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FADE IN 
 
INT. APARTMENT – LIVING ROOM - DAY 
 
A FRAMED POSTER of the Library of Alexandria hangs on the 
wall. A woman, bathed in light, stares out. Surreal.  
 
POV from behind ZOË MICHAELS, 17, pretty, lanky, in a long 
white bathrobe as she faces the poster. Her reflection 
stares back as … 
 
… she turns, slips off the robe to reveal a red SMASHING 
PUMPKINS tee-shirt. She grabs a GRAY jacket, exits … 
 
… past a CALENDAR that reads Monday, October 22, 2012. 
 
INT. SCHOOL LIBRARY – DAY 
 
Half-empty shelves imprison students, oddly elegant in 
their gray-on-gray uniforms. Above, MONITORS drone. 
 

VOICE (via monitor) 
Our hearts seek naturally the 
mediocrity of simplicity and civil 
unity. One mind. One goal. No 
exceptions. 

 
The voice trails off as … 
 
… Zoë, now in a gray uniform, sits alone on the floor, 
Above her a small PLACARD set on an empty shelf labeled 
philosophy, reads THESE BOOKS REMOVED.  
 
Zoë writes in her DIARY.  
 

ZOË (V.O.) 
… Good morning father. Had the 
dream again. You were still here, 
and I a famous scholar. The book 
store still existed. Sadly I again 
awoke to find none of it true, at 
least not in this dimension. 

 
Zoë stands, takes a few steps, is stopped by HARRIET 
CRABTREE, late 40s, a plastic grin stuck on her face. She 
holds a scanner. 

 
HARRIET 

Books please. 
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Zoë hands her two PHILOSOPHY books. Harriet scans them, 
then scans a badge on Zoë’s breast pocket. 

 
HARRIET 

There are more wholesome books for 
the asking. 

 
ZOË 

What’s your worry, Evil 
Stepmother? I’m sure these will be 
banned by next week.  
 

Harriet loses the grin, makes a note in a small book. 
 

ZOË 
That’s Zoë. Z as in zit, O as in 
obsolete, and E as in eat shit. 
With an umlaut. Enjoy the evening. 

 
EXT. CITY STREET – DAY 
 
Zoë rides a bicycle past a gray-clad world, her RED-ORANGE 
tee shirt the only color.  
 
EXT. LIBRARY –DAY 
 
A small, abandoned building with a sign overhead that 
reads MICHAELS BOOKS. A sign in the window reads OUT OF 
BUSINESS. Next to it is a small, neglected garden. 
 
Zoë arrives at a side door, over which hangs a sign that 
reads DELIVERIES. She taps a code, and steps in. 
 
INT. STAIRWELL – DAY 
 
Zoë walks down dilapidated stairs, enters into a … 
 
LIBRARY 
 
Dim lighting hangs over a large room stuffed floor to 
ceiling with books, maps, photos of ancient ruins. 

 
Zoë greets a handful of PEOPLE that browse the stacks of 
books.  
 

ZOË 
Apologies. Survived yet another 
dose of rehab! 
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Snickers as Zoë sits at a desk. Behind her hangs a poster 
of HYPATIA OF ALEXANDRIA, and the quoted words … 
 

"Reserve your right to think, for even to think 
wrongly is better than not to think at all."  

 
Zoë opens the desk drawer, retrieves pad and pencil, 
reveals an old, leather-bound JOURNAL.  
 
She closes the drawer. 
 

ZOË 
Who’s reading tonight? 

 
PEPPER JONES, 16, lost-puppy type, stands, opens a book. 

 
PEPPER 

Me! I’m going to read something 
from this. Synesius. Discovered 
him just today.  

 
ZOË 

Excellent choice. 
 

PEPPER 
This copy is a little damaged, so 
bear with me. 
 

Pepper reads. 
 

PEPPER 
‘To suppose things better rather 
than different is a way 
of dying, only swiveled to the 
past. It is easy to juxtapose the 
anomalous, debased present 
with the golden fragments of a 
golden age’. 

(a beat)  
The rest is missing, I’m afraid. I 
can read another … 
 

Zoë stands, her commanding presence immediate, as she 
recites the rest from memory … 
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ZOË 
… ‘I am waiting to undergo myself 
the same lot that has befallen so 
many others, for how can one keep 
any hope, when the sky is obscured 
by the shadow of birds of prey?’ 
 

EXT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
A mysterious car sits in the distance. A dark figure 
watches as students file out. He lights a cigarette. 
 
Pepper exits with MAXWELL TEETER, 17, good-looking under 
scruffy habits. POV through the car windshield as Pepper 
glances, nods discreetly at the car.  

 
MAXWELL 

She’s got like, Plato brains or 
something. 
 

PEPPER 
Yea. Smart. I’ll see you tomorrow. 

 
INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
Zoë nibbles, reads a random page near the end … 
                              

MAN’S VOICE (V.O.) 
… ‘She did not go willingly, I’m 
certain, though she probably knew 
one of her parallel selves would 
survive. I only hope that added 
some comfort to such a heinous 
death.’ 
 

She flips through a few more pages … 
 

MAN’S VOICE (V.O.) 
… ‘The day was both my worst and 
my best. Seems every virus known 
to man had taken residence in my 
body. But when my eyes saw for the 
first time that for which I had 
come so far, dreamed so long, my 
soul knew no higher joy. She was 
real after all.’ 
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A final page, a final entry … 
 

MAN’S VOICE (V.O.) 
… ‘Sadly, the world remains 
unprepared for what she found.’  
 

Zoë kisses the journal, puts it back in the drawer, heads 
up the stairs. 
 
INT. ZOË’S BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Zoë sleeps, tosses and turns. 
 

DREAM SEQUENCE 
 

EXT. FILED OF FLOWERS – DAY 
 
A HYPATIA look-alike stands atop a hill. She looks 
directly ahead, and speaks … 

 
WOMAN 

Teach the song of the universe, 
Zoë Michaels, now in you without 
a body moves.  
 

The woman vanishes. 
 

END DREAM SEQUENCE 
 

Zoë sits up, searches the darkness for the dream. 
 

EXT. SCHOOL GROUNDS – DAY 
 
Zoë sits alone under a large tree, eats lunch.  

 
Maxwell and Pepper join her. 

 
MAXWELL 

May we? 
 

ZOË 
Of course.  
 

They sit, Zoë closes her diary. 
 

ZOË 
You guys believe in parallel 
universes? 
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PEPPER 
Don’t know really. Cool concept. 
Just hard to grasp. 
 

ZOË 
I feel like somebody –- like one 
of my other selves maybe -– is 
trying to tell me something. 
Really weird dreams lately. More 
like premonitions, or visions. 
Like, shit’s about to hit the fan.  
 

MAXWELL 
Most books are banned. What’s left 
of the internet is a joke. Nothing 
else can they do to us. 
 

ZOË 
Don’t be so sure. Hoping there’s a 
clue in my father’s writing. He 
found something. Really important. 
Just –- don’t know what yet. 
 

MAX 
Don’t let them find that journal. 

 
A bell rings, and they all head for the building. 
 

ZOË 
Ready for some more brain poison? 
 

EXT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
Zoë arrives, sees the mystery car down the street. Silent. 
Watching. Eyes Lock. Moments pass.  

 
VISION SEQUENCE 

 
INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
The desk drawer opens by itself, reveals the JOURNAL. 
Smoke Billows from the pages. The cover opens, reveals … 
 
INSERT DEDICATION: ‘To my darling Zoë, my Hypatia. The 
universe moves through you. Listen to its song. Father.’ 

 
The book bursts into flames. 
 

END VISION SEQUENCE 
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INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
Assembled students, including Max and Pepper, wait as a 
shaken Zoë organizes her desk. She looks up at Hypatia’s 
picture, then paces. Pepper stands. 
 

PEPPER 
I have tonight’s reading list. 

 
ZOË 

We’re not reading tonight. 
(a beat) 

My father believed a quest for 
knowledge was the fountain of 
youth. Is that why we read other 
people’s words? So we can feel 
everlasting? 

 
INT. MYSTERIOUS CAR – NIGHT 
 
The MAN-IN-BLACK sits in shadow, listens to … 

 
ZOË (via headset) 

When we rely only on other lives 
lived instead of our own fucking 
wits, we deny ourselves discovery. 
I am as guilty as you are. 
 

INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 

ZOË 
For tomorrow, I want each of you 
to write something from your own 
experiences, your own brains, and 
be ready to read it. 
 

EXT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
The students exit.  

 
MAXWELL 

That was different? 
 

PEPPER 
Anniversary of her father’s death. 
Kinda making her wacko. 

 
MAXWELL 

Or just lonely. 
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They part ways. 
 
INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
Zoë stuffs the journal into her backpack, takes a long 
look around, then exits. 

 
INT. CAR - NIGHT 
 
POV through car windshield as Zoë exits the library, gets 
on her bike, rides around a corner. 
 
EXT. STREET - NIGHT 
 
The car moves slowly toward the library. From around a 
corner, Zoë watches as … 
 
… the car parks. The man then exits, quickly jimmies the 
Library door open and steps inside as … 
 
… Zoë dashes for the car, grabs files, notebooks, a 
recorder, then back to the corner where she waits. 
 

ZOË 
Eye for an eye, mother fucker. 

 
INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
The man-in-black searches the desk. Nothing. He pulls 
books off the shelves. Nothing. He opens a cell phone. 
 

MAN-IN-BLACK (phone) 
Me. The journal aint here. 

(a beat) 
Yes, I looked in the desk. 

 
INT. OFFICE – DAY 
 
Stacked with high-tech equipment. A photo of the tablet 
hangs on the wall. 
 
POV from behind as a MYSTERY MAN types an article titled 
ARTIFACTS IN THE COLLECTOR’S MARKET. He speaks into the 
phone. 
 

MYSTERY MAN (phone) 
Look again. She said it was there. 

 
He hangs up, goes back to his work. 
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INT. LIBRARY - NIGHT 
 
The man-in-black closes his phone, looks around, then 
lights a cigarette. An evil grin, and he unceremoniously 
tosses the match.  

 
INT. ZOË’S APARTMENT – LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Zoë enters. From her window, she can see the glow of the 
fire. 
 
She sets the JOURNAL on a table, then looks at the items 
taken from the mystery car.  Her tormented face is 
reflected in the window as she reads … 
 
INSERT NOTE: ‘P14 REPORTS SEEING ONE JOURNAL IN THE DESK. 
REPORTS STUDENTS READ PHILIOSOPHY NIGHTLY’ 
 
She tosses the papers. 
 

SMASH CUT TO 
                                                                       
BATHROOM – DAY 
 
A medicine cabinet closes. Zoë’s reflection stares back. 
Her face resolved and really pissed. Her nostrils flare. 
 
LIVING ROOM 
 
Zoë, in her red tee shirt, exits the apartment, behind 
her, the JOURNAL lies on a table. 

 
INT. SCHOOL LOBBY - DAY 
 
The door yanks open, Zoë steps in. Harriet greets her with 
a scanner. Zoë moves past her. 

 
HARRIET 

Badge please. 
 

ZOË 
Left it in the trash. 

 
PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE  
 
Drab and lifeless. The PRINCIPAL, late 30s, cookie-cutter 
corporate reads documents. Zoë bursts in, shoves the 
entire contents of the desk onto the floor. The Principal 
recoils as Zoë gets in his face. 
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ZOË 
You burned my library. I am going 
to expose you, and your little 
army of spies. Who’s P14? 
 

The Principal regains his composure. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL 
First of all, I doubt anyone would 
listen to a known hothead like 
you. That’s the beauty of apathy. 
Second, not everyone wants what 
you offer. There’s comfort in 
predictability. Try it sometime, 
make it easy on yourself. 
 

ZOË 
Easy bites. 
 

A long pause as they size each other up. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL 
You think your education is a joke? 
 

ZOË 
As a matter of fact I do.  
 

She paces, opens her collar. 
 

ZOË 
How can you breathe in this hole? 

 
THE PRINCIPAL 

You’re going to graduate 
unprepared for the real world. 

 
ZOË 

Oh, fuck you. What exactly is 
that? The real world? You talk 
like a puppet with a string up 
your ass. Let me ask you 
something, Mr. Impunity. Who 
discovered the Americas? 

 
THE PRINCIPAL 

What’s your point? 
 

ZOË 
Who? 
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THE PRINCIPAL 
Christopher Columbus. Every kid in 
the world knows that. Your point? 
 

ZOË 
And every kid in the world has it 
wrong. Evidence points to Leif 
Ericson in the eleventh century. 
He had colonies in what is now 
Canada. Named it Vinland. Others 
argue Zheng Hé beat Columbus by 
eight years. Course in all 
fairness, the Americas were first 
‘discovered’ by nomadic hunters 
via the Bering straits. Until new 
evidence challenges that. 

 
THE PRINCIPAL 

Last chance. Your point? 
 

ZOË 
My point is this is not education. 
It’s –- what –- the memorization 
of twisted, convenient facts to –- 
what was that you said? Oh yea. 
Prepare us for the real world. The 
saddest thing of all is that 
ninety-nine percent of the 
students are willing to accept 
that horseshit with no questions 
asked. Knit one, pearl two. 
 

She leans in close, tousles the Principal’s hair. 
 

ZOË 
But it is the other one percent 
that changes the world! A thorn in 
your otherwise perfect rose. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL 
I appreciate the fascinating 
diatribe. Starting today, you will 
be assigned a guardian. 
 

ZOË 
Finally! So -- what? Are they 
going to monitor my thoughts as 
well? P14 reporting for duty! 
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THE PRINCIPAL 
I wouldn’t wish that on anyone. 
 

ZOË 
Of course you wouldn’t. Might 
start a revolution. Keep your 
guardian. I won’t be back. 
  

Zoë heads for the door. 
 

ZOË 
Must really piss you off knowing I 
can prove you burnt my library. 
And, you’re too inept to do a damn 
thing about it. Sleep tight! 
 

Zoë exits. The door closes, then opens again. She pokes 
her head back in. 

 
ZOË 

Tell P14 I’m coming for them. 
 

HALL 
 
As Zoë exits, POV from around a corner as Pepper watches. 
 
PRINCIPAL’S OFFICE 
 
There is a tap at the door. Harriet walks in. 

 
HARRIET 

Pepper is here to see you. 
 

Pepper steps in, Harriet exits, closes the door.  
 
A pause, and then Pepper hands over Zoë’s journal. 

 
INT. ZOË’S APARTMENT – LIVING ROOM - DAY 
 
Zoë bursts through an already open door scans the room. 
The journal is gone. She collapses, screams. 

                                                      
FADE TO 

 
INT. ZOË’S APARTMENT – KITCHEN - NIGHT 
 
Zoë, her eyes puffy, sorts through old newspaper 
clippings. She reads … 
 



 13

INSERT HEADLINE: ‘Dr. Michaels finds rare Alexandrian 
tablet’. 
 
Zoë runs her hands over the article, which shows DR. 
MICHAELS, late 30s, rugged and handsome, and SAMUEL ADAMS, 
late 30s, thin and wiry, proudly display a stone TABLET, 
which has writing, and seven holes in random order.  
 
She closes her eyes. 
 

FLASHBACK  
 

INT. LIBRARY – NIGHT 
 
POV over a YOUNG ZOË’S (10) shoulder as she watches Dr. 
Michaels paces in front of a map of EGYPT, and a photo of 
the tablet. He reads from his journal. 

 
DR. MICHAELS 

… And the dark shall again fall 
upon us with torch and tile. That 
which came before will have refuge 
in the leaf of the Ginkgo, where 
her beauties are worshiped beneath 
the plundered alabaster. 

 
He points to the photo of the tablet. 
 

DR. MICHAELS 
Written below these seven holes. 
 

YOUNG ZOË 
What’s a ginkgo doing in Egypt? 
 

DR. MICHAELS 
That’s what I said. 
 

Young Zoë points to the map of Egypt. 
 

YOUNG ZOË 
The Nile delta sorta looks like a 
ginkgo, don’t you think? 
 

Dr. Michaels looks at the map, then the tablet. 
 

DR. MICHEALS 
I’ll be damned. You’re right. I 
bet they’re referring to 
Hatshepsut.  



 14

YOUNG ZOË 
Alabaster. Her tomb is alabaster! 
 

END FLASHBACK 
 

Zoë looks closer at the PHOTO of the tablet, then flips 
through a few more articles, sees … 

 
INSERT HEADLINE: ‘Dr. Michaels, famed archeologist and 
scholar, dies in car accident’.  
 
The sub-headline reads … 
 
INSERT HEADLINE: ‘Associate survives’. 
 
She looks at one final article … 
 
INSERT HEADLINE: ‘Rare Alexandrian tablet stolen’. 

 
INT. LIBRARY - DAY 
 
Zoë sits on the floor of the now ASHEN library, 
superimposes a GINKGO leaf over a picture of the Nile 
Delta. She stares at the burned wall. There are seven 
small holes in REVERSE pattern as the tablet. 

 
There is a tap at the door.  
 
Zoë opens it to see Maxwell and CHINATSU, 17, pretty and 
exotic. Both hold cans of paint and brushes, wear painting 
clothes. Maxwell hands Zoë a POTTED ORCHID. 
 

MAXWELL 
For the Library.  
 

Zoë nods, lets them in. 
 

ZOË 
Thanks. Not really a library 
anymore. 

 
MAXWELL 

Sure it is. We just have all the 
books in here. 

 
He taps his heart. 
 

MAXWELL 
Fire proof! 
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ZOË 
Don’t be naive.  

(a beat) 
Who’s your friend? Thought you 
were bringing Pepper. 

 
MAXWELL 

Oh, sorry. Chinatsu. From math 
class. Haven’t seen Pepper. 
 

They all sit on the floor, look around the empty space. 
 

MAXWELL 
So, are we going to recite 
something? Plato maybe? Hawkings? 

 
ZOË 

No. We write our own material. 
Like we discussed before this 
place was torched. 

 
CHINATSU 

What do we have to offer? I mean, 
we’re just … 
 

ZOË 
… People. People with experiences. 
Dreams. Events.  
 

She paces, looks at the burnt walls, runs her hands over 
the surface. 

 
ZOË 

Haven’t either of you ever had 
something really bizarre happen? A 
vision maybe?  
 

MAXWELL 
Sorta, I guess.  

 
ZOË 

Think of something that changed 
your life. Anything. Bad. Good. 
Doesn’t matter. 
 

Chinatsu struggles a second. 
 

CHINATSU 
I had a younger sister. Takako. 
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Silence as she battles emotions. 
 

CHINATSU 
She died two years ago. Swimming 
accident. It really destroyed my 
mother. And me, actually. 
 

ZOË 
What if she were alive, but in a 
parallel universe. Just pretend if 
you don’t believe in that. Close 
your eyes. What do you see? 
 

Chinatsu closes her eyes, laughs, then cries hard. 
 

CHINATSU 
She wanted to be a fire fighter. 
Nobody could believe it. So tiny. 

 
MAXWELL 

Maybe this isn’t a good … 
 

ZOË 
… If you can see her in your 
dreams, then she’s still here. You 
should try talking to her. 

 
She stands, cracks her knuckles … 

 
ZOË 

… let’s paint this place. 
 

      CUT TO 
 

INT. ZOË’S APARTMENT – NIGHT 
 
The door opens and Zoë steps in, covers head to tow in 
white paint. She trudges to the … 
 
BATHROOM 
 
… where she pulls off her shirt to reveal a ginkgo tattoo 
on her shoulder. She stares at her reflection, bends down 
to splash water on her face. When she stands, she sees … 
 

VISION SEQUENCE 
 
A robed woman stands with her back to Zoë. P14 is spray 
painted on her robe.  
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The woman turns to reveal Pepper. She holds the journal. 
 

END VISION SEQUENCE 
 
Zoë stumbles backwards. She paces. What to do, What to do? 
She punches the wall, pulls her shirt back on and heads 
for the door. 
 
INT. COFFEESHOP – NIGHT 
 
Zoë steps in, sees Pepper with Maxwell and Chinatsu. She 
B-lines for Pepper. 
 

PEPPER 
Zoë! What a –- surprise! 

 
Zoë knocks pepper out of her chair.  
 

MAXWELL 
What the hell? 

 
ZOË 

(to Pepper) 
Where is it? 
 

PEPPER 
What? I don’t know what … 
 

Maxwell tries to calm Zoë. She shoves him away. 
 

ZOË 
Where is it, P14? 
 

Silence. All eyes are on Pepper. 
 

PEPPER 
The –- principal.  

 
ZOË  

What’s he want with it? 
 
Pepper tries to sit up, Zoë pushes her back down. 
 

ZOË 
Answer me! 

 
PEPPER 

He gave it to some guy. Sam I 
think. Calls himself the Decider.                   
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Reality hits. A pissed Zoë walks away. Pepper yells … 
 

PEPPER 
They weren’t supposed to burn it. 
Just … 
 

INT. OFFICE – NIGHT 
 
Dark. Lit only by the street lights. Zoë looks around, 
rifles through cabinets, finds the tablet. 
 
Zoë then stuffs computer disks into her fanny pack, straps 
the tablet to her back. She scurries out a window. 
 
EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT 
 
Zoë drops out the window, struggles with the weight of her 
package as she pulls the window closed. 
 
INT. ZOË’S LIVING ROOM - DAY 
 
A pounding at the door. POV over Zoë’s shoulder as she 
opens the door, sees a POLICE OFFICER. He flashes a badge, 
steps past Zoë. 

 
ZOË  

Search warrant? 
 

OFFICER 
Where were you last night, Miss 
Michaels? 

 
KITCHEN 
 
The officer rifles through Zoë’s cupboards, drawers. 
 

ZOË 
Here. Reading, It’s still legal. 
 

OFFICER 
Witnesses? 

 
ZOË 

The refrigerator. Maybe the stove. 
Can’t be certain. 
 

BEDROOM 
 

The officer rifles through her intimates drawer. 
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ZOË 
Maybe you should apply for airport 
luggage inspector. I understand 
they got a thing ladies underwear. 
 

The Officer turns on Zoë. 
 

OFFICER 
You’re a stupid little girl in 
need of an ass kickin’. Now move. 
 

He looks under the bed, then moves to the … 
 

BATHROOM 
 
… knocks all the toiletries off the shelves. 

 
ZOË 

I assume you’re looking for 
something. 

 
OFFICER 

Real Einstein, aren’t you? 
 

She follows him into the … 
 
LIVING ROOM 

 
ZOË 

Smart enough to know you’re not a 
real cop. Halloween try-outs? 

 
He shoves Zoë on to the sofa. She laughs it off. 

 
ZOË 

Wow! Haven’t been bullied like 
that since the third grade. 
 

She stands, gets in his face. They stare eye to eye. 
 

ZOË 
Your parents must be real proud. 
 

OFFICER 
At least I have parents. 
 

He punches Zoë in the gut, drops her on the spot. 
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OFFICER 
Not as tough as your mouth, huh? 

  
He exits the apartment. 
 
EXT. ZOË’S APARTMENT – DAY 
 
The officer dials a number 
 

OFFICER 
No disks, no tablet. 

 
He hangs up. 
 
INT. OFFICE – DAY 
 
Samuel throws his phone in anger, grabs the journal. 
 

SAMUEL 
How about a little fire, scarecrow! 
 

He exits, slams the door. 
 
INT. ZOË’S LIVING ROOM – DAY 
 
Zoë slowly sits up, holds her stomach. 

 
ZOË 

Fuck you. Didn’t hurt. 
 

She walks to the sink, splashes cold water on her face. 
She grabs a towel, covers her face to dry it. 
 

VISION SEQUENCE 
 
A person dressed in gray robes, a canvas bag pulled over 
their head, sits in front of a roaring furnace. 

 
They toss books one-by-one into the fire. Their HAND 
reaches down, grabs the JOURNAL, readies to toss it. 
 

END VISION SEQUENCE 
 

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY 
 
Stuffed with books. A furnace burns bright. 
 
SAMUEL enters, walks toward the furnace with the journal. 
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As he approaches, the window behind him shatters, and Zoë 
tumbles in. She holds up computer disks. 
 

ZOË 
Trade you these for the journal. 

 
SAMUEL 

Where’s the tablet? 
 

Zoë can’t help but laugh. 
 

ZOË  
Why is it shit heads like you 
always ask that, like I’m gonna 
just –- point or something? 
 

SAMUEL 
You have no idea what you’ve done. 

 
ZOË 

On the contrary. Interesting 
double life you lead, Uncle Sam. 
So, trade? 
 

SAMUEL 
Here’s what’s going to happen. I’m 
going to toss your father’s book 
into the fire, then I’m going to 
kick your rebellious snatch from 
one end of the building to the 
other. Then, I’ll take the disks, 
and everyone goes home happy. 
 

ZOË 
Rebellious snatch. Wow. Waxing 
poetic at a time like this? 
 

He turns, takes a step toward the furnace. Zoë wastes no 
time, runs for Samuel. 
 
An epic battle ensues, with Samuel now wishing he was 
somewhere else. Zoë jumps on his back, scratches his face. 

 
ZOË 

You killed my Father! I fuckin’ 
know you did. 
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SAMUEL 
He died in the accident. I 
survived. Get over it. 
 

ZOË 
You let him die so you could steal 
the tablet. I fuckin’ hate you. 

 
Samuel drops the journal as Zoë slaps the snot out of him. 
As she reaches for it, she takes a solid right to the jaw, 
and drops. Samuel grabs the journal. 

 
SAMUEL 

You know what the problem with 
your father was?  He never saw my 
potential to make him stinking 
rich. The big picture! The glory! 
 

He walks toward the furnace.  
 

SAMUEL 
Headlines! Doctor Michaels and 
‘his associate’ to donate rare 
tablet. You should have seen the 
look on his face when ‘this 
associate’ walked away.  
 

GO TO SLOW MOTION as he tosses the journal into the fire. 
RETURN TO REGULAR SPEED. 
 

SAMUEL 
Special report! Associate burns 
the esteemed cry-baby’s prized 
journal! Planet continues to 
rotate!  

 
Zoë sits up. Anger and resolve upholsters her face. 
 
GO TO SLOW MOTION as she runs, avoids Samuel as she dives 
for the journal and yanks it from the flames. RETURN TO 
REGULAR SPEED as Zoë skids across the floor.  
 
She stands, dusts off the journal. 
 

ZOË 
Gotta love leather, huh? 
 

She tosses the disks into the flame. 
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ZOË 
News flash! Associate’s entire 
life goes up in flames! 
 

Samuel dives for the furnace, pulls the disks from the 
fire. Too late. He turns just as … 
 
… POV over Zoë’s shoulder as she clocks him with a large 
book, knocks him down. She spits. 
 
Then, she listens to her cell phone recording, hears … 

 
SAMUEL (via phone) 

You should have seen the look on 
his face when ‘this associate’ 
walked away. 
  

She then snaps a shot of Samuel’s shock. 
 

ZOË 
Should see the look on your face 
-- associate! 
 

A swift kick, and he’s out. Zoë bolts for the window. 
 
INT. LIBRARY – DAY 
 
Zoë, with one black eye, sits against the wall. She runs 
her hands along the surface, taps the stone. Zoë opens the 
journal, flips through pages. 
 
She reads … 
 

ZOË (V.O.) 
… ‘Green gingko drops to still 
waters, reflected’.  

(a beat) 
Reflected? 

 
Zoë looks at a photo of the tablet then looks at the photo 
in reverse. The seven holes now match those on the wall. 
 
She picks up an old sledge hammer, swings at the wall. A 
chunk falls out. Another swing, another chunk.  
 
Zoë stops when a hole big enough to crawl through is 
opened. She grabs a flashlight. 
 
Zoë tries to see in. Nothing. She crawls through the hole. 
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CHAMBER 
 
Zoë stands, wipes away cobwebs, sees stack after stack of 
scrolls set on shelves. 
 

ZOË 
Holy crap, father. 
 

Zoë looks at scroll, reads a few ANCIENT GREEK words. 
 

ZOË 
What is this? 
 

She finds a replica journal, dusts it off and reads … 
 

ZOË (V.O.) 
… ’Catalogue and translations …’ 
 

She flips a few pages, reads … 
 

ZOË  
… ‘Scroll 9. Discussions on 
religion and its fables’. 

 
A few more pages … 
 

ZOË  
… ‘Scroll 16. Discussions on 
Diophantus and Aritmética’. 
‘Scroll 21. Discussions on 
Neoplatonism, parallel dimension 
theories, and. – the Buddha? 
 

She reads down … 
 

ZOË 
… it floats above the lotus 
flower and ascends into the 
universe, exchanging wisdom for 
wisdom, truth for truth. I 
exchange salutations with myself 
seven fold’. 

(a beat) 
Signed -– Hypatia. I knew it! 
 

She holds scroll 21 to her breast, drops to her knees. 
 

ZOË 
I knew it! I knew it! 
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SUPER: ‘SIX MONTHS LATER’ 
           

EXT. LIBRARY GARDEN - DAY 
 
New flowers and trees, a few benches. In the center, a 
young ginkgo tree is planted. 
 
Zoë, in her jeans and Smashing Pumpkins Tee, reads a 
newspaper. 
 
INSERT HEADLINE: Dr. Michaels’ associate found guilty. 
Daughter wins wrongful death lawsuit’ 

 
Maxwell and Chinatsu approach, point to the garden. 
 

MAXWELL 
Nice! 

 
CHINATSU 

Long road coming to an end? 
 
ZOË 

Just beginning actually. 
 

MAXWELL 
So, what’s next for you, Zo? 

 
Zoë stands, paces. 
 

ZOË 
I feel like I need to -– just 
talk. I mean to whoever will 
listen. How do you define wisdom, 
Max? How do we know when we see 
it, or experience it? A slap in 
the face? Why should I even give 
a shit? 

 
A few people gather to sit in the garden. They can 
overhear Zoë, stop what they are doing to listen. 

 
ZOË 

Hopefully someday the cosmos will 
be mathematically solved. Number 
of universes known. Until then, 
you need to trust your intuitive 
side. Your guts. It’s your own 
natural remedy against ignorance. 
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Behind her, a SIGN that reads HYPATIA’S PARALLEL is 
installed.   A yellow ribbon is strung across the front. 
 
A few police watch with curiosity. A few more people sit 
and listen. Zoë notices the audience. 

 
ZOË 

According to the law, what you 
see behind me is illegal. I say 
to them, burn it. And I will 
build it again. And again. As 
many times as it takes to get it 
through their thick heads I will 
not go away. This is my goddamn 
planet! 
 

Applause. The police approach Zoë. She gets in their face. 
 

ZOË 
The world -– this world –- is 
made up of those who create, and 
those who destroy. Pol Pot and 
Van Gogh. Hitler and -– Hypatia. 
Your conscious allows you to 
decide which you will become. It 
isn’t genetic, so lose the 
excuses. 
 

She hands matches to the police. 
 
ZOË 

What’s it gonna be? 
 

The gathered people boo. The police back away. Zoë turns, 
holds the ribbon. 

 
ZOË 

This is for you, Father. 
 

She cuts the ribbon, walks into the new bookstore. 
 

INT. BOOKSTORE – DAY 
 
Cozy coffee shop with posters of famous philosophers and 
teachers, quotes, and photos of books collaged to look 
like a library. 
 
A large photo of Dr. Michaels hangs next to the tablet, 
installed above a seating area. The people browse. 
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Zoë addresses the crowd. 
 

ZOË 
I want to share something I 
discovered before the -- brain 
freeze. Seems appropriate somehow.  

(a beat) 
It’s called persuasion, by Kaya 
Oakes. 

 
Zoë takes a minute to calm her emotions. 

 
ZOË  

Whose book will be the first to be 
burnt, and who will stumble 
gagging from the flames. Who will 
be a yard sale reject, a thought 
disrupted by another thought, a 
lipstick worn down to the last 
smear of color carried anyway for 
months …  
 

Zoë stutters when she sees the Principal enters. 
 

ZOË 
… another small and incidental 
weight.  
 

Dead silence as the crowd watches. The Principal squirms. 
 

ZOË  
Everybody is welcome here. 

 
THE PRINCIPAL 

I –- I came to read. 
  

ZOË 
The mic is all yours. 

 
The Principal walks to the Mic, unfolds a piece of paper. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL 
First, hats off to a splendid -– 
place to gather. Quite a phoenix. 
Now I know where all my students 
have disappeared to! 
 

Nervous giggles. 
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ZOË 
Build it and they will come. 

 
THE PRINCIPAL 

Right. Well, I have a little poem 
here I’d like to read if I can. 
Ah, it’s called undone, by Kristin 
Hopkins. Something I clipped long 
ago when we still had the net. 
It’s for you, Miss Michaels. A 
worthy adversary indeed. 
 

He clears his throat, takes off his tie. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL 
Just –- start? 
 

ZOË 
When you’re ready! 

 
THE PRINCIPAL 

When you opened the gate 
bringing truth to lay at my feet, 
you became undone …  

 
Zoë sits. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL (V.O.) 
… Petrified at beginnings, hiding 
truth through my words, I became 
undone …     
 

Everybody sits. 
 

THE PRINCIPAL (V.O.) 
… Throwing caution to the wind 
spilling truth over our hearts, we 
became undone. Through the 
misdeeds of truth by our hands, 
love came undone … 

 
CUT TO 

 
People file out, wave. The bookstore is empty. Zoë cleans 
up. A shadow appears in the doorway. 
 

ZOË 
If you’re here to burn it down, 
gonna need to get past me first. 
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SYDNEY, 30s and worldly, enters. 
 

SYDNEY 
‘Green gingko drops to still 
waters, reflected’.  

 
She approaches, shows Zoë a photo of herself and Dr. 
Michaels. 
 

SYDNEY 
Friend of your fathers. Ancient 
texts are my specialty. 
 

ZOË  
So? 

 
She drops a card on the counter, turns to leave. As she 
exits, she turns … 

 
SYDNEY 

Lot of secrets rolled up. I think 
the world is ready. 

 
ZOË 

They were ready two-thousand years 
ago. Now I’m not so sure.  
 

SYDNEY 
Going to take a few years to get 
through them. We can reassess 
then. 
 

Zoë sizes her up, hands over some keys. 
 

ZOË 
Start with scroll 21. 
 

Zoë motions to a door. 
 
She then walks to the front door, starts to lock up, sees 
a shadowy figure in the distance. 
 
The figure steps from the shadows. It’s Pepper. 
 
Zoë backs away from the door, leaves it open, makes two 
cups of coffee. 
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FADE TO 
 
INT. APARTMENT – LIVING ROOM - DAY 
 
A FRAMED POSTER of the Library of Alexandria hangs on the 
wall. A woman, bathed in light, stares out. Surreal.  
 
POV from behind Zoë, in a long white bathrobe as she faces 
the poster. Her reflection stares back as … 
 
… she turns, slips off the robe to reveal a red SMASHING 
PUMPKINS tee-shirt. She grabs a GRAY jacket, exits … 
 
… past a CALENDAR that reads Monday, October 22, 2012. 
 
She stops, looks at the calendar a second, curious. 
Perplexed.  
 
She exits. 
 

FADE OUT 
 
 

 
 
 
 


