed, looking at the MAN asleep next to her. 

It’s not her husband.  

She grabs her wedding ring off of the bedside table and 
leaves.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, PRESENT - DAY

Marie is locked in the bedroom, clutching the knife to her 
chest, sobbing.

Randall and Baker beat on the door. They’re about to break it 
down.

INT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, 6 YEARS AGO - NIGHT

Marie washes dishes in the kitchen sink.
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EXT. ICE CREAM SHOP, A YEAR AGO - DAY

Marie and Fiona sit on the curb, trying to lick the runny ice 
cream off the sides of their cones. 

They’re both giggling, happy.

EXT. MARIE VINCENT’S HOUSE, 5 YEARS AGO - EVENING

Marie sits on her front steps watching the sunset.

She sips her wine.

EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD, 3 YEARS AGO - NIGHT

Marie sits on the side of the road, dried blood on her 
forehead and the side of her face, broken glass in her hair.

Police lights flash in the background.

She is in shock.

INT. MARIE VINCENT'S HOUSE, PRESENT - DAY

Randall and Baker have made it into Marie’s bedroom. Baker 
has a towel wrapped around his bloody arm.

Marie swings the knife wildly, holding them back.

RANDALL
Stop! Please!

MARIE
This is my life! 

BAKER
Don’t do it like this.

MARIE
You don’t understand. I am me.

RANDALL
Put down the knife.

MARIE
I’m not all those things. I’m not 
that person anymore.

BAKER
Please. Don’t let this be the last 
thing you do.
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He gets close, reaches out to her. She softens. She’s about 
to give him the knife.

MARIE
Life is different when you live it 
and when you go back over it after. 
It’s not fair. I was so lonely. 
Even when he was here. He loved me 
and I thought that would be enough, 
but I didn’t —— It’s not fair to 
take all of those things and say 
that adds up to a person. You don’t 
know me.

BAKER
But we want to. That’s what the 
archive is for.

MARIE
She can’t know me like that.

Marie jabs the knife into her neck. 

Blood pours out.

Baker grabs her, trying to stanch the bleeding.

BAKER
Plug her! Now! Now!

Randall attaches an apparatus to the back of her head.

The screen breaks up, the file corrupted again. Flashes of 
her last moments appear as Baker and Randall work feverishly 
to download her.

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Randall sits in one of the chairs around the table. 

The apparatus they used on Marie is attached to the back of 
his own head, wires leading to an open pelican case on the 
table.

He ejects the drive labeled “Vincent, Marie” from the 
equipment in the pelican case.

He packs the case back up and leaves the conference room.
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