INT – APARTMENT HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

MATT and ENOCH stand in front of an apartment door, their luggage all around them.  Matt stands directly in front of the door, nervous and not knocking.  After a short while, Enoch look at both Matt and the door, and eventually decides to knock.


MATT


(As Enoch's knocking)


Wait!  What are you doing?? You can't just--

Matt immediately straightens up when the door opens.


MATT


Hiiiiiiii, Dad.

A large man, Matt's DAD, stands behind the open door.  He glares down at Matt with relaxed, but intimidating eyes.


DAD


You're here.  Good.

He opens the door and stands back as the two pick up their luggage and waddle into the apartment.


ENOCH


Where should these go?


DAD


You can put them in that room back there in the hall, that's where you'll be staying.  Now if you'll excuse me.

He turns to look at Matt.


DAD


Dinner will be at seven.

He walks down the hall and into a room, locking the door behind him.  Enoch watches him leave and stares at the locked door.  Matt breathes a sigh of relief.  Enoch opens his mouth to speak but it startled by a mechanical whirring by his feet.


ENOCH


Dahh!

A small device, about the size of a small rabbit, zips by on three wheels and bumps into the locked door.  It reels back for a second, then knocks into the door more deliberately a couple times.  The door is cracked open and it slides in.


ENOCH


What the hell was that?


MATT


A robot.


ENOCH


Seriously?


MATT


(grunting as he carries his bags into the room)


Probably some sort of service robot.  Or maybe an assistant droid or something, I dunno.

Enoch follows Matt into the room, staring at the locked door.

CUT TO.

INT. - APARTMENT DINING TABLE – EVENING

The three sit at a dinner table eating.  The silence is deafening over the sounds of forks and knives clacking against plates.  Matt eats with his head low, not looking up, while his father eats with a sense of focus and purpose, not looking up from his plate.  Enoch's eyes move back and forth between the two, visibly confused.  Just as he opens his mouth to speak, he is beaten to the punch.


DAD


(not looking up)


Did you ever get that machine of yours up and running?


MATT


(looks up for a second, then looks back down at his food)


The computer?


DAD


No, that android of yours.


MATT


I... It's not quite as sophisticated as that, but yes.  It-  It's actually watching over the house right now.

CUT TO.

INT – MATT AND ENOCH'S HOUSE – EVENING

A small ROBOT, maybe six inches tall, sits lazily on the couch, surrounded by acid-covered batteries watching Short Circuit 2.  When Johnny Five decorates himself with materials from a Radio Shack and begins trash talking, the robot opens his hands wide in celebration.

CUT TO.

INT. - APARTMENT DINING TABLE – EVENING


DAD


Mmm.

There is a beat of silence, and the men go back to eating for a moment.


DAD


What slowed the progress of versatility?  Did you miss allocate required resources, or did you just get caught up in specialization?


MATT


Um... It was more an issue of physical availability.


DAD


(now looking up across the table)


Well, that's hardly an issue.  Why not simply build on?  What you're describing can't be more than a foot tall.  Just keep building and work the software to handle more information.


MATT


(not looking up)


Well I had, uh... I had meant to, but I ended up--


ENOCH


(inserting himself into the conversation)


Well, plus, you know this guy.  Half his time gets eaten up with some music project.

Matt's face turns white as his father's grows with anger.


MATT


(under his breath)


Oh, God no.

Matt's father takes a deep breath and collects himself.


DAD


Is that it?  That's what's keeping you from advancing the world's net abilities?

He wipes his mouth with a napkin and gets up from the table.


DAD


I've worked hard, haven't I?  I raised you well and surrounded you with everything you would need to properly understand the world and it's workings.  However, I wasn't naive enough to think that you would raise yourself by material alone, of course not.  I made sure to raise you, show you the meaning of science and let you understand what is was to truly create something worthwhile.  I remember watching you build every step of the way.  I remember the little people you would make with Tinker Toys all the way to network system software that got you into college.  And now here you are, denying the world your talent because you're stuck back on this infantile obsession with music!

By now he's walked from his chair next to Matt, who never took his eye up for a second.  He continues to stare down at his son.


DAD


A great man making the wrong choice can doom the world.  Now I wonder if you're even capable of the greatness I tried to assign to you.

He turns away from the table.


DAD


Excuse me gentlemen.  Enoch, it's been a pleasure meeting you.

Enoch just sits with a stunned expression on his face.

Matt's Dad walks away and back into the room he'd left to earlier.  As he cracks the door, the little robot scurries out.  Enoch and Matt sit motionless, Matt with his head down in shame, Enoch staring baffled at a wall.  The little robot drives up the leg of the table and is joined by another, who helps it push the used dishes around.  Enoch and Matt pay no notice and remain in their stunned positions.  After a long pause, Enoch speaks up.


ENOCH


What the hell just happened?

Matt slowly slides off his chair and lands on the floor with a thud.

