2222 (a work in progress)
Dedication 
For Lady Chelwood most of all.
Synopsis

Set in the year 2222, this film uses the mother-son relationship to explore what it means to be alive.  It supposes that medicine has long since been able to cure paralysis by bridging the damaged nervous system with electronic devices or hardware.  By the mid 22nd century, nanofabrication has advanced to the point that the hardware systems’ performance, measured as LOPS (logical operations) per unit volume, is a factor of 10 greater than for neuron based “wetware”.  Accordingly, people have opted for piecemeal replacement of regions of their brains.  Though each operation requires a lengthy period of therapy to establish connections at the hardware-wetware interface, the patients are overwhelmingly satisfied with capabilities providing not only superhuman hearing and sight, but also linguistic and other competencies.  
By 2200, the average age is well over 100 (there are 20 billion people on the planet) but the term human is devaluing because those whose wetware has been partially or fully replaced have outstanding ability relative to fully biological humans.  Yet a few people like Zoe have adamantly refused brain implants.  Though most live to an old age thanks to the love of their children and therapies that allow tissue regeneration, some are choosing to die.  Some subscribe to the concept of an afterlife and believe that their souls need to be freed from an earthly frame.  
On the other hand, implantees have generally abandoned religious notions and look forward to an immortality based on replaceable components.  Their brain hardware is backed-up to off-body storage in case of breakdowns or traumatic injury.  Full body restitution, however, is very expensive and the Global Health Service does not provide it.  Instead, the GHS offers video simulacrums for the benefit of survivors.  These can also be compiled for fully biological humans if they have lived in environments with Media4 sensors that capture daily interactions and that allow behavior to be profiled and personality to be electronically recreated.  

Though the mother is planning to die, her son dies first on a magnetically levitated train in an evacuated tube under the Mediterranean that crashes at 2000km/h.  His body is unrecoverable but since he was fully backed up a week before the disaster, the GHS provides a video simulacrum for the dying mother.  She talks with the simulated son and believes she is talking to him by conference call.  As she progresses though the last stages of her terminal illness which she chooses not to treat, she becomes suspicious that her son is “dead” because he keeps delaying his return to Israel.
Scene 1

We find ourselves looking through the eyes of someone browsing the network and land on a Media4 record, dated 2/2/2222, 14:22.  The scene contains Zoe and Zeebee, who are mother and son.  A narrator explains:

    Zoe, 222, has cancer and has decided not to seek treatment.  According to a medical record, she will die in 101 days, probability 95%, and is one of the last billion or so people on the planet with a 100% organic brain.  
    Zeebee, born in 2022, went to Berkeley and made a small fortune as a young man after which he experimented for several decades with the latest artificial implants (and drugs).  
    By 2081, the wetware/hardware interfaces became good enough that brain enhancements became more commonplace than man-made limbs or organs (65% of the population having some sight or hearing enhancement).   By 2100, personality region repairs were becoming commonplace for stroke and head trauma; relatives generally agreed that the patients recovered fully if they had spent at least a year living with Media4 recorders prior to the injury.  Like most people, Zeebee has been upgrading his brain and body as needs dictated or funds permitted throughout the last century.  
    He has only a few regions of natural brain matter left.  He is very humane but not very human.
Scene 2

We zoom in from deep space on a lovely beach and urban vista from a terraced ultra high-rise on the Mediterranean shore.  We learn that it is Tel Aviv. 

Zoe: Please don't take the Maglev to Paris, Zeebee.

Zeebee: Oh come on mom, I'll come back tonight.

Zoe: (Worry creases a old face pressed by a lifetime of smiles.) Don't you remember the Ephesus quake of 2075?

Zeebee: Yeah mom, sure.  9.5.  The Transmed kept running.

Zoe: Yes, but the tube slipped 2 metres at the fault.

Zeebee: So what?

Zoe: An 8.4 is predicted at the Nicosia fault with probability is 200 millionths - PER DAY.  That’s a 25% chance over the next year that would slip the tube three metres.  Remember Ben Levi, the seismologist and civil engineer at Technion?  He said there are only 2 meters of free play left at Nicosia fault.  The tube could rupture, honey.  And then we'd both be in storage... 

Zeebee: Yeah, dead storage. (She looks away from her out to the view of the Mediterrean across her spacious 79th floor balcony.) You mean Israb Mag still hasn't rebuilt the quake proof suspension on that fault line?

Zoe: No, of course not (he signs bickering with both hands).  It's endless.  Didn't you see Time on Tuesday?

Zeebee: I'm practicing my Hebrew and reading Ha'aretz these days, but slowly.

Zoe: Oh dear, you're so sweet.  Are you really planning to stay in this apartment and visit the roses that will be growing in my remains?

Zeebee: Oh mom, I love you so much but I'm really having a hard time adapting here.  You know my language region is sclerosing and ...

Zoe: (smiling) That's my favorite thing about you.

Zeebee: Please mom, let's not get into this.

Zoe: (Looks hard at him.)

Zeebee: For the love of the almighty, would you please stop this.

Zoe: (Looks away.) How much longer do you want me to live?

Zeebee: Please... Dammit mom!  I'm scheduling my operation; why don't you join me?  Look at this (he points at the wall, on which appear the specifications of the newest 10 megaword, language region replacement).  I'll get Hebrew and 50 other languages after 14 months of rehab.
Zoe: But you wouldn't be the same to me.  I love the way you sing in Yiddish just like Theodore Bikel.  

Zeebee: (looks faintly embarassed, then wrly imitates his father.) Shucks, mom.  But you know I will relearn that for you.  

Zoe: (rolls her eyeballs upwards)

Zeebee: (laughs) And the doctors say I it would only take a few months in rehab.

Zoe: (shrugs) OK, but will you stay with me until I turn to dust?

Zeebee: (He looks at her with devotion and sadness; his eyes turn glassy; he lowers his head) Yes, I'll be here, singing.  (He starts to cry.  She cradles him.  He cries harder.)

Zoe: Then I'll be singing too.

Zeebee: (He wracks with sobs that turn to laughter.)  

Zoe: (Releases him.)

Zeebee: Silly bee.

Zoe: That's me.

Zeebee: Oh mom, I wish you'd just let me buy you some of these new BRRs for you.  (He looks back up at the screen, which flicks to show Brain Region Replacement pricing tiers.  Look mom, we could get you a new retina with IR and UV before your National Health plan expires.

Zoe: She looks up with interest. 

Zeebee: And we could do the works if you sold this flat and lived with me.

Zoe: (imitating his father) Don't be sil, kid.

Zeebee: I would, really.

Zoe: Look, *I* never expected to live forever.  240 years.  Enough already!  

Zeebee: (pretends to be quizzical)

Zoe: When you were born, only Ray Kurzweil and a few other MIT geeks thought we could really live forever.  

Zeebee: And he was right about the... (he gazes out to the sea again, his pupils narrow and he shuts his eyes peacefully, stops breathing for a long time, then sighs), singularity.

Zoe: So was Mohammed.

Zeebee: Isn't this just the greatest time to be alive?  Don't you want to see what it's like on the other side?

Zoe: No, frankly I do not (sounding British now, and showing stiff upper lip).

Zeebee: Well, I'm off to risk infection on those horrid 'rab Mag cars.  Jeez, you'd think they keep those infectious old wagons (wrinkles his brow just a bit) just to give Unaplaguers another opportunity.  They caught a Frenchman yesterday who claimed he was spreading a virus with socially redeeming features.  Fuck the French.  (I can’t wait to see Pascaline.)  See you in the morning.

Zoe: Well puhleeeze backup before you go.  

Zeebee: Yes, I'm sorry about getting so emotional.  It's just that dad...

Zoe: Right.

Zeebee: Well, thank you for holding me and making me laugh.  You've *always* been so wonderful at that.

Zoe: Well, just backup.  I wouldn't trust ‘rab Mag any more than...

Zeebee: Yeah, I know they're almost bankrupt and Traxam's Transmed overland suspension is almost completed.  ‘rab Mag will never fix that hole now.  Did you know that the new tube will get to Rome in 20 minutes?  Can you imagine the view flying through Serbia at 2000 MPH?  

Zoe: At least I pay insurance supplements for you.  I couldn't go through *that* crying thing again (smirks).  You can cut out the schmaltz on my account.
Zeebee:  Well then, it would be good if I got smithereeened because this will be the last chance to use that life insurance you keep blowing your Euros on.  And there's no way I'm buying cloning insurance for myself.
Zoe: Amein to that.

Zeebee: Byeeeeeee.
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