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FADE IN:

EXT. OFFICE - DAY

DR. TISHA BABBETTE (36), warm, leans forward with her hands 
crossed on her large oak desk. She wears a dress shirt with 
the sleeves rolled up and modern bifocals.

Certifications and degrees on the wall behind her. A print 
of the Vitruvian Man as the centerpiece.

She smiles brightly.

Across from her, a couple beam as they sign digital tablet.

First goes MADELINE LAMARR (32), conservative dress with a 
bright smile and golden hair. Then JACKSON LAMARR (34), 
equally conservative with a puppy-dog-like innocence. His 
joy seems forced, masking a detachment.

He signs, then slides the tablet over to Dr. Babbette.

ON THE TABLET

The signatures of Madeline and Jackson Lamarr. Dr. Babbette 
signs on the line beside her name. She taps the big, green 
“SUBMIT AND INITIATE” button.

CUT TO:

GRAY

Pink liquid rises in a clear glass tub. Other tubes of pink 
blurred out in the background.

A figure in white walking past rows of them.

The pink liquid fills to the top.

A digital display at the base of the tube blinks green with 
the name: “LAMARR”

CUT TO:

The screen turns green as a pleasant bing sounds.

Dr. Babbette looks at the couple, pauses to let the moment 
sink in. Madeline grabs Jackson’s hands, her breath held in 
anticipation.

DR. BABBETTE
Congratulations, Mister and Misses 
Jackson.
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Madeline sighs. Tears of joy well up. Jackson kisses her 
hands.

Dr. Babbette smiles with a practiced warmth. She eyes 
Jackson a bit.

MADELINE
Thank you so much, Doctor Babbette.

JACKSON
So... is that everything?

DR. BABBETTE
Now we wait for that special day.

JACKSON
And, just for... in case. If 
anything changes, or anything. We 
can just contact you.

Madeline looks to Jackson with a bit of confused discomfort. 
He masks it with a smile to Dr. Babbette.

Dr. Babbette maintains her warmth.

DR. BABBETTE
Of course. You can call me if you 
need anything. Cancellation within 
the ninety days is relatively 
painless, so we can provide you 
with a partial refund. However, 
after that point, we can no longer 
do that. And cancellation may 
result in an additional recycling 
fee on top of the original payment.

Madeline composes herself. She grips Jackson’s hand a bit 
too tight. Holds out her other hand to Dr. Babbette.

MADELINE
Thank you, very much. I’m sure we 
won’t be needing that.

Dr. Babbette gives Madeline’s hand a squeeze.

INT. COLD LAB - DAY

BJORNE (28), a scruffy technician with eye-distorting 
glasses all fogged up, wraps his arms around himself and 
shivers.

BJORNE
It’s cold in here. Jesus.
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A cold fog lingers in the room, spewing from loud vents. 
Tubs of pink obscured by the fog.

AUDREY (31), focused, her hair in a tight ponytail and white 
coat perfectly ironed, swipes upon her tablet.

AUDREY
Come on. I need Terrance and Kadel.

Bjorne shakes it off. He taps keys on a control panel. A 
conveyor on the floor brings around tubes of pink from 
behind a wall. Like a dry cleaner’s rack.

IN THE TUBES

Partial arms. Fingers. Ears. A nose. A foot. All type and 
part of the body in various sizes, shapes, and colors.

BJORNE
So, anyway, he opted for the real 
thing. No meds, no gurneys. He 
delivered her all natural.

Audrey stares down at her tablet. Flipping through menus.

AUDREY
Seems stupid and unnecessary, but 
okay... And the baby?

BJORNE
Totally fine. Great.

AUDREY
And him. No ruptures in the canal 
wall, no damage?

BJORNE
He had big hips to begin with, so 
it was really no issue. Though he’s 
had some prostate troubles since. 
Nothing serious.

AUDREY
Hmm.

The conveyor stops. Bjorne detaches a tube from its base. 
Inside, a human kidney. He places it in an organ transport 
back on the floor.

The conveyor starts back up. Then stops.

He pulls another tube, this one with the thumb and index 
finger of a human hand. He places it in a second organ 
transport bag.

3.
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BJORNE

You had had your second the old-
fashioned way, right?

AUDREY
My husband did. I had our first. 
Full meds and dilation devices 
We’re not barbaric.

Bjorne nods as he lifts the bags.

They walk off together.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Madeline leans against the wall staring out the window with 
tears in her eyes. Her face is read. Her expression anger 
and sadness. He holds a smart phone to her ear.

OUTSIDE THE WINDOW

Jackson carries a box, drops it in the back of a small 
moving truck.

MADELINE
Yes, Doctor Babbette?

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Doctor Babbette sits at her desk on the phone. Her 
expression disappointment.

DR. BABBETTE
I see...

She swipes on her tablet. Taps the search bar at the top of 
a list of names. She types “LAMA”, then taps “LAMARR” in the 
list.

DR. BABBETTE
Well, I’m terribly sorry to hear 
that. Yes... Yes, unfortunately, 
we’re at ninety-seven days, so 
there will be a recycling fee.

(beat)
Yes. Okay. You’ll receive the final 
bill within the next two days after 
cancellation.

(beat)
Uh huh. You’re welcome.

Dr. Babbette taps the big, red “CANCEL” button next to the 
Lamarr name.
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INT. HOT LAB - DAY

Bjorne taps a few buttons on the conveyor. He pulls out his 
collar, loosens his tie.

BJORNE
Hot in here. Jesus.

Audrey rolls her eyes, then scrolls through names on the 
tablet.

AUDREY
Lamarr.

The conveyor spins behind Bjorne. The pink tubes blurred 
behind him.

BJORNE
But yeah, they swapped his test 
results before growth, so they 
didn’t detect the cancer cells. He 
couldn’t afford the replacement 
toe, so they recycled it, it mixed 
with the rest of the tissue primer, 
and--

The conveyor stops. Bjorne reaches down to the tube’s base.

BJORNE
Cancel, right?

Audrey nods. Bjorne types on the tube’s base control panel.

IN THE TUBE

A fetus, about eight inches tall floats in the middle thick 
tube. It squirms a bit. Curled up in the warm pink liquid.

BJORNE
Three, two.

A tap.

In an instant, the tube flashes with a buzzing sound.

The fetus goes limp. It’s arms and legs loose.

ONE THE CONTROL PANEL

The name “LAMARR” in green blinks off. The word “RECYCLE” in 
red blinks on.

The conveyor spins around. The tub disappears into the back 
wall.
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Neither Bjorne nor Audrey react in any way. It’s routine.

BJORNE
And anyway, so they recycled it and 
contaminated every part in the lab. 
Real mess. How many more?

Audrey shakes her head, irritated.

AUDREY
Four more.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Babbette reads a book, leaned back in her chair.

Her tablet on the desk blinks on. The screen red. The text 
“LAMARR CANCELLATION COMPLETE”

She peeks at it. Swipes the screen to black. Then goes back 
to reading.

The print of the Vitruvian Man looms above her.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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