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INT. JAMES’ CHILDHOOD HOME - NIGHT

JAMES ZANASIU JR, a boy of ten, is in his pajamas, staring

out the bedside window of a typical second-floor

upper-middle class child’s bedroom. He’s watching a dark

figure leave the house and walk to the family car. Starting

the engine, the figure drives down the dark road.

After a few moments, JAMES’ MOTHER, a Dhole named Sharon,

opens the door to his bedroom.

JAMES’ MOTHER

I didn’t know you were still awake.

James does not stop looking out the window, his eyes follow

the car’s tail lights as they disappear in the dark.

JAMES

Where is dad going?

JAMES’ MOTHER

...Away. For a bit. He has to go do

something important.

JAMES

What?

JAMES’ MOTHER

He didn’t really say. I don’t

really understand myself.

She sits down on the bed, gently pulls him away from the

window, and tucks him in.

JAMES’ MOTHER

James...what you must always

remember is that your father loves

you very much. He’s always loved

you, and he always will.

JAMES

When will he come back?

JAMES’ MOTHER

...I don’t know. But he will come

back.

She kisses him and wraps him in her arms. She closes her

eyes. Silence falls.

JAMES

Mom?

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES’ MOTHER

Yes, dear?

JAMES

If dad loves me, why didn’t he kiss

me good bye before he left?

James’ mother has no answer.

FADE TO

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

James, now his normal age, slowly comes to in a hospital

room. A number of machines hum and blink around him,

intravenous fluid bags are attached to his arms, and a heart

rate machine starts beeping.

James groans and tries to sit up. A NURSE peeks into the

room, and looks shocked.

NURSE

Doctor! Patient Doe is awake!

James opens his mouth to speak but the nurse has already

left.

In a few moments a DOCTOR flanked by two NURSES rushes into

the room.

DOCTOR

Mother of god, she’s right!

JAMES

Excuse me, I was wondering--

He’s cut off when the doctor shines a light in James’ eyes.

DOCTOR

How are you feeling? What do you

know about yourself?

The original nurse pokes her head back in.

NURSE

Just got off the phone with Mr.

Carlo, he’s on his way!

JAMES

I...uh...

(CONTINUED)
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DOCTOR

Confusion is to be expected. Nurse,

check for signs of brain damage.

JAMES

I’m not brain damaged! Just, how

did I get here? Who was that

bastard who stabbed me?

DOCTOR

Son, I’m going to need you to calm

down. (takes a big deep breath) How

about all of us just calm down and

take a deep breath. What is your

name?

JAMES

James--er, James...Hughes.

DOCTOR

James Hughes, nurse get that down.

You didn’t have any identification

when Mr. Carlo brought you in.

JAMES

Who is Mr. Carlo?

DOCTOR

He’s been paying your medical bills

for the past two months--

JAMES

Two months?!?

The doctor nods solemnly.

DOCTOR

You’ve been in a coma. We were

pretty close to pulling the plug.

Suddenly a middle-aged man, the same one who stabbed James,

rushes into the room.

CARLO

Mother of Pearl, he’s alive!

JAMES

You! You’re the son-of-a-bitch

who--

CARLO

Ah ah, I paid for your medical

bill...two whole months. Can’t we

not bring that incident up?

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES

Once I ask some questions and am

satisfied with the answers!

He tries to get up, but the nurses stop him.

DOCTOR

You just woke up from a two month

coma, we need to run some tests to

ensure you’re--

JAMES

I’m penniless and and homeless. I

have no family, I’m not even a U.S.

Citizen. Just let me go, I couldn’t

pay for anything.

The doctor glances at Carlo, who holds his hands up in a

clear refusal to keep paying.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE HOSPITAL - DAY

Carlo and James leave the Carson City General Hospital.

CARLO

You can call me Biff, and man am I

glad everything turned out okay. I

felt really bad about what

happened.

JAMES

Are you gonna explain...?

CARLO

Yeah yeah...look, I’ve gotta lotta

enemies in this town. Born and grew

up here, did some things when I was

younger...you know. So when you

just walk up to me, this thuggish

looking youth--

JAMES

Thuggish?

CARLO

--you startled me, thought it was a

member of some city gang taking a

hit out on me.

JAMES

That’s all the evidence you need

before you start stabbing someone?

(CONTINUED)
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CARLO

Look, this hasn’t exactly been easy

on me either, okay? I’m in a bit of

hot water myself, word is getting

around. Speaking of which, is it

true that you’re not a U.S.

citizen? Because that would make my

life a whole lot simpler--

James sighs.

JAMES

Look. I’m not interested in suing

you. You paid for my medical, so

let’s just, like, call it even and

go our separate ways, okay?

CARLO

That’s a good idea, I like that

idea. Here’s some money for a cab

ride, go find your folks. If you

have folks. Do what you want with

it. Nice knowing you.

He palms James a few dollar bills and rushes off. James

disgruntledly looks both ways and spots a pay phone. He

inserts the money and makes a phone call.

INT. KERZACH’S OFFICE - DAY

A phone sits on an empty but ornate desk. It rings a few

times and goes to voice mail. The voice of Yuri Kerzach

echoes.

VOICEMAIL (FILTERED)

You’ve reached the office of Dr.

Yuri Kerzach. I’m not available at

the moment, but please leave your

name and number and I’ll get back

to you as soon as I can. Thank you.

*beep*

JAMES (FILTERED)

Uh, hi...Malte? Not sure if you’re

living there any more, but I can’t

remember your cell phone

so...whoever gets this, if you

could tell Malte that--

Thundering footsteps rush for the phone, and Malte bursts

into the office and grabs the phone off the hook.

(CONTINUED)
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MALTE

James? Is that really you? Where

the hell are you? I’ll get there as

soon as I can, don’t go anywhere!

INT. A DINER - DAY

James is sitting in a diner on the same street, idly

watching a football game on the television and trying to eat

a bowl of chicken broth, when Malte and Florence come

rushing through the diner door.

MALTE AND FLORENCE

James!

JAMES

Malte! I expected you, but

Florence?

Florence hugs him before he can say anymore, and Malte can’t

resist hugging him too afterward.

FLORENCE

Malte told me everything, I don’t

know why we didn’t think to check

the hospital when you went missing!

If we’d done the Missing posters

like I’d suggested--

JAMES

It’s okay, really. I’m just glad to

see you two--

MALTE

No, it’s not okay.

FLORENCE

We’re sorry, James. For what we

did. When we abandoned you. That’s

not what friends should do.

JAMES

That’s all in the past. But I admit

I didn’t expect to ever see you two

willingly in the same room again.

Both Malte and Florence exhale.

MALTE

Oh, boy. You’re a bit behind.

(CONTINUED)
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FLORENCE

It’s been an eventful two months,

James.

INT. KERZACH MANSION - DAY

Malte lugs a suitcase through the large oaken doors of Yuri

Kerzach’s large mansion.

MALTE (V.O.)

I returned to school in time for my

finals, but I flunked all of them

anyway...I found myself constantly

distracted, thinking about what I’d

learned regarding the bridge. I

completely missed the o-chem final

because I was researching in the

library...

Malte lugs his suitcase up the stairs.

INT. MANSION GUEST ROOM - DAY

Malte walks into his old room. The only family portraits are

professionally done, with the three standing in staged

locations wearing formal outfits. Malte drops his suitcase

on the bed.

INT. MANSION SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY

Malte leaves his room and walks towards the door at the end

of the hallway; his father’s office. Malte gulps.

MALTE (V.O.)

...so two weeks later I decided to

skip summer quarter and go home to

my father’s, to ask him questions.

I’d also hoped to get to know him a

little better than I’d bothered to

before...

Malte pushes the door open.

INT. KERZACH’S OFFICE - DAY

YURI KERZACH, an elder well-to-do Cassowary, sits at his

desk. He sees surprised at the interruption.

(CONTINUED)
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DR. KERZACH

Son. Welcome home. I didn’t hear

you come in.

MALTE

Thanks...

Dr. Kerzach goes back to his work.

DR. KERZACH

I don’t recall you ever walking in

here before. When you were younger

you used to knock.

MALTE

Yeah, and you used to pretend you

weren’t here...

Dr. Kerzach doesn’t debate the point, but refocuses on his

work.

MALTE

I flunked all of my final exams.

DR. KERZACH

Hm, that’s a good start to your

college career. Why?

MALTE

Anyone who asked, I told them it

was grief that my mother died. But

to be perfectly honest I didn’t

know her that well, so it actually

didn’t really affect me.

Dr. Kerzach puts his paper down and finally gives Malte his

undivided attention.

DR. KERZACH

You certainly seem itching for a

fight. Why are you so combative?

MALTE

I wanted to get your undivided

attention for this next question.

DR. KERZACH

You have it.

MALTE

I learned in school that the

Einstein-Rosen bridge only travels

forward in time, and have never

(MORE)
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MALTE (cont’d)

heard of examples otherwise. And

yet, based on the diagrams in

school textbooks, that seems an

arbitrary limitation. The

t-coordinate can handle negative

numbers, but the bridge itself

seems designed to not support them.

DR. KERZACH

I didn’t hear a question in there.

MALTE

Why can’t it travel back in time?

DR. KERZACH

It causes problems with the other

three coordinates. The XYZ axii

must of course be positive, so the

loss of negatives on the 4th is an

unfortunate side effect.

MALTE

Negative XYZ coordinates should

remove the traveler from the

Earth’s surface, they would

certainly still parse. Yet another

function the bridge inexplicably

cannot support.

DR. KERZACH

I’m impressed. Individuals have

received PhDs in temporal mechanics

since we built that bridge, and

none have realized what you just

told me.

He stands up.

DR. KERZACH

The truth is that we deactivated

those features intentionally.

Earth’s population does not seem

ready for instantaneous space

travel, nor for interfering with

their own past. One day, more

people will understand the bridge

as we do. But until they realize it

themselves, we deemed them unready

to wield such power.

(CONTINUED)
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MALTE

You seem to enjoy passing judgment

on what humanity should and

shouldn’t know. Apparently they

aren’t ready to prepare for the

imminent death of at least

one-third of the Earth’s population

either.

Dr. Kerzach is silent for a moment.

DR. KERZACH

Where did you hear of that? There

is no way you discovered Shelton’s

Disease on your own. You were never

any good at biology.

MALTE

Are you really prepared to let

hundreds of millions of people die

in a few decades, almost primarily

citizens of first-world countries

who can afford bridge travel? Just

because they "Aren’t ready"?

DR. KERZACH

So there is something to the story

you don’t know.

MALTE

Hence, these questions.

DR. KERZACH

I’ve answered more than enough

questions. Now it’s your turn.

Malte sits down in the chair opposite Dr. Kerzach’s desk.

MALTE

I can only afford a five-minute

appointment, so ask quick. I

recently lost access to my bank

account after giving $500 to a

stripper.

DR. KERZACH

Son, stop. I know what you’re

doing, leaving out relevant details

so I incriminate you with logical,

yet false, assumptions. I’m not so

easy to fool.

(CONTINUED)
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MALTE

Then surprise me. I just told you

what I know about your enterprising

years, let’s see what you’ve got on

mine.

DR. KERZACH

You left school with young Zanasiu

a week ago, the school called me. I

told them you were attending your

mother’s funeral. I know Shelton’s

daughter was involved with you, and

I hope you didn’t trust her too

implicitly; she had her plane

ticket purchased via "government

scholarship" from an organization

with no website. I know you stole

ROSS from the Smithsonian; I had to

cash in a 20-year-old favor to get

him to tell me. You drop off my

radar after that, but according to

Crota, Agent Pomson had some choice

things to say about your actions in

the Nevadan Deserts. From which I

can only conclude you were

exploring the disappearance of

James’ father, since two of these

places you visited coincide with

potential bridge coordinates.

Malte is sitting with a stunned look on his face.

DR. KERZACH

And if that’s an accurate

conclusion, then you were looking

in the wrong place.

He takes out a bound stack of yellowed papers from his desk

and throws them at Malte’s lap.

DR. KERZACH

Dr. Shelton’s notes. He wanted his

role in the bridge’s history

minimized, but he was actually the

most knowledgeable about its

workings of any of us. You are

dealing with a time portal, my son.

The first three dimensions don’t

matter. Work from the source.

Malte looks at page after page of diagrams, spindly

handwriting, and dozens of calculations.

(CONTINUED)
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MALTE

Why can’t you just tell me the

answer? You clearly know!

DR. KERZACH

Because your five minutes are up.

But one last question, the one that

doesn’t make sense to me: Where is

young James right now?

MALTE

...why do you ask?

DR. KERZACH

Because you clearly haven’t put all

the pieces together, yet you’re not

by his side. Son, we Kerzachs have

broken a lot of rules, possibly

every rule. Even the rules of

physics and time. But never the

most important one: We don’t

abandon our Zanasiu.

INT. GUEST ROOM - NIGHT

Malte leafs through the stack of papers his father gave him.

MALTE (V.O.)

He never brought up the bridge or

anything else again, and I left

pretty quickly. But he’d given me a

direction; we were wrong focusing

on where the bridge would output:

we should be focusing on the bridge

itself.

EXT. CARSON CITY STREETS - DAY

Malte is searching the streets of Carson City, asking PEOPLE

about James.

MALTE (V.O.)

Of course the whole time I was also

trying to find you. I got pretty

desperate there, but you’d just

disappeared without a trace. I’m

going to be honest, eventually I

was trying to solve the bridge

mystery in honor of your memory.
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INT. A DINER - DAY

MALTE

We started looking for you again

once Florence joined back up, but

we couldn’t even piece together

where you went that night.

JAMES

I didn’t get far. But how did

Florence re-enter the picture?

MALTE

I realized that I just didn’t have

the bridge experience to piece

together everything I needed to. I

needed somebody who was better and

faster with numbers, especially

since I didn’t just want to

understand Shelton’s notes, I

wanted to extrapolate from them.

So, I decided I needed to find the

next best thing to Shelton himself.

JAMES

His AI?

Malte nods.

MALTE

But ROSS was completely off the

grid ever since we freed him. Dr.

Kerzach got his one favor, but

after that ROSS wouldn’t let

anybody know where he was online.

Which makes sense considering he’s

basically a fugitive. The world’s

first rogue AI.

FLORENCE

However, Malte figured if anyone

had a chance of convincing ROSS to

come out of hiding, it would be me.

EXT. IROMISH HUTS - DAY

Florence was back among the people of the tropical Iromish

tribe on Hughes Island, wearing a fancy headdress along with

her island wear. She was borne on her own stretcher similar

to the Chief’s, and rode alongside him to the cheering and

chanting of the island people.

(CONTINUED)
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FLORENCE (V.O.)

Like I said I would, I returned to

Hughes Island and lived as a

Chieftess among the Iromish tribe.

I won’t lie, it was pretty awesome

for a time. Was waited on hand and

foot. But it really stung, how we

all split up. I talked to Johan a

lot.

EXT. HOT SPRINGS - NIGHT

Florence is lounging in the hot springs, alone. She has a

coconut drink in one hand and a leafy fan in the other, but

seems discontent. Johan, an old hand, walks up from his hut.

JOHAN

If you don’t mind, my liege, I need

to chlorinate the hot springs.

FLORENCE

Can you wait like thirty minutes?

I’ll be out soon.

Johan bows, slightly mockingly.

JOHAN

Of course, my liege.

FLORENCE

Stop calling me "my liege"...

JOHAN

Of course. If the madam wants, I

could take over being Chieftess for

the day, lead the dance night

party. I cut a pretty mean rug in

my youth.

Florence smirks for a second. Johan grabs a plastic pool

net.

JOHAN

You know, its the one-month

anniversary of when you first came

to our fair village.

FLORENCE

(sighs)

I knew it wouldn’t be long until

you brought up Junior and Malte.

(CONTINUED)
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JOHAN

I didn’t say anything about them!

But now that you have, it’s a shame

they aren’t here now. The Cassowary

was a great conversationalist.

Shame the island life didn’t seem

to agree with them.

FLORENCE

Yeah, tolerance isn’t one of their

strong spots...

JOHAN

Mmm. Are you implying that it is

their fault you left their company?

FLORENCE

Yes...well, not exactly. It wasn’t

outright stated, but I could tell

they were mistrustful of me. And, I

felt self-conscious about prior

decisions I’d made. I’d betrayed

their trust, and I figured it’d be

easier on all of us to call it

quits. Be better for all involved.

JOHAN

That is very well possible.

He sweeps the hot springs with the pool net.

JOHAN

I faced a decision similar to yours

after I escaped Pelvanida. After

selling stolen weaponry for money

and getting my wounds treated in a

hospital, I faced my first real

opportunity to return to my friends

and neighbors at the old desert

settlement. But I didn’t think it

was for the best. After all, I’d

merely be a reminder of the

blackest day in our history, the

only veteran of a fight that

massacred their loved ones.

Johan finishes sweeping the hot springs.

JOHAN

In addition, in order to survive

I’d broken some of their gravest

rules, relying on both capitalistic

economy and medical technology to

(MORE)
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JOHAN (cont’d)
survive. But ultimately, the kicker

was when I decided I was too

ashamed to admit how I’d started

this whole ordeal by following the

worst ideals I had ever bought

into.

FLORENCE

I understand why that would scare

you off...But they’re your friends.

No matter what mistakes you’ve made

or choices you had to make to

survive, I’m sure they’d

understand.

JOHAN

No way to say that for sure. But

now, when I look back on that

decision and it’s far too late to

change my mind, that’s not why I

wish I’d gone back.

He drops several white cubes of chlorine in the end of the

pool furthest from Florence.

JOHAN

I just miss not knowing what

happened to the ones I left behind.

Florence thought about this.

FLORENCE

So do I.

She gets out of the hot spring.

FLORENCE

Let’s go back to them. Both of us.

JOHAN

Back to who?

FLORENCE

Our friends. I’ve been to your

settlement, Johan, it’s still

there. It’s not too late. And if it

isn’t too late for you, it’s not

too late for me.
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EXT. THE BEACH - NIGHT

Under the cloak of night, Johan and Florence push a small

motorboat into the surf and begin their sail away from

Hughes Island.

FLORENCE (V.O.)

So Johan returned to the deserts of

Nevada, and I found Malte. And he

was right; I coaxed ROSS out of

hiding. With ROSS’ help, we broke

the secret of the mysterious

coordinates.

INT. A DINER - DAY

Malte pulls out a scrap of paper containing the numbers. He

threw it on the table.

MALTE

These only work following the rules

to the old bridge. The prototype,

which could travel backwards in

time as well as forwards.

James glances at them.

JAMES

They’re all positive numbers.

MALTE

Yeah, they go forward in time. But,

what matters is that the only

bridges that could accept these

coordinates would create a wormhole

capable of returning things back to

the past, something impossible with

modern bridges.

FLORENCE

And who do we know with a prototype

bridge? Who, luckily enough, might

owe us a jump through it?

James’ eyes light up.
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EXT. TENANT’S WAY ALLEY - DAY

James, Malte and Florence are in the alleyway outside what

is now the headquarters of the Stripper Police Force. The

officer they knew as Cimarron is with them. Also setup is a

laptop, where an equalizer represents ROSS. Cimarron’s

Einstein-Rosen Bridge sits behind her.

CIMARRON

I hope you all know that I barely

understood a half of what y’all

just told me. But I can definitely

do the easy part, turning this

thing on and letting you jump

through it.

MALTE

Okay, but this part is important.

These are connect coordinates, not

direct coordinates. James will be

jumping into a preexisting wormhole

with a different passenger already

in it. And when James gets to his

destination, there’s the potential

for something to be sent back. Just

don’t want you to be surprised.

FLORENCE

Wait, "when James gets to his

destination"? What about you and

me?

MALTE

I’m certainly not jumping through.

I’d like to not contract Shelton’s

disease, thank you.

FLORENCE

Well, I’ve already got it, so I’m

sure as hell going! (When James

opens his mouth) Not a word,

Junior! This is final.

James sighs.

JAMES

I wasn’t going to debate the point.

CIMARRON

All right, hold on to your butts.

Showtime.

(CONTINUED)
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She inputs the code, and after some light whirring the

bridge flares to life. Its event horizon looks different

then usual: the energy is filled with a kaleidoscopic swirl

of colors.

JAMES

Why does it look like that?

MALTE

Unlike other bridges, this one

doesn’t grab the passengers, trap

them in a time bubble, then spit

them out when and where it’s

appropriate. This one maintains a

link between two different moments

and places in time, meaning that

air and other mediums make the trip

too. This means you’ll be able to

talk and see during the trip!

ROSS (FILTERED)

Young Kerzach was a bit colloquial

in diction, but ultimately summed

it up pretty well.

James and Florence look at the bridge.

JAMES

We can’t know how far these

coordinates take us. Even our

parents were pretty much gambling

when and where they’d end up every

time they tested it.

MALTE

Well actually...as it stands these

coordinates take you to basically

infinity.

FLORENCE

What?

ROSS (FILTERED)

We suspect the t-coordinate, which

determines time, was intentionally

chosen to be nontrivially far in

the future. Essentially, the human

race has a good chance of being

extinct if you exit at the

scheduled time.

Malte hastens to add:

(CONTINUED)
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MALTE

However, the reason for that, we

suspect, is because the coordinates

were designed to be intercepted.

Optionally, with a future device

that would also be capable of

locking the wormhole in place, so

that it would be secure enough to

send things back.

FLORENCE

I don’t remember our research

finding anything that does that.

ROSS (FILTERED)

That would be because nothing does,

with modern technology.

MALTE

...But once we invent it, we’d be

able to pull you out.

JAMES

And if it can’t be invented? Or if

you, your dad, and everyone with

temporal mechanics PhDs get hit by

a bus and nobody ever solves it?

MALTE

Then you and Florence might be the

next Adam and Eve.

James glances at the bridge. Florence smiles at him.

FLORENCE

I wouldn’t mind that.

James takes a deep breath and nods.

JAMES

We can’t quit now. Besides, no

matter what happens, in there I’ll

get to see my father.

CIMARRON

Can we hurry these salutations up?

This thing isn’t cheap to keep

open, you know!

James claps Malte on the back.

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES

Malte, if I never see you again,

you were the best roommate and one

of the smartest people I know. If

anyone can build that stabilizer

thing, it’d be you.

Malte smiles.

FLORENCE

Malte, I’m sorry things

got...heated...between us, and I

recognize that it was almost

entirely my fault. I’m glad we

patched things up.

MALTE

Me too. Good luck, both of you.

ROSS (FILTERED)

See you two in a couple millenia,

possibly. Honestly, I’ll be there.

Unlike these organics, I’m

immortal.

James and Florence grab each others hand, then take a

running jump into the bridge.

INT. THE WORMHOLE

The bridge is a whirlwind of color, a tube of light where

nothing seems to be moving. Florence and James are afloat,

and trying to comprehend what they see.

JAMES

Whoa...next time I jump through a

time portal, remind me to bring

sunglasses! Or a camera! Or both!

FLORENCE

Junior...

Following her guiding, he looks ahead, and sees they are

catching up to a man of roughly 55. Dr. Zanasiu has steel

gray eyes and brown hair with streaks of white. He suddenly

spots them and looks fearful.

DR. ZANASIU

What the--? Who are you? What are

you doing here?
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JAMES

He doesn’t recognize me...he hasn’t

seen me since I was ten...

As they get closer, Dr. Zanasiu makes out their features,

and begins connecting the dots.

DR. ZANASIU

Son...? Is that really you?

James nods and smiles, choking up a bit.

JAMES

It’s me. Long time no see, huh...?

DR. ZANASIU

Junior...I’m so sorry. I wish I

could have been a real father to

you while you grew up.

JAMES

It’s okay, dad, I know. I

understand.

FLORENCE

He calls you Junior too...

DR. ZANASIU

I don’t know what you’re doing

here. To be honest, I’m not 100%

sure you exist. But if you are

real, I’m glad I got to see you

grown up. That’s what I’m doing all

of this for.

JAMES

All of what? Dad, the one thing we

don’t understand is why you’re

doing this. Florence, Malte and I;

we’ve traveled the country trying

to find you, and that’s all I

wanted to ask.

Dr. Zanasiu opens his mouth, but just then there is a flash

of light.

EXT. TECHNO LABORATORY - NIGHT

The three come tumbling out of the wormhole and land on a

gleaming black tiled floor in a massive room with blinding

spotlights shining on them.
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VOICE #1 (FILTERED)

There it is! Lock it down!

The bridge behind them has a number of technical add-ons,

and each activate with a hum; keeping the bridge open.

VOICE #2 (FILTERED)

Receptor Lock working! Link

integrity within acceptable

parameters!

All three are trying to see but the spotlights are shining

in their faces, making it impossible to view most the room.

A government agent steps forward, only visible in

silhouette.

DR. ZANASIU

Have you...?

MALTE

We have.

The agent steps forward, and reveals himself to be a

grown-up Malte.

FLORENCE

Junior! Is that--?

Malte ignores her, marching over to Dr. Zanasiu. Withdrawing

a large injector, he slides Dr. Zanasiu’s sleeve up and

presses a suction cup onto his arm, which hisses. Dr.

Zanasiu rubs the injection spot; the skin was not even

broken.

DR. ZANASIU

Was that...? Am I...?

Malte says nothing, instead taking a small vial and spraying

it in the man’s eyes. Dr. Zanasiu’s eyes go blank, and then

Malte pushes him back through the wormhole.

JAMES

Malte!

Malte holds up his finger for silence.

VOICE #2 (FILTERED)

Connection established; subject

returned safely. Shutting down the

bridge.
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The bridge closes, and the spotlights dim to gentler

standards, revealing an extremely high-tech laboratory

surrounding the bridge. A lot of the personnel around are

whooping or celebrating.

MALTE

(to Florence and James)

Sorry about that; we had to prevent

Dr. Zanasiu from learning too much

about this time period. I wiped his

short-term memory at the end there,

I’m sorry to say, but at least

you’ll remember meeting him.

JAMES

Malte...are you a government agent?

MALTE

In the sciences division, so I’m

not out kicking ass like they do in

the holos. But strictly speaking,

yes. Now before we do anything

else, hold still.

He injects both of them in a similar way he did Dr. Zanasiu.

MALTE

You’re cured! Congratulations. You

no longer have Shelton’s disease.

Florence flings her arms around Malte.

FLORENCE

I can’t believe it! Broody college

boy Malte became a secret agent!

I’d never have suspected it!

Malte hugs her back.

MALTE

It’s been so long since I saw

either of you...you have no idea.

And you’re both wearing the same

clothes...it’s only been a few

minutes for you. Wow.

James hugs Malte too.

JAMES

Okay, Malte, we understand if you

can’t tell us for security reasons.

But I’m a bit confused as to what

just--
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MALTE

It’s okay; as of now the mission is

over and done with, no reason to

keep any secrets. So. Back in the

time you just left, Cimarron, ROSS,

and I witness Dr. Zanasiu tumble

out of the bridge. He’s unclear as

to what just happened to him, but

cured of Shelton’s disease.

He leads them towards the door.

MALTE

So by sequencing his antibodies, we

immediately start inoculating

people, preventing the incoming

worldwide epidemic. That was our

parents’ plan all along. Dr.

Zanasiu was to be a carrier for the

cure.

But, in order to receive Dr.

Zanasiu, someone had to invent the

ERB Receptor Lock, which I finally

did yesterday. On the ides of May,

2053.

JAMES

...We jumped 20 years into the

future?

MALTE

And what a future it is! I can’t

wait to show you all of it!

He was about to open the door, when it opens on its own and

POMSON walks through. James and Florence recoil in fright,

but she merely salutes Malte.

POMSON

Sir, the President offers her

congratulations on the successful

mission.

MALTE

It definitely isn’t just my credit;

we’ve all worked for years to get

to this point. I’ll be giving

glowing recommendations to all of

you for future assignments.
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POMSON

Thank you sir, but we’re not the

ones being summoned to Washington

to receive a Presidential Medal of

Freedom.

MALTE

Am I? That’s a little much, but I

think I can accept that.

POMSON

Very good, sir.

Without a word to James or Florence, Pomson walks into the

base as fast as she can.

JAMES

What was up with--?

MALTE

--Don’t use that name! She changed

it. She’s a lot different from when

you knew her; she went through this

whole "re-birth" thing. Now she’s

one of the best Agents we have.

FLORENCE

Good for her, I guess.

The headpiece on Malte’s ear beeps, and he puts his finger

to it.

MALTE

We need to make the bridge to

Washington in one hour. Come on, I

want to show you as much of this

time period as I can before you

meet the President.

They walk out the door. But James lags, looking around at

the laboratory. His friends poke their heads back in.

FLORENCE

Junior?

JAMES

I just...can’t believe we did it,

Florence. Malte. We really did it.

MALTE

Yeah...I guess we did.

They leave, and the doors close behind them.
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THE END


