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COLD OPEN

FADE IN:

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - MORNING

The robot, THE CIRCUIT BREAKERS, lies tipped over on the 
cement floor. It is a heap of black metal and brightly 
colored decals.

MARK (40s) crouches by the chassis, already analyzing the 
wreckage. He taps a ruler against a bent axle.

MARK
The failure mode here wasn't a 
system overload. It was a pure, 
catastrophic failure of the center 
of gravity calculation. Look at the 
distribution relative to the base 
plate. We needed at least a twelve-
degree counter-angle compensating 
for the primary lift array.

DREW (40s) kneels opposite, not looking at the metal, but 
at the way the morning light catches the spilled gravel. He 
flicks a piece of glitter off the robot's casing.

DREW
Oh, Mark. You always approach 
failure like it's a differential 
equation.

MARK
It is a measurable failure. I'm 
talking about physics, Drew.

DREW
You're talking about arithmetic. 
This fall? This wasn't physics 
failing. This was drama.

MARK
Drama doesn't keep the thing from 
hitting the floor.

DREW
The fall was the moment. The 
dramatic punctuation mark. You 
can't quantify emotional weight, 
Mark. It requires a certain... 
aesthetic gravity.



MARK
Aesthetic gravity? We're supposed 
to be building a functional 
competitor, not a modern sculpture 
garden centerpiece.

DREW
And a functional centerpiece needs 
soul. Right now, this looks like a 
spreadsheet exploded.

Maya stands back, arms crossed, observing the two men 
arguing over inert metal. She pulls out her phone.

MARK
The issue is clearly structural 
integrity, accounting for the 
torque differential inherent in the 
wheel assembly versus the main 
chassis mass. We need to 
recalibrate the weight distribution 
matrix immediately.

DREW
(Waving a dismissive 
hand)

The matrix is too rigid. You treat 
everything like it has to pass an 
OSHA inspection.

Maya snaps a quick, high-angle photo of the fallen robot, 
capturing the perfect, pathetic tableau of the two men 
staring at it like rival shareholders over a failing merger.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - MORNING

Mark moves toward a pristine corner of the garage, a 
section where organized tools and labeled blueprints remain 
untouched by the debris field. He pulls a heavy, spiral-
bound binder from a shelf.

MARK
We need to document this. For the 
League submission, we need an 
Incident Report detailing the 
failure parameters.

Drew, meanwhile, begins sweeping up the paint chips and 
bits of glitter surrounding the main wreckage. He does it 
with a sweeping, exaggerated flourish, like clearing the 
stage after a grand performance.
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DREW
(Sighing dramatically)

A cleanup crew. We should hire a 
dramatic sweep. Someone who 
understands the narrative arc of 
discarded acrylics.

Chloe (12) points a dramatic finger at the inert heap of 
metal.

CHLOE
It wasn't structural. It was a 
profound existential crisis.

MARK
(Without looking up from 
his binder)

What does the robot's existential 
crisis have to do with the fact 
that the left leg buckled under 
basic load testing?

CHLOE
It means it realized the League 
only cares about points, not 
meaning. It had to fall to 
communicate that.

DREW
(To Chloe, beaming)

See? Storytelling. It needed a 
big, theatrical moment to speak up.

MARK
(Lifting his head, face 
a mask of utter 
disbelief)

Are you two seriously suggesting 
that we are supposed to narrate the 
failure of a $4,000 piece of 
machinery?

Drew and Mark both stop their respective activities--Mark 
with his binder, Drew with the broom--and look up 
simultaneously. A beat of charged silence hangs in the air, 
broken only by the distant sound of traffic. They stare at 
the mess, then at each other, united only by the 
overwhelming, immediate need to pretend this whole disaster 
never happened.

FADE OUT.
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END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

INT. DINING TABLE - MID-DAY

The dining table is set for a tense, artificial meal. MARK 
(40s), impeccably dressed even in a domestic setting, has 
spread a massive, pristine binder across the polished wood. 
It is filled with diagrams, labeled with technical 
precision.

MARK
(Tapping a finger on a 
schematic)

So, we have the primary chassis 
frame. Based on current load-
bearing calculations for the 
specified competition obstacle 
course--specifically the incline 
ramp--we need a reinforced 
titanium alloy at this juncture.

He gestures to a point on the diagram with a laser pointer.

MARK (CONT'D)
This vector, if optimized for 
tensile strength, provides a 
ninety-degree increase in 
structural resilience over the 
standard composite we initially 
budgeted for. It's mathematically 
optimal.

DREW (40s) sits opposite, picking at a smudge of ketchup on 
his plate. He looks profoundly bored by the binder.

DREW
(Muttering)

Math. Always math.

MARK
This isn't a suggestion, Drew. This 
is the foundation. If the chassis 
isn't structurally sound, the 
whole thing becomes irrelevant. You 
can't program artistry into a pile 
of falling scrap metal.
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DREW
And you can't build a functioning 
machine that has no internal 
dialogue. It'll just move, Mark. It 
won't express its journey.

Mark sighs, a sound of extreme, professional suffering. He 
taps the binder shut, the snap echoing too loudly.

MARK
Expression doesn't count for 
points, Drew. Torque ratings do. 
Load distribution coefficients do. 
We are building a machine for a 
League, not a gallery opening.

DREW
(Leaning forward 
conspiratorially)

Which is exactly the problem, isn't 
it? You think the League is about 
points. You think it's about the 
highest number on a plaque.

Drew suddenly reaches beside his plate and pulls out a stack 
of glossy, outrageously colored magazines. They are art 
journals, featuring abstract photography and avant-garde 
sculpture.

DREW (CONT'D)
It's about the story of the 
failure. The narrative weight of 
the collapse. Look at this.

He shoves the stack toward the binder, forcing Mark to 
recoil slightly.

MARK
What is this?

DREW
(Brightly)

Inspiration. Soul. You can't 
analyze a JPEG, Mark. You have to 
feel the bleed. Look at this 
photograph--the way the negative 
space interacts with the oxidized 
copper. That's the visual language 
we're missing.
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MARK
(Staring at a picture of 
smeared paint)

That is an image of spilled paint 
on a damp concrete floor. It has 
no engineering value.

DREW
Everything has value if you know 
how to frame it. Your chassis looks 
like it was designed by an 
accountant who never saw the ocean. 
It's all right angles and fear.

MARK
And your vision looks like it was 
designed by a kaleidoscope that 
got into a dumpster fire.

DREW
(Laughing, a little too 
loud)

See? We're at an impasse. You need 
quantifiable order, and I need 
something that whispers when it 
moves.

INT. DINING TABLE - MID-DAY

The art magazines are now piled haphazardly next to the 
structural diagrams, a visual representation of their 
battle. The argument has narrowed suddenly, violently, onto 
a single, small motor component sitting on a napkin in the 
center of the table.

MARK
(Pointing with the tip 
of his pen)

This motor. This is the critical 
point of failure, technically 
speaking. It needs to draw power 
at a sustained, industrial torque 
minimum of 15 Newton-meters. 
Anything less, and we lose the 
differential drive on the 
crossover ramp.

He leans over the table, his whole posture radiating 
authority.
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MARK (CONT'D)
We cannot risk anything below the 
benchmark. We need military-grade 
reliability here. Simple. Direct.

DREW
(Reaching for the motor, 
ignoring Mark)

And that's where you lose the 
thread, Mark. Torque is a number. 
Emotion is a frequency.

DREW (CONT'D)
If we use a motor that can only 
spin at 15 Newton-meters, it will 
sound like a calculator failing its 
quarterly review. It needs range. 
It needs texture in its sound.

MARK
Texture? Are you suggesting we 
equip it with a wind chime 
mechanism?

DREW
(Waving his hands 
dismissively)

No. I mean variable pitch. A whir 
when it passes a section it knows 
is safe. A stutter when it 
encounters an unexpected variable. 
It has to sing its passage. It 
must convey emotional shifts!

MARK
We are not auditioning for a 
Broadway musical, Drew. We are 
competing against two teams that 
are optimizing for pure, measurable 
function.

DREW
(Voice rising)

But what is the function of a 
robot, Mark? To exist? To mean 
something? If it moves without 
having a reason for its movement--a 
reason steeped in pathos--then it's 
just expensive scrap metal 
executing a pre-programmed ballet 
of failure.
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MARK
(Slamming his hand flat 
on the table, making 
the motor jump)

You treat engineering like abstract 
impressionism! It's applied 
physics! It's predictable! It 
requires precision, not poetry!

DREW
(Leaning in, meeting 
Mark's intensity)

And you treat life like an 
amortization schedule! 
Predictable, yes, but utterly 
colorless! We are at an impasse 
because you only see the spec 
sheet, and I only hear the music.

They stare across the table at the tiny, functional motor, 
each man seeing something completely different in its brass 
casing. The air crackles with the force of their opposing 
philosophies.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - MID-DAY

The workshop is a mess of wires, decals, and half-assembled 
parts. The hybrid design--a Frankenstein's monster of 
Mark's robust frame and Drew's brightly painted, 
unnecessarily dramatic additions--sits on a workbench, 
looking simultaneously powerful and ridiculous.

The dads have managed, through sheer force of will and 
shouted instructions, to get the robot powered up.

A low, whirring sound builds from the motors. The robot 
moves with surprising grace. Hydraulics hiss smoothly. The 
chassis, despite the visible patches of duct tape, 
traverses the floor with a confident, if slightly tacky, 
gait.

MARK
(Watching the internal 
readouts on a nearby 
tablet)

Torque holding steady. The 
counterweight compensation on the 
left side is maintaining structural 
balance within a 0.8% margin. Good.
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DREW
(Beaming, admiring the 
rainbow decals)

See? It has flow. Look at how it 
handles the transition point. It's 
telling a story of overcoming minor 
adversity.

The robot moves forward, traversing the debris-strewn floor. 
It crosses a section where someone had laid down a 
discarded, bright blue strip of duct tape.

For a brief, perfect moment, the robot's movement seems 
flawless. Then, the complexity of the system overcorrects 
for the slight, unexpected resistance of the tape.

The movement falters.

The whirring pitch pitches up rapidly, escalating in 
frequency, becoming painfully high.

The robot emits a sound like a dying goose trapped in a 
modem.

WHINE--EEEEEEE-SKRRRT!

The entire assembly seizes up instantly. The hydraulics 
lock, the wheels stop mid-turn, and the body freezes in a 
dramatic, awkward pose, one arm outstretched as if waving 
goodbye.

Silence.

The only sound is the faint, persistent drip of water 
somewhere in the corner.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - MID-DAY

The robot, THE CIRCUIT BREAKERS, remains frozen in its 
tableau of mechanical failure, a monument to their combined 
efforts and inherent flaws.

Maya and Chloe stop what they were doing--Maya was checking 
a measurement on a piece of scrap metal, Chloe was examining 
a loose bolt--and simply stare at the inert machine.

The immediate, high-octane conflict between the dads 
evaporates. They are suddenly peripheral, observers to a 
shared, palpable disaster.

Mark starts to speak, to launch into an analysis of the 
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gear ratio failure, but the words catch in his throat.

DREW
(Opening his mouth, then 
closing it)

Well.

Maya slowly lowers her phone. The screen goes dark, 
reflecting the motionless form of the robot.

Chloe takes a tentative step toward the machine. She 
reaches out a finger, not to prod it, but to gently touch 
one of the tacky decals near the shoulder joint.

CHLOE
(Softly)

It just... stopped.

Mark watches his daughter. He opens his mouth, ready with a 
rebuttal about pneumatic pressure, but no sound comes out.

Drew watches his daughter. He slowly lowers his hand, 
mirroring the stillness of the machine.

Maya and Chloe remain side-by-side, their roles as critics 
utterly suspended. They are just two girls looking at 
something expensive and suddenly, profoundly dumb.

The charged silence thickens. It settles over the workshop 
like dust, heavy and suffocating, forcing the dads into a 
terrifying, shared vacuum of inaction.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - AFTERNOON

The robot stands frozen, a colorful, immobile casualty. Mark 
kneels down, systematically sweeping the immediate area 
around the chassis with a long, retractable measuring tape. 
He treats the floor like a crime scene, angling the tape 
under every component.

DREW
(Kneeling opposite Mark, 
oblivious to the 
measurements)

Look at this.

Drew ignores the tape and kneels by a discarded roll of duct 
tape--a riot of faded blue, neon green, and oxidized silver. 
He picks up a corner piece, his fingers trailing over the 
adhesive.

MARK
(Without looking up)

Keep your hands off the debris 
field. We are looking for foreign 
contaminants, not artisanal 
materials.

DREW
It's not debris. It's texture. Look 
at the way the blue has faded into 
the green. It tells a story of 
environmental stress.

MARK
It tells me that whatever was using 
this blue tape was careless. I'm 
measuring the clearance gap here. 
This section is critical to the 
lateral stabilization.

Drew carefully scrapes a small flake of tape off his thumb 
and examines it, ignoring Mark's precise measurements.

DREW
You can't measure the story, Mark. 
You can only measure the adhesion.
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MARK
And you can't see the structure if 
you're too busy writing haikus 
about adhesive bonds.

Drew pulls a small, expensive-looking notepad and a fine-
tipped pen from his back pocket. He begins sketching the 
curl of the tape roll, adding exaggerated cross-hatching 
around the seams.

DREW (CONT'D)
It has character. It's been 
through something.

MARK
(Standing up, brushing 
dust off his knees)

It's been through a box of hardware 
supplies, which is precisely what 
it was supposed to do. Now, let's 
focus. Where did the motor coupling 
lose its integrity?

Before Mark can launch into a detailed theory of 
crystalline failure, Chloe's voice drifts in from down the 
hall, echoing slightly.

CHLOE (O.S.)
Dad! Did you see my emergency 
glitter stash? I swear I left it 
by the lawnmower!

The two men freeze, their opposing energies instantly 
deflated by the sound of their daughter's dramatic call.

DREW
(Sighing, already half-
turned toward the hall)

Here we go. The performance of 
missing craft supplies.

MARK
(Massaging his temples)

We just need to find the coupling. 
This detour is unproductive.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - AFTERNOON

The search has proven fruitless, leading them to a low, 
chaotic mound of discarded materials--broken brackets, 
tangled wiring, and miscellaneous junk--that seems to have 
swallowed the necessary motor coupling.
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MARK
(Scoffing)

It's under there. It has to be.

Mark drops to his knees beside the pile, surveying the junk 
like a battlefield map. He picks up a heavy-duty pry bar 
from a nearby tool rack.

MARK (CONT'D)
If I just--

He swings the pry bar, aiming for a clear spot beneath the 
mound. He misses the junk, instead striking a stack of 
lighter, irreplaceable circuit boards, sending them 
skittering across the concrete.

THE CIRCUIT BOARDS CLATTER LOUDLY.

MARK (CONT'D)
(A sharp hiss of 
frustration)

Dammit!

The clang startles the entire workshop. Mark stares at the 
boards, his jaw tight.

DREW
(Without looking at 
Mark, his eyes fixed on 
the pile)

Whoa. Easy, Mark.

Drew moves with surprising speed. He doesn't approach the 
pile; instead, he positions himself perpendicular to the 
junk, using his body weight to brace against the unstable 
mound.

DREW (CONT'D)
You're going to cause a domino 
effect on the entire support 
structure. You can't just brute-
force physics.

MARK
(Straining to lift the 
bar)

I need leverage! I need to get 
under this!
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DREW
(Voice dangerously 
level)

No. You need to find the weak 
point. Where is the load bearing? 
Show me where the pile is resting 
on the floor, Mark.

Mark hesitates, his anger momentarily overridden by Drew's 
unexpected authority. He follows Drew's gaze, assessing the 
junk from a different angle.

MARK
(Muttering)

It's too much junk.

DREW
(A low, instructive 
murmur)

No. It's a system. We guide the 
removal, piece by piece. On three. 
Mark, you pull. I'll brace.

They fall into a strange, tense rhythm. Mark grips the pry 
bar, using it more carefully now. Drew places one hand on 
the pile, not pushing, but guiding the necessary pressure 
point.

On three.

Mark pulls sharply, controlled by Drew's counter-pressure. 
The junk shifts in a coordinated way, grating against 
itself, but the pressure holds. They repeat the slow, 
painful process, a strange partnership forming over the 
junk pile.

Finally, with a collective heave, the mound shifts enough. A 
small, metallic object is revealed, partially encased in 
dust and, horrifyingly, iridescent pink glitter glue.

It is the coupling.

Both men freeze, breathing heavily, staring at the object.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - AFTERNOON

Mark gingerly reaches out, his movements now meticulous, 
almost surgical, to lift the coupling from the detritus. It 
is coated in a thick, ugly film of glitter glue, mixed with 
fine grey dust.
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He holds it up, turning it under the bare workshop bulb.

MARK
(A low, critical hiss)

It's fouled. Completely fouled.

He pulls a miniature, high-grade cleaning solvent from his 
tool belt, dabbing it near the grime.

MARK (CONT'D)
Look at the grade of corrosion. 
This coupling requires a specific 
torque rating that matches the 
material composition. We cannot use 
anything off-spec. It must be rated 
for Grade-A industrial use.

Drew watches the action, his initial focus on the glue 
fading as Mark inspects the metal with alarming intensity.

DREW
(A soft, dismissive 
laugh)

You look at it like it's a 
compliance violation.

MARK
(Meeting his gaze, 
annoyed)

It is a component, Drew. It has 
measurable standards.

Drew doesn't respond to the statement. Instead, he 
carefully plucks a small, almost microscopic shard of the 
pink glitter glue from the coupling's edge. He examines it, 
turning it under the light.

DREW (CONT'D)
You see failure. I see history.

He holds the coupling out slightly, positioning it between 
them, using it as a dramatic prop.

DREW (CONT'D)
You worry about the perfect line, 
the perfect measurement. But the 
line, Mark, it bends. It gets 
scraped. It accumulates the 
beautiful, necessary refuse of its 
journey.
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MARK
(Scoffs)

You think patina is a substitute 
for metallurgy?

DREW
(Leaning in 
conspiratorially, voice 
dropping)

No. I think it's a variable. A 
variable that your beautiful, 
pristine equations cannot account 
for. It's the story of the force 
that got it there.

Mark stares at the coupling, then at Drew. His expression 
is a rapid battle between utter dismissal and a flicker of 
something--hesitation. He looks down at the glitter-
encrusted metal, a tangible mess that defies his entire 
worldview.

INT. SCHOOL LAB/WORKSHOP - LATE AFTERNOON

The lab is sterile, smelling faintly of industrial cleaner 
and old textbooks. Technical manuals--thick, intimidating 
tomes filled with cross-section diagrams--are spread across 
a large, scarred table.

Mark leans over a page diagramming the required obstacle 
course. He jabs a manicured finger at a section labeled 
'Transition Zone Alpha.'

MARK
(Tapping the schematic)

Look at the design parameters here. 
It specifies a ninety-degree turn 
followed immediately by a surface 
transition. It's physically 
impossible to compensate for 
lateral torque variance on the 
specified material grade.

DREW
(Leaning back, arms 
crossed over his chest)

You're reading the box, Mark. Not 
the problem.
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MARK
The problem is quantifiable 
failure. If the chassis cannot 
handle the specified change in 
vector, it seizes. It's simple 
mechanics.

DREW
(A slight, off-key humming starts. 
It sounds vaguely mechanical, like 
a badly tuned carburetor.) You 
know, everything has a rhythm. 
Even failure has a rhythm.

Mark stops pointing. He stares at Drew, irritated by the 
humming.

MARK
(Sharp)

Don't hum. It's distracting.

DREW
(Pauses the humming, 
lets out a little, 
breathy 'wheee-ooo')

It's modeling the stress harmonics. 
You're thinking in line segments. 
I'm thinking in resonance.

MARK
Resonance doesn't pass inspection, 
Drew. CAD models do. See this 
stress point? The manufacturer 
specified a minimum coefficient of 
friction for this patch. Your 
'resonance' will guarantee failure.

DREW
And your 'coefficient' guarantees 
that the robot will look like it 
was built by a Swiss watchmaker--
perfect, flawless, and utterly 
boring.

MARK
Boring is reliable. Boring doesn't 
seize up because the obstacle 
demands more than simple adherence 
to load-bearing standards.

Drew chuckles, a low, theatrical sound. He starts humming 
again, this time incorporating a slight, almost 
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imperceptible waver, making the note sound like it's 
struggling to maintain pitch.

DREW
(CONT'D)

It needs room to breathe, Mark. It 
needs to suggest motion, even when 
it can't execute it.

Mark throws his hands up in exasperation, running a hand 
through his hair. He snaps open a heavy binder filled with 
printouts, scattering diagrams over the table.

MARK
Suggestion is for Impressionism, 
Drew. We are competing in a 
League! We need a fail-safe! We 
need a system that accounts for--

MAYA
(A sharp elbow jab 
connects with Mark's 
ribs, making him jump)

Enough.

Both men instantly fall quiet, their heated debate suddenly 
suspended. Maya points a finger at the diagrams, not at the 
dads, but at the obstacle course map itself.

MAYA (CONT'D)
You are both looking at the wrong 
thing. It's not the components.

Chloe, who has been quietly braiding a piece of loose 
wiring, looks up, suddenly invested.

CHLOE
It's the rules. They didn't account 
for... well, they didn't account 
for anything interesting.

The dads look up, finally, at their daughters. The technical 
argument is abruptly derailed by the immediate reality of 
the competition.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - DUSK

The workshop is quieter now. The overhead lights cast long, 
yellow shadows across the workbench. The imposing, inert 
form of the robot sits center stage, a collection of 
beautiful, flawed metal parts.
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Mark has moved away from the main assembly. He is 
methodically cleaning the chassis components. He uses 
specialized soft brushes, cleaning the housing until the 
dull metal gleams with a factory-fresh sheen. It is an act 
of obsessive, repetitive care.

He polishes a wheel hub, then another. Each swipe of the 
brush is a small, precise victory against the grime.

DREW watches him from a few feet away. He seems exhausted, 
leaning against a stack of old tires. His eyes track Mark's 
movements, cataloging the perfection.

When Mark finally steps back, wiping his hands on a rag, he 
seems almost satisfied by the uniformity of the metal.

Drew's gaze shifts. He walks slowly, not towards the robot, 
but towards a small, neglected corner of the bench--the 
detritus zone. He picks up the dust-coated wrench.

He turns it over in his palm, examining the deep scratches 
and the tacky residue of glitter glue. He doesn't scrape it 
off. He just holds it, turning it slowly, like an artifact.

MARK
(Without looking up, 
his voice tight)

You have to clean it. You can't 
build anything with residue like 
that.

Drew continues to observe the wrench. He slowly brings his 
other hand up, not to clean, but to gently touch the curve 
of the wrench head, right where the glitter glue has 
embedded itself into the metal grain.

DREW
(Quietly)

This piece has been in three 
different piles of garbage. It's 
seen things.

He looks at the wrench, then lets his fingers drift over 
the rough surface, a soft reverence in the gesture. Mark's 
rhythmic polishing falters for the first time. He stops 
cleaning the hub, his hand hovering mid-air.

The only sound is the rhythmic, almost meditative scraping 
of Mark's brush against the clean metal, which now seems 
painfully loud in the sudden quiet.

Mark and Drew stand on opposite sides of the wreckage. Mark, 
defined by his need for immaculate, verifiable cleanliness. 
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Drew, defined by his gentle, almost devotional appreciation 
for what has been overlooked, what has been damaged, what 
has simply lived through something messy.

They do not speak. They simply exist in the charged 
atmosphere of shared, monumental failure, punctuated only 
by the hesitant brushstrokes and the quiet study of the 
glitter-encrusted tool.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

FADE IN:

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - LATE AFTERNOON

MAYA (12) stands between the two men, pointing to the 
chassis diagram spread on an overturned workbench crate.

MARK
The primary structure holds up to 
the load-bearing requirements. If 
we optimize the axle housing by a 
quarter-inch--

MAYA
No. Look at the weight 
distribution.

Mark stops sketching, his pen hovering over a clean line.

DREW
(Leaning in, peering 
over Maya's shoulder)

She has a point, Dad.

MARK
(Dismissive)

The chassis is designed for 
symmetrical load application. The 
current weight distribution is 
mathematically sound for the track 
specifications.

MAYA
But the counterweight system. If we 
calculate the displacement from the 
artistic additions--the ones Drew 
insists on--they are all 
asymmetrical.

Chloe finally wanders into the light from the side, 
examining the robot's frame with critical interest.

CHLOE
It feels... lopsided. Like it's 
going to lean into the corner and 
trip over its own drama.
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MARK
(Scoffs)

Drama does not generate mechanical 
stability, Chloe. Maya, explain 
your calculation.

MAYA
The existing counterweight is too 
centralized. If the side-mounted, 
non-structural decorative panels--
the ones with the faux-copper 
patina--are added, the center of 
gravity shifts lateral by nearly 
three degrees.

Mark stares at the diagram, then at the vague, tacky art 
elements Drew insisted on incorporating. His brow furrows. 
He glances at Drew, a look of supreme distaste crossing his 
face.

DREW
(Feigning innocence)

They're not just 'decorative,' 
Mark. They evoke the feeling of a 
Renaissance cartography map. They 
have inherent, beautiful mass.

MARK
(Muttering)

Mass that is structurally 
irrelevant.

MAYA
But it is relevant to the center 
of gravity. The framework needs to 
compensate for that specific, non-
uniform pull.

Mark slowly lowers his pen. He looks at the diagram, then 
at the physical robot, then back at the diagram, his 
practiced engineering focus visibly struggling with the 
unexpected variable. The implication--that Drew's 'flair' 
actually had a measurable, physical impact--hits him like a 
sudden system error.

He straightens up, a rare moment of genuine calculation 
replacing his usual disdain.

MARK
(To himself, almost a 
whisper)

The load differential... if the 
distribution point is fixed...
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He finally reaches for his specialized, expensive calipers 
on the bench. He seems reluctant, almost pained, but the 
need for data wins.

MARK (CONT'D)
Fine. Show me the source of the 
imbalance.

He points the tip of the calipers, not at the chassis, but 
toward the nearest, most offensively glitter-adorned panel.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - LATE AFTERNOON

The calipers click open, the mechanism sounding painfully 
loud in the quiet workshop. Mark positions the jaws of the 
device with surgical precision, settling them against the 
tacky, painted surface of a piece of Drew's 'art.'

DREW
(Watching Mark's every movement, a 
small, triumphant smirk playing on 
his lips) Careful. You're 
disturbing the narrative glue.

MARK
(Ignoring him, his eyes 
locked on the 
measurement)

I need the exact radial distance 
from the primary mounting point.

He extends the calipers, measuring the panel's outermost 
edge. The digital readout flickers, providing cold, 
objective data.

MARK (CONT'D)
(Reading the numbers 
aloud, as if reciting 
scientific poetry)

Fifteen point seven centimeters. 
Acceptable. Now, the depth of the 
affixation point.

He moves the calipers, pressing them against the base of 
the panel. The measurement confirms the depth of the 
tacking points.
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MARK (CONT'D)
(Pauses, eyes narrowing)

The uneven application of the 
adhesive here... it suggests a 
variable coefficient of adhesion. 
This isn't a standard mounting 
procedure.

DREW
(Chuckles softly)

It was applied by hand.

MARK
(Snapping)

And this 'hand application' 
results in a quantifiable weight 
pull that shifts the axis by... 
(He squints at the display) ...0.8 
degrees.

Drew's smirk falters. He watches the numbers, his 
theatricality momentarily eclipsed by the raw data Mark is 
extracting from his 'flair.'

DREW
(Deflating slightly)

It's just... it feels right.

MARK
(His voice dangerously 
level)

'Feels right' does not generate 
torque vectors. This measurable 
imbalance, Drew. It is a variable. 
It is a quantifiable deviation 
from the baseline structural load 
we established yesterday.

He clicks the calipers shut with a sharp snap. Mark stares 
at the reading, then at Drew. The scientific certainty in 
his posture wavers. He looks genuinely puzzled, as if his 
internal logic pathways have encountered a corrupted file.

MARK (CONT'D)
(Quietly, almost to 
himself)

It is... a necessary variable.

Drew watches the sudden shift in Mark's demeanor. He sees 
not victory, but confusion--the crack in the engineer's 
armor.
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DREW
(Softly)

The perfect equation needs the 
messy input to prove it's actually 
stable.

MARK
(Staring at the 
calipers, then at the 
panel)

It needs... a structural support 
matrix that accounts for external, 
non-uniform, yet calculated, weight 
distribution.

He doesn't look at Drew. He looks only at the number 
displayed on the caliper, the undeniable proof that Drew's 
'art' was, materially speaking, a force to be managed.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - DUSK

The air feels heavy, not with tension, but with the 
focused, intense effort of creation. Mark and Drew are 
positioned opposite each other, separated by the half-
assembled robot. The initial, ugly framework now has small, 
disparate elements attached--the functional parts next to 
the tacky, colorful additions.

Mark is armed with a precision level and a digital torque 
wrench. He works on the chassis support beams.

MARK
(Muttering, more to the 
machine than to Drew)

The lateral stress here... needs a 
secondary brace, but one that 
doesn't compromise the harmonic 
frequency of the actuator arms.

He attaches a small, geometrically perfect metal brace, 
tightening the bolts with a measured, rhythmic series of 
clicks.

DREW
(Leaning over the robot, 
studying the braces)

You're over-bracing it. You're 
building it like a vault.
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MARK
(Without looking up)

I'm building it so that when it 
encounters an uncontrolled 
variable--like, say, an unexpected 
artistic flourish--it doesn't 
simply disintegrate.

Drew picks up a piece of wood--a piece that looks 
suspiciously like driftwood, covered in shellac and colored 
paint. He approaches the section Mark just reinforced.

DREW
(To the wood)

It needs something that suggests 
weight, but doesn't actually weigh 
anything. A visual anchor.

He doesn't lecture. He simply begins to affix a small, 
feather-light piece of painted balsa wood to a decorative 
bracket Mark installed. It looks utterly ridiculous against 
the polished steel.

Mark stops tightening the wrench. He stares at the wood, 
then at Drew's steady hands. He counts to three in his 
head, an audible beat passing between them.

He finally lets out a breath, a small, controlled expulsion 
of air that sounds almost like resignation. He sets the 
torque wrench down.

MARK
(Very low)

If you anchor it there, the 
tensile strain will require a 
counter-tension point precisely 
three centimeters from the base of 
the primary pivot joint.

Drew looks up, surprised by the specific detail. He hasn't 
spoken about the numbers in twenty minutes.

DREW
(A small grin breaking 
through)

Three centimeters.

Mark nods once, a sharp, economical movement. He kneels 
slightly, bringing his eye level closer to the robot, 
finally looking past the superficial polish and focusing on 
the actual mechanics interacting with the decoration.
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MARK
(CONT'D)

I can support that. I can 
calculate the structural load 
required for that specific offset.

Drew picks up a small, decorative piece of painted metal--
another 'art' piece--and carefully positions it over the 
exact three-centimeter mark Mark indicated. The wood and 
the metal sit together, a weird, functional marriage.

DREW
(A slight, satisfied 
breath)

And I can make it look like it 
belongs there.

They both look at the spot where the two materials meet. 
Mark reaches out, not with a tool, but with a finger, and 
gently presses against the junction point, feeling the 
calculated resistance, the necessary counter-pull.

They look at the robot. It is hideous, functional, and 
somehow, finally whole.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - DUSK

The robot stands silent, the final, hybrid connection 
holding firm. The combination of Mark's precise, structural 
bracing and Drew's aesthetically informed counterweight 
seems to have stabilized the machine into a state of 
awkward, operational harmony.

The dads stand apart, on opposite sides of the creation. 
They are breathing the same dusty, metallic air, but they 
maintain a physical distance of at least six feet. They do 
not exchange a single glance that acknowledges the other 
man. Their focus is entirely on the machine.

MARK
(Voice flat, 
professional)

The telemetry suggests the 
structural integrity of the 
composite unit is currently at 
ninety-eight point five percent 
efficiency.

28.



DREW
(Nodding slowly, looking 
at the wood grain)

And the aesthetic flow suggests a 
narrative arc that peaks right 
before the finish line.

The words do not meet in the middle. They simply hover 
around the robot, orbiting the problem they solved.

Maya walks up to the robot, placing her hand gently on the 
metal casing, feeling the unexpected, solid weight of the 
whole thing. Chloe trails behind her, gazing not at the 
robot, but at the space between the two dads.

Maya lifts her gaze, not toward the trophy case, but toward 
the two men. She doesn't look for approval, just 
acknowledgment.

Chloe follows her gaze, meeting her father's eyes, then her 
mother's. A slow, almost imperceptible smile spreads across 
her face.

MARK and DREW both track their daughters' gazes. Their eyes 
flick from the robot, to Maya, then to Chloe.

For a beat, the rivalry evaporates, replaced by a singular, 
shared recognition.

Mark's jaw unclenches just a fraction of an inch.

Drew's shoulders drop, releasing the tension they have held 
for months.

They do not look at each other. They do not speak of the 
engine or the torque.

They simply look at the girls, and then, simultaneously, 
they both give the exact same, almost imperceptible nod.

A shared nod.

The silence that follows is not charged with antagonism, but 
with the quiet, difficult weight of a truce.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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TAG

FADE IN:

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - CONTINUOUS

The dust still settles around the robot. The dads remain 
side-by-side, a study in contrasting, exhausted competence.

MARK
(Tapping a finger on the 
schematics binder)

So, that's it. The initial problem 
was a functional imbalance that, 
when mapped against the required 
lift coefficient, necessitates a 
variable stabilization point.

DREW
(Studying the glitter 
glue on the floor)

Or, the initial problem was that 
nobody bothered to think beyond the 
rigid constraints of the syllabus.

MAYA
(Quietly, to herself)

So, the art is the math.

CHLOE
(Clapping her hands 
once, a sharp, decisive 
sound)

No. The art is the story.

MARK
(Turning sharply to 
Maya)

The story is predicated on 
function, Maya. If the robot cannot 
perform the required action, the 
narrative dissolves.

DREW
(Meeting Mark's gaze, a 
lazy challenge in his 
eyes)

But the narrative is what makes the 
function matter, Mark. You build a 
toaster that only toasts bread. I 
build a toaster that toasts the 
memory of breakfast.
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MARK
(Scoffing, regaining 
control)

Memory does not provide necessary 
counter-torque.

DREW
And torque does not make anyone 
laugh when the lights come up.

MARK
(Exasperated)

This is not a theatre troupe, Drew. 
This is a technical league.

DREW
(Leaning in slightly)

And you're forgetting that people 
pay to see something live, Mark. 
Not just calculate.

A beat. They both look away from each other, their rivalry 
momentarily stalled by the sheer exhaustion of the day.

INT. GARAGE WORKSHOP - CONTINUOUS

The robot remains in the center, a monument to their 
compromise.

MARK
(Clearing his throat, 
addressing the robot, 
not the dads)

The current state--the integrated 
stabilization matrix--suggests that 
the next point of failure will be 
the primary pneumatic conduit. It's 
stressed by the combined weight 
distribution.

DREW
(Wandering around the robot, 
running a finger over a painted 
wheel) It's stressed by the sheer 
potential of it, Mark. It's 
stressed by the sheer idea.

MAYA
(Stepping forward, 
addressing both of them)

It's stressed by us.
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Chloe walks to the edge of the workbench, picks up a loose, 
iridescent feather that had been used earlier for a prop, 
and holds it up.

CHLOE
When we build it, we have to 
remember why we started.

MARK
(Staring at the feather, 
his engineer's instincts 
kicking in)

It's a structural liability, Chloe.

DREW
(Catching Mark's eye, 
then nodding toward the 
feather)

Or it's the perfect way to make the 
audience feel something.

The dads exchange a look. It is not a look of anger or 
spite, but of shared, dawning understanding--a realization 
that the 'technical' solution is incomplete without the 
'human' one.

Mark slowly reaches out, not for a tool, but for the 
feather. His fingers brush against the soft, unnatural 
plume.

He doesn't analyze it. He just holds it for a beat too 
long.

DREW (CONT'D)
(A quiet murmur)

It's beautiful, isn't it?

Mark looks at Drew. The accusation is gone, replaced by a 
kind of weary mutual assessment. They both know they have 
nothing left to argue about.

MATCH CUT TO:

FADE TO BLACK.

END OF TAG
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