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FADE IN:

EXT. SKY — PRE-DAWN
Blackness.
Then—

A faint scattering of city lights below. Industrial veins
glowing through darkness.

We descend slowly.

Freight trains crawl like arteries.
Highways pulse.

Factory stacks exhale.

The low hum of industry blends with a distant human
heartbeat.

We move toward—

MONTGOMERY CONSOLIDATED.

A cathedral of steel and glass rising from the river.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — DAWN

Molten steel pours in controlled arcs.

Robotic arms swing with mechanical precision.

Human welders move beside them.

0ld and new. Flesh and metal.

On the mezzanine—

CALEB MONTGOMERY (58) stands still.

Immaculate suit. Controlled posture. Eyes sharp but tired.
Below him, thousands of livelihoods move like choreography.
He doesn’t smile.

He studies.



A young machinist laughs with an older worker.
Caleb notices.
Something flickers.
Then he buries it.
A FOREMAN approaches.
FOREMAN
Morning, Mr. Montgomery. Output’s
up twelve percent.

Caleb nods.

FOREMAN (CONT'D)
Board’s expecting a decision today.

CALEB
They always are.

FOREMAN
About automation.

A beat.

Caleb watches a robotic arm lift steel flawlessly.

Then his gaze shifts—

To an older worker adjusting a misaligned piece by hand.
Human correction.

CALEB
Machines don’t correct for pride.

FOREMAN
Sir?

Caleb doesn’'t explain.

He turns away.

On the wall behind him—

An original blueprint in a frame.
Signed in two hands.

He doesn’t look at it.



INT. PENTHOUSE — KITCHEN — MORNING
Soft light.

A different world.

ELIZA (55) stands at the counter barefoot,

pinned.

Architect’s hands. Calm strength.
On the marble counter—

A worn velvet case.

She opens it.

Inside:

A drafting compass.

Engraved:

BUILD WITH ME.

She runs her thumb across the words.

We hear faint overlapping sounds from years ago:

Pencils on paper.

Rain on tin roof.

Young laughter.

A sudden tightening in her chest.
She grips the counter.

Breath shallow.

It passes.

She closes the case before anyone sees.

hair

loosely

ROSE (27) enters, mid-text, distracted but observant.

ROSE
He gone?

ELIZA
Before sunrise.



ROSE
Of course.

Rose studies her mother more closely.

ROSE (CONT'D)
You're pale.

ELIZA
I'm fine.

Rose doesn’t believe her.

ROSE
You should tell him.
ELIZA
He’s busy.
ROSE

He’s always busy.
Eliza says nothing.
She places the compass back into its case carefully.
Almost protectively.

TITLE

THIRTY YEARS EARLIER

EXT. RIVERFRONT DOCKS — NIGHT

Rain batters abandoned cranes.

Young CALEB (28) stands soaked, staring at ruin.
Beside him, a BROKER with a cigarette.

BROKER
Banks won’t touch it.

CALEB
That’s because they're afraid.

BROKER
You should be too.

Caleb steps forward, eyes alive.

CARD:



CALEB
It’'s empty.

BROKER
It’'s bankrupt.

CALEB
No. It’s unfinished.

The broker studies him.

BROKER
Everything you have.

Caleb nods.
He signs.
The pen trembles slightly.

He hides it.

INT. ARCHITECTURE STUDIO — NIGHT
Young ELIZA (25) stands over Caleb’s early blueprints.
Industrial fortress.
Closed walls. No windows.
ELTIZA
You're building something that

doesn’t trust the world.

CALEB
The world doesn’t deserve trust.

ELIZA
That’s not architecture.

She redraws.
Windows. Light channels. Communal corridors.

CALEB
It's a factory.

ELIZA
Factories don’'t have to feel like
prisons.

She looks up at him.



ELIZA (CONT'D)
People build better when they feel
seen.

Caleb watches her hand move across paper.

Measured. Confident.

CALEB
What if they fail?

ELTIZA
Then we adjust.

She slides the drawing toward him.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Build with me.

That line lands.
He doesn’t realize how much yet.

BACK TO PRESENT

INT. BOARDROOM — DAY

Glass walls.

City skyline behind them.

MARCUS REED (45) stands poised at the head of the table.
Precise. Controlled. Analytical.

Slide projection:

AUTOMATION PHASE III — COST REDUCTION STRATEGY
MARCUS

Forty percent workforce reduction
over three years. Robotics
integration stabilizes long-term
volatility.

Board members nod.

Caleb remains seated.

Still.



CALEB
Forty percent is not volatility.
It’'s people.
Marcus doesn’t flinch.

MARCUS
It's sustainability.

Caleb’s jaw tightens.

CALEB
For who?

Marcus meets his eyes.

MARCUS
For the company.

A long silence.

Through the glass wall—
Workers visible below.
Marcus follows Caleb’s gaze.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
We don’'t adapt, we disappear.

CALEB
We built this place to endure.

MARCUS
Endurance requires evolution.

Subtext thick.

Board members exchange looks.

Marcus clicks the slide forward.

Projected graph shows profits rising with automation.

CALEB
And loyalty?

MARCUS
Doesn’t show up on a spreadsheet.

CALEB
That doesn’t mean it’s not there.

The room shifts.



Marcus notices the emotional undercurrent.

But he presses on.

INT. MARCUS’ CAR — NIGHT

Marcus sits outside a modest suburban house.
Lights warm inside.

He doesn’t get out.

Inside the house through the window—

His father, FRANK REED (70s), grease under his nails,

laughing with neighbors.

Montgomery jacket hanging on a chair.
Marcus stares at it.

He grips the steering wheel.

His phone buzzes.

Board member text:

“Need your vote solid.”

Marcus types:

“Understood.”

He doesn’t move.

INT. HOSPITAL — NIGHT
Eliza lies in a hospital bed.
Monitor beeping steady.
Caleb stands near the window, arms crossed.
DOCTOR
Stress-induced arrhythmia. You need
to reduce external strain.

Caleb stiffens.

CALEB
She doesn’t work at the company.



Doctor studies him.

DOCTOR
Stress isn’t limited to employment.

A gquiet indictment.
Eliza watches Caleb.

ELIZA
It’'s not your fault.

CALEB
It shouldn’'t be yours.

Their eyes lock.
Unspoken history.
The monitor beeps— steady but fragile.

Like a ticking clock.

INT. PENTHOUSE — LATE NIGHT

Caleb alone.

The velvet case on the table.

He opens it.

Holds the compass.

He turns it in his hand like a man examining a weapon.
Or a relic.

He whispers—

CALEB
What did I build?

Silence.
He closes it.

His phone lights up:

“BOARD CONFIRMATION REQUIRED."”

He doesn’t respond.



10.

We hold on his face.
For the first time—

He looks uncertain.

INT. MARCUS’ FATHER'S HOUSE — NIGHT

A small kitchen. Yellow light. 0Old linoleum.

FRANK REED sits at the table cleaning grease from his hands.
Marcus stands by the doorway, jacket still on.

FATHER
You gonna stand there or come in?

Marcus steps inside.

MARCUS
Just checking on you.

FATHER
You never “just check.” What'’'s
wrong?
Marcus sits.
MARCUS

Automation vote’s tomorrow.
Frank nods slowly.

FATHER
You're pushing it.

MARCUS
We have to.

FATHER
You ever work a line?

Marcus doesn’t answer.
Frank studies him.
FATHER (CONT'D)

Your first day, you couldn’t lift a
panel without shaking.



MARCUS
I was sixteen.

FATHER
And proud.

Marcus looks at the Montgomery jacket on the

MARCUS
If we don’'t modernize, we lose
contracts. If we lose contracts,
pensions collapse.
Frank absorbs that.

FATHER
So this is about me.

MARCUS
It's about sustainability.

FATHER
It’s about fear.

Marcus bristles.

MARCUS
You think I enjoy this?

Frank leans forward.
FATHER
I think you’'re trying to outrun
something.

Marcus’ jaw tightens.

FATHER (CONT'D)
He gave me work when nobody would.

MARCUS
He also refused to see what’s
coming.

FATHER
Or maybe he sees something you
don’t.

Silence.
Frank stands.

FATHER (CONT'D)
Modernize if you have to.

wall.

11.



He hangs up his jacket.

FATHER (CONT'D)
Just don’t erase what built it.

Marcus watches the jacket sway slightly.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — DAY

Sunlight through large windows.

Drafting table covered with sketches.

Community redevelopment concepts.

Public walkways. Shared spaces. Learning centers.
Eliza draws carefully.

This is her project.

Not Caleb’s.

Rose stands behind her.

ROSE
You'’'re not pitching this to the
board?

ELIZA
Your father doesn’t think it’s
scalable.

ROSE

That'’s not what I asked.
Eliza pauses.
ELIZA
He builds structures. I build

environments.

ROSE
That sounds lonely.

Eliza smiles faintly.

ELIZA
It’s intentional.

A sudden dizziness.

She grips the edge of the table.

12.
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Rose notices.

ROSE
Mom.

ELIZA
It’s fine.

ROSE

You said that yesterday.
Eliza steadies herself.

ELIZA
Don’'t make it dramatic.

Rose kneels slightly, eye level.

ROSE
You're not dramatic. You're quiet.

A long look between them.

FLASHBACK — INT. SMALL APARTMENT — NIGHT (1990S)
Caleb at drafting table.

Eliza holding baby Rose.

CALEB
If this expansion works, we triple
output.

ELTIZA

And triple your hours.

CALEB
Just for a few years.

ELTIZA
You said that two years ago.

Caleb doesn’t look up.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
She notices when you’re not there.

CALEB
I'm building something for her.

ELTIZA
Be something for her.



He signs a document.
The moment passes.

But the crack remains.

PRESENT

INT. BOARDROOM — LATE AFTERNOON
Caleb alone.

City glowing behind him.

He walks to the glass wall overlooking factory floor.

Workers finishing shift.

He sees Frank Reed among them.
A loyal presence.

Caleb touches the glass.

A knock at the door.

Marcus enters.

MARCUS
You asked for projections.

He places updated spreadsheets on table.

CALEB
How many would lose their positions
immediately?
MARCUS
Twenty percent in year one.
CALEB
Names.
Marcus hesitates.
MARCUS

This isn’t personal.

CALEB
It is to them.

Marcus studies Caleb carefully.

14.
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MARCUS
You built something extraordinary.

CALEB

So we protect it by cutting its
foundation?

Marcus leans forward.

MARCUS
You protect it by preventing
collapse.

Silence.
CALEB
When did survival become the only

metric?

MARCUS
When margins got thin.

Caleb turns away.

CALEB
And loyalty?

MARCUS
Doesn’t show up on earnings
reports.

CALEB
It shows up in crises.

Marcus watches him.

MARCUS
Your wife’s in the hospital.

The air changes.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
You think that doesn’t factor into
how you’re seeing this?

Caleb turns slowly.

CALEB
Say what you'’re implying.

MARCUS
Emotion clouds judgment.

A beat.



CALEB
Maybe clarity requires it.

They lock eyes.
Two different philosophies.

Neither entirely wrong.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — EVENING

Eliza awake.

Soft light.

Caleb sits beside her.

Silence between them is heavy but familiar.

ELIZA
How bad is it?

CALEB
The vote?

ELIZA
The distance.

He looks at her.
No escape.

CALEB
I don’'t know how to slow down.

ELIZA
You’re not a machine.

CALEB
Sometimes I think I am.

She studies him.

ELIZA
You were never afraid of failure.

CALEB
I was terrified of insignificance.

A beat.

ELTIZA
You were never insignificant.

l6.



Silence.
The monitor beeps steadily.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
I don’'t want your company, Caleb.

He looks confused.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
I wanted you.

That lands.

He grips the compass in his pocket unconsciously.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — NIGHT

Empty.

Robotic arms idle.

Caleb walks alone across the floor.
He places his hand on a steel beam.
Cold.

He imagines—

17.

FLASHBACK:

Young Eliza sketching open corridors.

ELIZA (V.O.)
People build better when they feel
seen.

BACK TO PRESENT:

Caleb looks up at the dark mezzanine.
He whispers—

CALEB
Did I see them?

He walks toward the original framed blueprint.
He studies both signatures.

His finger traces hers.



He finally looks at it.

INT. MARCUS’ CAR — NIGHT

Marcus sits outside the factory this time.
Engine off.

Lights dark inside.

He stares at the building.

His phone buzzes again.

Board member:

“Need your final commitment.”

Marcus looks at factory entrance.

He imagines his father walking out unemployed.
He imagines bankruptcy headlines.

He imagines Caleb refusing to evolve.

His breath shallow.

He types:

“I'm in.”

Then stops.

Deletes it.

He doesn’t send anything.

He sits in silence.

INT. PENTHOUSE — LATE NIGHT
Caleb at dining table alone.
The compass before him.

He opens it.

BUILD WITH ME.

He sets it down.

18.



Then pulls a blank sheet of paper.
He begins sketching.

Clumsy at first.

He draws training rooms.

Shared spaces.

Retraining centers.

He erases.

Redraws.

For the first time in decades—

He is not expanding.

He is reconsidering.

INT. HOSPITAL — NIGHT
Eliza asleep.

Rose sitting beside her.
Rose checks her phone.

News alert:

“MONTGOMERY CONSOLIDATED BOARD VOTE TOMORROW."”
Rose looks at her mother.

Then at the city lights outside.

She whispers—

ROSE
Please don’t choose wrong.

INT. BOARDROOM — MORNING

The sun cuts through the glass walls.

19.



The table is full.

Tension present but unspoken.
Marcus stands near the screen.
Caleb sits at the head.
Between them — distance.

BOARD CHAIR
We proceed.

Marcus clicks the presentation forward.

Slide:

PHASE III IMPLEMENTATION — FINAL PROPOSAL.

MARCUS
Year one reduction at twenty
percent. Year two at fifteen. Year
three at five. Full robotics
integration by quarter four.

Caleb watches without interrupting.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
Competitive leverage improves.
Stock stabilizes. Pension
liabilities preserved.

A board member glances at Caleb.

BOARD MEMBER
Mr. Montgomery?

Caleb doesn’t look at the screen.

CALEB
What’s the cost of loyalty?

The room shifts.

BOARD MEMBER
That'’s not—

CALEB
What’s the cost?

Marcus meets his eyes.

20.



MARCUS
We cannot quantify sentiment.

CALEB
Then we’ve already lost something.

Silence.
Caleb stands.
He walks to the window.
Workers visible below.
He spots Frank Reed.
Older now. Still steady.
CALEB (CONT'D)
He'’s been here since we poured the
first slab.
Marcus doesn’t turn.
CALEB (CONT'D)
He missed his daughter’s graduation
to finish a rush order.
Marcus'’'s jaw tightens.
CALEB (CONT'D)
We owe him more than a severance

package.

MARCUS
We owe him a company that survives.

Caleb turns.

CALEB
Survival isn’t enough.

A beat.

BOARD CHAIR
Then what is?

Caleb hesitates.

For once — he doesn’t have an immediate answer.

21.



INT. HOSPITAL — DAY
Eliza awake.
A nurse adjusts her IV.

Rose sits close.

ELTIZA
Is he at the vote?
ROSE
Yes.
Eliza nods faintly.
ELTIZA

He hates not being in control.

ROSE
You think this is about control?

ELIZA
It's always about control.

She stares at the ceiling.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
When you build something from
nothing, you’re terrified of losing
it.

ROSE
So you grip it tighter?

ELIZA
Until it breaks.

A quiet understanding passes between them.

INT. BOARDROOM — CONTINUOUS

Caleb returns to the table.

He opens the velvet case.

Places the drafting compass at the center.
The board members exchange confused looks.

Marcus watches carefully.

22.



CALEB
This designed the first line.

He opens it.

The inscription catches the light.

BUILD WITH ME.
CALEB
She corrected every structural flaw
I didn’'t see.

He looks at Marcus.

CALEB (CONT'D)
I was building walls.

Marcus says nothing.

CALEB (CONT'D)
You're not wrong.

The board shifts — surprised.

CALEB (CONT'D)
We do need to modernize.

Marcus’s eyes narrow slightly.

CALEB (CONT'D)
But not like this.

BOARD MEMBER
Then how?

Caleb takes a breath.
This is new ground.

CALEB
Phased automation. No immediate
layoffs. Mandatory retraining
funded through executive equity
restructuring.

Silence.

BOARD MEMBER
You mean your equity.

CALEB
Yes.

23.



A ripple across the table.

MARCUS
You’'d lose majority control.

CALEB
Maybe I should.

Marcus studies him.
Looking for weakness.
He doesn’t see it.

He sees clarity.

INT. MARCUS’ FATHER'S HOUSE — DAY
Frank sits alone watching local news.
A segment on Montgomery Consolidated appears.
NEWS ANCHOR (TV)
Board vote expected to reshape the
future of Riverfront manufacturing.
Frank mutes the television.
He stares at the screen.
Whispers to himself—
FATHER
Don’t erase it.

INT. BOARDROOM — CONTINUOUS

MARCUS
Investors revolt.

CALEB
Then I buy back dissenting shares.

BOARD MEMBER
That'’s reckless.

CALEB
So was signing everything I owned
thirty years ago.

Marcus leans forward.

24.
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MARCUS
You're gambling stability on
sentiment.

CALEB
No.

He looks at the compass.

CALEB (CONT'D)
On structure.

He meets Marcus’' eyes.

CALEB (CONT'D)
You build right, it holds.

Marcus hears something in that.
Something his father once said.

MARCUS
And if it doesn’t?

Caleb doesn’t blink.

CALEB
Then it was never strong enough.

Silence.

BOARD CHAIR
We vote.

Hands begin to raise.

Marcus hesitates.

He glances at the compass.

At Caleb.

At the workers below through the glass.
His father’s words echo—

“Modernize, don’'t erase.”

Marcus slowly raises his hand.

MARCUS
Yes.

The motion passes.



The decision made.

INTERCUT

INT. HOSPITAL — SAME MOMENT
Eliza’s monitor spikes.
Nurses rush in.

Rose steps back, terrified.

Monitor alarm piercing.

INT. BOARDROOM — CONTINUOUS
The board disperses.

Caleb stands still.

Marcus approaches.

MARCUS
You forced the board’s hand.

CALEB
No.

He looks at him carefully.

CALEB (CONT'D)
You chose.

Marcus studies him.

MARCUS
If this collapses—

CALEB
It won't.

MARCUS

That’'s faith.

CALEB
That’s adjustment.

A beat.

Marcus nods slightly.

26.
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Not agreement.

Recognition.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR — LATER
Caleb rushes down the hallway.
Doors close ahead of him.
Through the glass—

Doctors working on Eliza.
Flatline.

Then frantic movement.

Caleb'’s breath shallow.

He grips the compass tightly in his pocket.
His knuckles white.

For the first time in decades—

He cannot fix what’s breaking.

FLASHBACK — INT. ARCHITECTURE STUDIO — NIGHT (1980S)
Young Eliza hands him the compass.
ELTIZA

If you’'re going to build something

permanent, don’t build it alone.
Young Caleb smiles confidently.
He doesn’t understand yet.

BACK TO PRESENT

The hospital monitor regains rhythm.
The beeping steadies.
Caleb'’s knees weaken.

He leans against the wall.

Tears he didn’'t expect gather.



He whispers—
CALEB
Build with me.
L ROOM — NIGHT
Low light.

Eliza pale but conscious.

28.

Caleb sits beside her. Closer than before. No distance now.

He doesn’t speak immediately.
She studies him.

ELTIZA
Did you win?

He hesitates.

CALEB
I don’'t know.

ELTIZA
That means you changed something.

A faint smile.
He takes her hand.

CALEB
I should’ve been here.

ELTIZA
You were building.
A beat.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
Just not the right thing.
Silence.

Monitor steady but fragile.

CALEB
I thought if I made it big enough,
nothing could touch us.

ELIZA
You can’t outbuild mortality.



That lands hard.
She studies him carefully.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
You were never afraid of failing.

CALEB
I was afraid of disappearing.

She squeezes his hand weakly.

ELIZA
You were never invisible to me.

The monitor beeps — soft, rhythmic.
He finally allows himself to cry.
Not loudly.

Just quietly.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — EARLY MORNING
Workers gather for shift change.
Whispers about the vote.

Frank Reed stands among them.

Marcus walks the floor — no suit jacket.
He approaches Frank.

MARCUS
Morning.

FRANK
Heard you voted yes.

Marcus nods.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Why?

Marcus glances at the robotics equipment.
MARCUS
Because evolution doesn’t mean

extinction.

Frank studies him.

29.



FRANK
You scared?

Marcus doesn’t answer directly.
MARCUS
If we lose contracts, your
disappears.

Frank shrugs.

FRANK
I survived worse.

Marcus looks at him.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Did you?

That hits deeper.

INT. BOARDROOM — DAY

Smaller meeting.

Investors dialing in remotely.

An INVESTOR VOICE through speaker.

INVESTOR (V.O.)

pension

Executive equity restructuring

signals instability.
Caleb sits steady.

CALEB
It signals responsibility.

INVESTOR (V.O.)
We expect measurable ROI.

Caleb glances at Marcus.

CALEB
You will have it.

MARCUS
Retraining metrics already

He slides a packet forward.

The board notices.

drafted.

30.



They’'re aligned.
Not opponents now.

Partners in risk.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — DAY

Empty.

Sunlight across her drafting table.

Rose stands there alone.

She looks at her mother’s community design sketches.
Open spaces.

Training centers integrated into old warehouses.
Rose touches one.

ROSE
You were right.

She gathers the papers carefully.

INT. HOSPITAL — LATER
Doctor reviewing charts with Caleb.

DOCTOR
Stress exacerbates her condition.

Caleb listens intently.

DOCTOR (CONT'D)
Emotional stability matters.

CALEB
I can control that.

The doctor gives him a look.

DOCTOR
You can contribute to it.

A subtle difference.

Caleb nods.



FLASHBACK — INT. SMALL APARTMENT — NIGHT (1995)
Young Caleb reviewing expansion documents.
Eliza stands at window.

ELTIZA
When is enough enough?

CALEB
When we're safe.

ELIZA
We're safe.

CALEB
Not yet.

ELIZA

From what?
He doesn’t answer.
She realizes—
He'’s not building against poverty.

He'’'s building against fear.

PRESENT

INT. FACTORY TRAINING CENTER — DAY

First retraining session.

Older workers seated at computer terminals awkwardly.
Young instructors guiding them.

Frank sits at a terminal.

Marcus watches from the doorway.

Frank types slowly.

FRANK
Feels like starting over.

MARCUS
You’'ve started over before.



33.
FRANK
Yeah.
Frank looks at the robotic arm through the glass wall.
FRANK (CONT'D)
Just don’t let them forget who
built this place.

Marcus nods quietly.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — EVENING

Eliza stronger now, sitting upright.
Caleb brings her the velvet case.

He sets it gently on the bedside table.

ELTIZA
You brought it.

He opens it.

The compass catches the light.

CALEB
I never asked you what you wanted
to build.
She looks at him.
ELIZA
You didn’t need to.
CALEB
I did.
A long silence.
ELIZA
I wanted space.
CALEB
For what?
ELIZA

For people to belong.
Beat.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Not just work.



He absorbs that.
CALEB
I thought belonging came from
employment.

ELTIZA
It comes from recognition.

She gestures weakly toward him.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
You recognized steel.

A quiet smile.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
You forgot to recognize people.

He nods slowly.
Not defensive.

Understanding.

INT. PENTHOUSE — NIGHT

Caleb alone again.

He studies Eliza’s community redevelopment sketches.

He lays them beside automation diagrams.
He overlays them.

For the first time—

He sees integration.

He begins redrawing.

Training centers built into factory wings.
Public access spaces.

Mentorship programs.

He writes at the top:

RIVERFRONT DESIGN INITIATIVE

He circles it.
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Then writes beneath:

“Co-led by Eliza Hart Montgomery."”

He stops.

Stares at the words.

He'’s not just restructuring a company.

He's restructuring authorship.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — NIGHT

Caleb stands alone by the water.
The factory lit behind him.

He holds the compass.

Opens it.

BUILD WITH ME.
He whispers—

CALEB
I'm trying.

Wind off the river.
For once—
He doesn’t look at the building.

He looks at the people leaving it.

INT. FACTORY TRAINING CENTER — MORNING

Rows of folding tables. Laptops open. Coffee cups everywhere.

Older machinists sit stiffly beside younger tech instructors.

Frank Reed squints at a screen.

YOUNG INSTRUCTOR
Click the diagnostic tab.
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FRANK
Feels like I'm defusing a bomb.

A few workers laugh.
Marcus stands in the back, watching quietly.
Frank glances up.

FRANK (CONT'D)
You ever run a line?

Marcus hesitates.

MARCUS
No.

FRANK
You ever miss a mortgage payment?

Marcus says nothing.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Machines don’t worry about that.

Frank turns back to the screen.
Marcus absorbs it.
Not defensive.

Listening.

INT. BOARDROOM — DAY
Caleb presents revised integration plan.

On screen:

“NO IMMEDIATE LAYOFFS."”

“RETRAINING GUARANTEE."”

“COMMUNITY PARTNERSHIP.”

INVESTOR
Your margins narrow short-term.

CALEB
Yes.
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INVESTOR
Why should we accept that?

Caleb glances at Marcus.
CALEB
Because long-term loyalty
compounds.
Silence.
MARCUS
Data supports reduced turnover
costs over ten-year modeling.
Board members shift.

They didn’t expect Marcus to reinforce him.

INVESTOR
And if loyalty doesn’t scale?

Caleb answers without hesitation.

CALEB
Then we miscalculated the human
factor.
A beat.
INVESTOR

You're betting on emotion.
Caleb holds the gaze.

CALEB
I'm betting on people.

The call disconnects.
Room quiet.

Marcus studies him differently now.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — AFTERNOON
Eliza sitting upright. Stronger but thin.
Rose at her side.

ELTIZA
Bring me my sketchbook.



Rose hands it to her.
Eliza begins drawing slowly.

ROSE
You should rest.

ELTIZA
If I rest too long, I disappear.

Rose studies her.

ROSE
You're not disappearing.

ELIZA
I almost did.

Silence.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Tell him I'm not fragile.

ROSE
You tell him.

Eliza smiles faintly.

FLASHBACK — INT. SMALL APARTMENT — NIGHT (EARLY
Caleb working late.
Eliza drawing beside him.
ELTZA
If this grows, promise me

something.

CALEB
Anything.

ELTZA
Don’t let it become the only thing.

He kisses her forehead.
He means it.

He doesn’t know how to keep it.

PRESENT

YEARS)
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INT. FACTORY FLOOR — EVENING

Caleb walks without entourage.

Workers glance at him differently now.
Not just fear.

Curiosity.

He approaches Frank.

CALEB
How’s the training?

FRANK
Hard.

CALEB
Worth it?

Frank considers.

FRANK
Ask me in ten years.

A beat.

FRANK (CONT'D)
You really give up control?

CALEB
Some of it.

FRANK
Why?

Caleb looks across the factory floor.

Robots and humans working side by side.

CALEB

Because I held it too tight.

Frank studies him.

FRANK
My wife used to say that.

CALEB
About what?

FRANK
About me.
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They share a small, knowing look.

INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE — NIGHT

Marcus alone.

Factory lights glowing through window.

He stares at old framed photo:

Young Marcus beside Caleb at groundbreaking ceremony.
Caleb’s hand on his shoulder.

Mentor. Protector.

Marcus picks up the frame.

He remembers—

FLASHBACK — INT. FACTORY FLOOR — 20 YEARS EARLIER
Young Marcus fresh out of school.
A supervisor yelling at him.

SUPERVISOR
You’'re not built for this floor.

Caleb intervenes.

CALEB
He is.

Supervisor backs off.

CALEB (CONT'D)
You don’t lead by intimidation.

Young Marcus nods, grateful.

BACK TO PRESENT
Marcus sets the photo down.
He whispers—

MARCUS
You built me too.

He leans back in his chair.



Uncertain for the first time.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — NIGHT
Caleb sits beside Eliza.
She sketches slowly.

CALEB
What are you designing?

ELTIZA
A place where retirees mentor
apprentices.

CALEB
Inside the factory?

ELIZA
Beside it.

He watches her draw.

CALEB
You always built sideways.

ELTIZA
You always built up.

They share a quiet smile.
He places the compass on the tray beside

ELIZA (CONT'D)
You finally brought it.

CALEB
I forgot how to use it.

She hands it back to him.
ELTZA
Then learn again.
INT. FACTORY FLOOR — LATE NIGHT
Robotics testing underway.
Sudden malfunction.

A robotic arm jerks violently.

her.
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Alarms blare.
Workers scatter.
Marcus rushes forward.

MARCUS
Shut it down!

Technicians scramble.

Marcus grabs the manual override lever.

He hesitates.

He remembers his father'’s hands guiding him
He pulls the lever.

Power cuts.

Silence.

Workers stare at him.

He breathes heavily.

Frank approaches.

FRANK
Still need hands.

Marcus nods.
He looks around the floor.
This is not a spreadsheet.

This is consequence.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR — SAME TIME
Caleb receives a call.
He steps away from Eliza’s room.

MARCUS (V.0.)

We had a malfunction. No injuries.

Caleb closes his eyes briefly.

CALEB
You handled it?

as a boy.
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MARCUS (V.0.)

Yes.
A pause.
MARCUS
We need both systems. Human and
machine.

Caleb nods, even though Marcus can’t see him.

CALEB
I know.

He hangs up.

He stands still.

For once—

He doesn’t rush back to the factory.

He returns to Eliza’s room.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — CONTINUOUS
Eliza asleep.

Caleb sits beside her.

He watches her breathe.

He whispers—

CALEB
I'm here.

And this time—

He means it.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — MORNING

The morning after the malfunction.
Workers gather in small clusters.
Word has spread.

Marcus stands in front of them — no podium, no slides.



Just him.

MARCUS
We had a failure last night.

No corporate tone. Just fact.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
It didn’t hurt anyone because
someone knew the manual override.
He looks toward Frank.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
We integrate machines. We don’t
surrender to them.

A worker raises a hand.

WORKER
Are we safe?

Marcus doesn’t answer immediately.

MARCUS
We’'re responsible.

He lets that sit.

INT. BOARDROOM — LATER
Caleb and Marcus alone.
Silence between them.

CALEB
You handled it.

MARCUS
We got lucky.

CALEB
Luck favors preparation.

Marcus studies him.

MARCUS
You're calmer.

CALEB
I'm tired.



MARCUS
Of what?
Caleb considers.
CALEB
Of confusing expansion with
strength.
Marcus nods slowly.
MARCUS

You think I'm doing that?

CALEB

I think you’'re afraid of collapse.

A beat.

MARCUS
You think I’'m wrong?

CALEB
I think you’re young enough to
believe collapse is inevitable.

Marcus absorbs that.

He doesn’t argue.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — DAY
Eliza stronger. Sitting upright.
Rose adjusting flowers.

ELTIZA
Bring me the site plans.

Rose hesitates.

ROSE
You should rest.

ELIZA
Rest makes me smaller.

Rose hands her the papers.
Eliza reviews factory diagrams.

She circles unused warehouse space.
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ELIZA (CONT'D)
This is wasted.

ROSE
That'’s storage.

ELIZA
It could be a mentoring hall.

She draws over it.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
Retirees teaching apprentices. 01ld
and new under one roof.

Rose smiles.

ROSE
You're building again.

ELTIZA
I never stopped.

She coughs lightly.

Rose’s smile fades.

FLASHBACK — INT. FACTORY FLOOR — EARLY YEARS
Young Eliza walking the line.
Workers showing her improvements.

She listens carefully.

She sketches changes directly onto blueprints.

YOUNG WORKER
You actually hear us.

ELTZA
You're the ones holding it up.

She smiles.

Young Caleb watches from a distance.
He sees her influence.

He admires it.

But he’s already thinking about scale.
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PRESENT

INT. MARCUS’ FATHER'S HOUSE — EVENING
Frank fixing an old radio.
Marcus sits across from him.

MARCUS

If automation fails, pensions

evaporate.

FRANK
And if loyalty fails?

Marcus looks at him.

FRANK (CONT'D)
You think he’s blind?

MARCUS
He’'s emotional.

FRANK
He'’'s scared.

Marcus leans back.

MARCUS
Of what?
Frank shrugs.
FRANK
Same thing you are.
Silence.
MARCUS
Which is?
FRANK
Not being needed.
That lands.

Marcus doesn’t respond.

INT. PENTHOUSE — NIGHT

Caleb reviewing Eliza’s redevelopment

sketches.
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He overlays them with automation schematics.
He studies intersections.
He calls out softly—

CALEB
Eliza.

She enters slowly.

He shows her the integrated drawing.

Training center built into factory expansion.
Community hall along river.

Her eyes widen.

ELTIZA
You're merging them.

CALEB
You were right.

A beat.

CALEB (CONT'D)
Belonging scales too.

She smiles faintly.

ELTZA
You finally saw it.

He looks at her carefully.

CALEB
I'm afraid it’s too late.

ELIZA
For the company?
CALEB
For us.
She steps closer.
ELIZA

You're here.
He nods slowly.

For once, that feels true.



INT. FACTORY FLOOR — NIGHT
Workers staying late voluntarily.
Training session ongoing.
Frank teaching a younger employee.
FRANK
Don’t fight the interface. Guide
it.
Marcus watches from across the room.
He sees pride.
Not fear.
A younger worker approaches Marcus.
YOUNG WORKER
We heard you backed the
restructuring.

Marcus nods.

YOUNG WORKER (CONT'D)
Thank you.

Marcus looks unsettled.
Not because of praise.

Because he didn't expect it.

INT. HOSPITAL — LATE NIGHT
Caleb asleep in a chair.
Eliza awake, watching him.
She studies his face.

The lines deeper.

The exhaustion real.

She reaches for the compass on the bedside tray.

Opens it.
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BUILD WITH ME.
She whispers—

ELTIZA
I always did.

Her monitor skips.
A subtle arrhythmia.
She closes her eyes.
Breath shallow.
Monitor alarms.
Nurses rush in.
Caleb jolts awake.

CALEB
Eliza—

Doctors move him aside.

The room becomes chaos.

Monitor spikes.

Flatline threat.

Rose stands frozen in doorway.
Caleb watches through glass.
Helpless.

The same helplessness as on the factory floor.
Machines. Beeping. Fragility.

He grips the compass in his pocket.
Whispers—

CALEB (CONT'D)
Don’'t break.

Doctors work.
Time stretches.

Finally—
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The monitor stabilizes.
A steady rhythm returns.
Caleb sinks into the wall.

He exhales — shaken deeper than before.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR — MOMENTS LATER
Doctor approaches.
DOCTOR
She needs reduced stress.
Immediately.
Caleb nods.
DOCTOR (CONT'D)
Whatever pressure she’s carrying —
it stops.
The message is clear.
It’s not just medical.
It’'s relational.
Caleb absorbs it.
He looks at the compass.
For the first time—

He understands the inscription wasn’t romantic.

It was structural.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — PRE-DAWN

Caleb stands alone at the water.

The factory lights glow behind him.

He watches workers arriving for early shift.

He opens the compass.



BUILD WITH ME.

CALEB
I will.

Not whispered.
Stated.

The sun begins to rise.

INT. BOARDROOM — MORNING
Emergency strategy session.
Tension thicker than before.

A large screen shows short-term stock dip following
restructuring announcement.

BOARD MEMBER
Markets reacted negatively.

INVESTOR (V.O.)
You assured us of stability.

Caleb stands calmly.

Calmer than he’s ever been in this room.

CALEB
Stability isn’t the same as
comfort.
A murmur.
MARCUS

Retraining retention rates are
exceeding projections.

He distributes updated data.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
Turnover costs decreasing.
Engagement metrics rising.
Board members study the sheets.
INVESTOR (V.O.)

Sentiment won’t satisfy quarterly
returns.



Caleb steps forward.

CALEB
This isn’t sentiment.

He glances toward the factory floor beyond the glass.

CALEB (CONT'D)
It’s infrastructure.

Silence.

The call ends.

Board members file out slowly.
Marcus lingers.

MARCUS
You'’re risking your legacy.

Caleb turns.
CALEB‘

I'm correcting 1it.
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — DAY
Eliza resting.
The light softer now.
Caleb sits beside her with architectural plans.
She opens her eyes.

ELTZA
You're working in here?

CALEB
No.

He hands her the integrated plan.
Factory. Training hall. Community wing.
Her eyes fill.

ELIZA
You actually merged them.

CALEB
You were right about windows.
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She studies him.

ELTIZA
You always hated windows.

CALEB
They make you visible.

ELIZA
Exactly.

A beat.
CALEB
I don’'t want you carrying this

alone anymore.

ELIZA
I never wanted to.

They share a long look.

Years of imbalance quietly acknowledged.

INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE — EVENING

Marcus reviewing pension charts.

His father’s retirement numbers flash on screen.
He rubs his eyes.

Phone rings.

FATHER (V.O.)
You watching the news?

MARCUS
Not yet.

FATHER (V.O.)
They’'re calling it “human-centered
industrial reform.”

Marcus almost smiles.

MARCUS
They’'re romanticizing it.

FATHER (V.O.)
You don’t sound angry.

Marcus pauses.
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MARCUS
I'm not sure what I sound like.

FATHER (V.O.)
You sound less alone.

Marcus stares at the factory floor below.

FLASHBACK — INT. FACTORY FLOOR — YEARS EARLIER
Young Marcus sitting alone during lunch break.
Other workers older, bonded.
Caleb sits across from him.

CALEB
You don’t need to outwork everyone.

MARCUS
Then how do I prove I belong?

Caleb studies him.
CALEB
You don’t prove belonging. You
build it.

Young Marcus absorbs that.

PRESENT

INT. FACTORY TRAINING CENTER — DAY
Frank mentoring a younger worker.
Marcus steps inside.

FRANK
He finally listening to her?

Marcus nods.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Took him long enough.

Marcus watches a robotic arm operate smoothly beside a worker
guiding adjustments.

MARCUS
We can’'t freeze time.



FRANK
No.

He gestures to the floor.

FRANK (CONT'D)
But you can respect it.

Marcus looks around.
The integration is working.
Not perfectly.

But working.

INT. HOSPITAL — NIGHT
Eliza awake.

Caleb asleep in chair.

She studies him carefully.
She reaches for his hand.
He wakes immediately.

CALEB
I'm here.

ELIZA
I know.

A pause.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
If something happens—

He shakes his head.

CALEB
Don't.

ELIZA
Listen.

He forces himself to stay.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Don’t make the company your

Silence.

grief.
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CALEB
I won't lose you.

ELIZA
You don’t control that.

He grips her hand tighter.

CALEB
I can change how I show up.

ELIZA
Then do that.

A long beat.

He nods.

INT. BOARDROOM — LATE NIGHT
Caleb alone.

He studies the original framed blueprint brought
room.

He places it on the table.

Beside it — the revised integrated design.
0ld and new side by side.

He takes the compass.

Opens it.
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into the

He draws a connecting line between the two designs.

He whispers—

CALEB
Belonging is scalable.

He leans back.
For the first time—
The room feels less like a battlefield.

More like a workshop.



EXT. RIVERFRONT — SUNSET

Eliza in a wheelchair now, stronger but
Caleb pushes slowly.

Workers leaving the factory wave.
Children playing near the water.

She watches everything.

ELIZA
You see them?
CALEB
I do now.
She studies him.
ELIZA

You always saw steel first.

CALEB
Steel doesn’t get hurt.

She looks at him carefully.

ELIZA
People do.

He nods.

They stop at the water’s edge.

careful.

The sun reflects off the factory windows.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
When you started, you were
terrified of failing.

CALEB
I still am.

ELIZA
No.

She touches his hand.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Now you’'re afraid of losing
connection.

He exhales slowly.
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She’s right.

INT. MARCUS’ FATHER'S HOUSE — NIGHT
Frank watching the factory lights from his porch.
Marcus joins him.

FATHER
Looks different.

MARCUS
It is.

FATHER
You proud?

Marcus hesitates.

MARCUS
I think I am.

Frank nods.

FATHER
Then you did something right.

Marcus watches the lights quietly.
Not calculating.

Just present.

INT. HOSPITAL — LATE NIGHT
Eliza asleep.

Caleb alone in corridor.

He pulls out his phone.

Drafts a company-wide message.
He types slowly:

“Montgomery Consolidated was built by hands, not margins. We
move forward together.”

He hesitates.

Deletes half of it.
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Types again:

“We build together.”

He sends it.

He looks at the compass.
This time—

He doesn’t grip it.

He simply holds it.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — MORNING

Caleb’s message has circulated.

Workers stand in small clusters reading it on their phones.
“We build together.”

Frank looks at Marcus across the floor.

FRANK
That’'s her voice.

Marcus nods.

MARCUS
It is.

Frank studies him.

FRANK
You hear it too now?

Marcus doesn’t answer directly.

MARCUS
I hear more than I used to.

Across the floor, robotic arms move in synchronized rhythm —
but human hands adjust, guide, correct.

The balance is visible.



INT. BOARDROOM — DAY

Media coverage playing on muted screens.

“Montgomery’s Human-Centered Gamble”
“Is Loyalty Profitable?”
“CEO Risks Majority Control”
Board members uneasy.
BOARD MEMBER
Public perception is positive.
Markets are.. cautious.
Caleb stands at the window.

He looks different now — less rigid.

CALEB
Markets recover.

BOARD MEMBER
If they don’t?

Marcus steps forward.

MARCUS
Then we recalibrate.

Board members look between them.
The dynamic has shifted.
They’'re no longer opposing forces.

They’'re co-architects of risk.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM — DAY
Eliza stronger, sitting upright.
Rose adjusting a blanket.

ELTIZA
Bring me the site photos.

Rose hands her tablet.

Images of the Riverfront redevelopment.

61.

HEADLINES:



62.

Workers. Trainees. Families near the water.
Eliza smiles faintly.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
He finally opened the windows.

Rose looks at her mother carefully.

ROSE
You saved him.

Eliza shakes her head gently.

ELIZA
No.

A beat.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
He chose to see.
FLASHBACK — INT. RIVERFRONT DOCKS — NIGHT (30 YEARS EARLIER)
Young Caleb and Eliza standing in the rain.

ELIZA
If this fails, what then?

CALEB
Then we start again.

ELIZA
Together?

CALEB
Together.

The rain intensifies.
She hands him the compass.
ELIZA
Then don’t build alone.

PRESENT

INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE — EVENING

Marcus reviewing quarterly updates.



The numbers aren’t soaring.
But they’re stabilizing.
His father enters quietly.

FRANK
You busy?

Marcus gestures to a chair.

MARCUS
We're holding.

FRANK
Holding'’s good.

Marcus looks at him.
MARCUS
I used to think if I didn’'t push
harder than everyone else, I’'d
disappear.

Frank studies him.

FRANK
You were never invisible.

MARCUS
I felt like I was.

FRANK
That’s because you were looking up.

A beat.
FRANK (CONT'D)
Belonging ain’t vertical, son. It's

sideways.

Marcus absorbs that.

INT. FACTORY TRAINING CENTER — DAY

A small ceremony.

First group of retrained workers certified.
Applause.

Frank shakes hands with younger employees.



Caleb watches from the side.
Marcus approaches him.
MARCUS
Retention rate exceeded

projections.

CALEB
You sound disappointed.

MARCUS
I'm adjusting.

They share a gquiet look.

CALEB
You were right about evolution.

MARCUS
You were right about foundation.

A mutual acknowledgment.

INT. HOSPITAL — NIGHT
Eliza preparing for discharge.
Doctor reviewing instructions.

DOCTOR
Stress reduction isn’t optional.

Caleb nods.

DOCTOR (CONT'D)
You can’'t fix everything.

Caleb glances at Eliza.

CALEB
I'm learning that.

Doctor leaves.
Silence between them.
ELIZA
You still think you can outbuild

mortality?

He almost smiles.
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CALEB
No.

ELIZA
Good.

She reaches for the compass.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Then build presence.

He nods slowly.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — DAY

Eliza home from the hospital.

She walks carefully along the river, Caleb beside her.

Workers wave as they pass.
Children running in the distance.

The factory hum is softer now.

ELIZA

It feels different.
CALEB

It is.
ELIZA

You didn’t lose it.

CALEB
I lost the illusion of control.

She looks at him.

ELIZA
That'’s not loss.

They stop.
The river reflecting steel towers and sky.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
When we started, I thought we were

building permanence.

CALEB
We were.

65.



66.
ELIZA
No.
She looks at the workers nearby.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
We were building continuity.

He absorbs that.

INT. BOARDROOM — LATE NIGHT

Caleb alone again.

But this time-—

He brings in a new framed plaque.

He places it beside the original blueprint.
The plaque reads:

“Founded by Caleb Montgomery & Eliza Hart Montgomery.”
He doesn’t hesitate.

He mounts it on the wall.

He steps back.

For the first time-—

The room feels complete.

EXT. FACTORY FLOOR — DUSK
Shift change.

Robots powering down.
Workers leaving in groups.
Marcus walks beside Frank.

FRANK
You still scared?

Marcus considers.

MARCUS
Less.
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FRANK
Good.

A beat.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Fear’s loud. Belonging’s quiet.

Marcus nods.

He watches Caleb and Eliza walking slowly near the river.
For the first time—

He doesn’t see a rival.

He sees a model.

EXT. RIVERFRONT BENCH — SUNSET
Caleb and Eliza sit together.
The compass between them.
Open.

Silence.

The city hums behind them.

ELIZA
When you were young, you built
walls.

CALEB

I was afraid.

ELIZA
Of what?

He looks out over the water.

CALEB
Being forgotten.

She takes his hand.

ELIZA
You were never invisible.

He turns to her.
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CALEB
I see that now.
A long pause.
Children laugh in the distance.
Robots hum faintly inside the factory.
0ld and new intertwined.

ELIZA
Build with me?

He smiles softly.

CALEB
Always.

They sit.
Not triumphant.

Aligned.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — EARLY MORNING

Mist over the water.

The factory lights dim as day rises.

Caleb stands alone for a moment before the shift begins.

He watches workers enter — greeting one another, laughing
lightly.

Not anxious.

Present.

He exhales slowly.

This place no longer feels like something he’s defending.

It feels like something he’s sharing.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — MORNING

A new section under construction.
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Open walls.
Large windows being installed.
Eliza’s design integrated into the expansion.
Marcus walks beside Caleb.
MARCUS
The mentoring hall should be

operational by quarter three.

CALEB
And the training wing?

MARCUS
Integrated into main line.

A pause.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
You're giving up more board
control.

Caleb nods.

CALEB
I'm distributing it.

Marcus studies him.

MARCUS
You’'re comfortable with that?

Caleb considers.

CALEB
Comfort wasn’t the goal.

A beat.

CALEB (CONT'D)
Continuity was.

Marcus nods slowly.

He's beginning to adopt the language.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — DAY

Eliza sketching again — stronger now.



Community workshops, public gathering spaces, riverwalk
extensions.

Rose beside her.

ROSE
You could chair the initiative
publicly.
ELIZA
No.
ROSE
Why not?

Eliza looks out the window toward the factory.

ELTIZA
I don’'t need recognition.

ROSE
Dad finally gave it to you.

ELIZA
That wasn’t for me.

A beat.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
It was for him.

Rose studies her carefully.

ROSE
You don’t resent him?

Eliza smiles faintly.

ELIZA
Resentment builds walls.

She taps the sketch.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
I build doors.

INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE — NIGHT
Marcus alone again.
He reviews long-term projections.

The company won'’'t skyrocket.
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But it will endure.

He pulls out the old framed photo of him and Caleb.

He places it beside a new photo — Frank teaching trainees.
Two versions of legacy.

He leans back.

Quiet realization settling.

FLASHBACK — INT. HIGH SCHOOL GYM — YEARS AGO
Young Marcus alone after a basketball game.
No family in the stands.
Frank working double shift.
Caleb unexpectedly enters the gym.
CALEB
You play defense like you're
protecting something.

Young Marcus shrugs.

CALEB (CONT'D)
Good.

A beat.
CALEB (CONT'D)
Just make sure you'’re protecting

the right thing.

PRESENT
Marcus closes his eyes briefly.

He whispers—
MARCUS
I am.
INT. BOARDROOM — DAY
Press conference preparation.
Media seated.

Caleb and Marcus at the table.
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Eliza present this time, quietly seated.
REPORTER
Mr. Montgomery, critics say you
sacrificed shareholder wvalue for
sentiment.
Caleb doesn’t hesitate.
CALEB
We sacrificed short-term dominance
for long-term stability.

REPORTER
And if it fails?

Marcus answers this time.

MARCUS
Then we adjust.

Caleb glances at him.
A shared understanding.
REPORTER
Mrs. Montgomery, what was your role
in this shift?

Eliza meets the reporter’s eyes calmly.

ELIZA
I drew windows.

Light laughter from press.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
You can’t build anything that lasts
if you can’t see through it.
Silence follows.

Not awkward.

Reflective.

EXT. FACTORY TRAINING HALL — DAY
The mentoring hall officially opens.
Ribbon-cutting.

Frank stands beside younger trainees.
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Caleb hands him the ceremonial scissors.
Frank looks surprised.

FRANK
You sure?

CALEB
You held it up longer than I did.

Frank cuts the ribbon.
Applause.

Marcus watches his father beam with quiet pride.

INT. HOSPITAL — FOLLOW-UP VISIT — DAY
Doctor reviewing charts with Eliza and Caleb.
DOCTOR
Recovery is strong. But you must
reduce sustained stress.
Eliza nods.
CALEB
We're restructuring
responsibilities.
Doctor studies Caleb.
DOCTOR
You can’t carry the entire

structure alone.

CALEB
I know.

And this time—

He does.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — EVENING

The sun sets behind the factory.
Families gather near the water.
Workers remain after shift, talking.

Children playing under new light installations.



Eliza walks slowly beside Caleb.

ELTIZA
Do you miss it?

CALEB
Miss what?

ELIZA
The chase.

He considers.

CALEB
I miss certainty.

ELIZA
That was never real.
He nods.
CALEB
I know.
She studies him.
ELIZA

You're lighter.

CALEB
I'm shared.

They stop near the water.

The reflection of factory lights
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shimmer across the river.

INT. MARCUS’ FATHER'S HOUSE — NIGHT

Frank sitting quietly.

Marcus beside him.

FATHER
You look different.

MARCUS
How?

FATHER

Less sharp.

Marcus smirks.



MARCUS
That good?
FATHER
Means you're not cutting everything
in sight.
A beat.
MARCUS
You proud?
Frank looks at him.
FATHER

You stayed.
Marcus exhales softly.

That’s enough.

EXT. RIVERFRONT BENCH — NIGHT
Caleb and Eliza sit again.
Compass between them.
Open.
Silence.
ELIZA
When you started, you thought you

were building protection.

CALEB
I was.

ELIZA
You built connection.

A long pause.

CALEB
I couldn’'t see it.

ELIZA
You can now.

He nods.

He closes the compass gently.
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Not gripping it.
Not clinging.

Just holding.

INT. BOARDROOM — MORNING
Quarterly earnings report.
Screens glow.
The numbers are steady — modest growth, stable retention.
Not explosive.
Not catastrophic.
Board members lean in.
BOARD MEMBER
Stabilized margins. Slight dip in

aggressive growth projections.

Another board member glances at Caleb.

BOARD MEMBER #2
But retention rates are highest in company history.
Marcus stands.
MARCUS
Operational downtime reduced by
human-machine integration.
He gestures toward the screen.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
We’'re not expanding outward. We're
reinforcing inward.
A quiet shift in tone.
Not defensive.

Confident.

Caleb watches him.
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This isn’t a takeover.

It’s evolution.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — DAY
Mentorship in action.

Frank guiding a young technician.
Robots moving smoothly in tandem.
Caleb walks the floor slowly.
Workers nod to him.

He nods back.

He stops near the robotics station that malfunctioned weeks
earlier.

He places his hand on the housing.
Not fearful.
Grounded.

Marcus joins him.

MARCUS
The override’s been redesigned.
CALEB
Good.
Marcus hesitates.
MARCUS

You don’t hover anymore.
Caleb half-smiles.

CALEB
Hovering'’s not leadership.

Marcus studies him.

MARCUS
Then what is?

CALEB
Trust.
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A beat.

MARCUS
That'’s harder to measure.

CALEB
So was steel, once.

They stand there quietly.

The hum of synchronized motion around them.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — AFTERNOON

Eliza presenting her redevelopment plan to a small group of
community leaders.

Not corporate.
Local teachers, retired workers, apprentices.
She stands beside a model of the Riverfront expansion.
ELTIZA
We build spaces where knowledge
isn’t retired.
A retired machinist nods.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
Experience isn’t obsolete. It
evolves.
She gestures to the mentoring hall design.
ELIZA (CONT'D)
You don’t lose identity when
systems change — unless you’'re
excluded from them.
The room murmurs approval.
She looks strong.

Alive.

Independent.

INT. PENTHOUSE — NIGHT

Caleb alone.



He looks at old financial awards lining the shelf.

He removes one.

Sets it down.

He replaces it with a framed photograph:

Frank cutting the ribbon at the mentoring hall.
He steps back.

This feels more accurate.

The compass rests on the desk.

He opens it again.

He traces the engraving.

He doesn’t whisper this time.

He simply nods.

FLASHBACK — INT. SMALL APARTMENT — NIGHT (EARLY

Young Caleb staring at unpaid bills.

ELTIZA
We don’t need to be bigger than
everyone.

CALEB

We need to survive.

ELIZA
We need to belong.

He looks at her — doesn’t fully understand.
But he believes in her.

PRESENT
INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE — EVENING

Marcus reviewing succession plans.
He pauses at a line item:
“Future CEO Candidates.”

He closes the file.

YEARS)
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He looks out at the floor below.
Frank finishing his shift.
Marcus whispers—

MARCUS
Not yet.

He'’'s no longer rushing.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — LATE AFTERNOON
Eliza and Caleb walking slowly.

She’s stronger now — no wheelchair.
They pass the mentoring hall windows.
Inside — laughter, learning, exchange.

ELTIZA
You ever think about retiring?

Caleb considers.

CALEB
Retiring from what?

ELTIZA
From proving yourself.

He smiles faintly.

CALEB
I think I already did.

She looks at him.

ELIZA
To who?

He pauses.

CALEB
Myself.

A long beat.
She nods.

That'’s new.
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INT. FACTORY FLOOR — NIGHT

A small gathering after hours.

Workers celebrating a milestone:

First quarter of integrated production complete.
Frank raises a cup.

FRANK
To not disappearing.

Laughter.
Marcus raises his cup too.

MARCUS
To not replacing.

Caleb adds—

CALEB
To building together.

They clink cups.
Simple.
No grand speeches.

Just presence.

INT. HOSPITAL — FOLLOW-UP CHECK — DAY
Doctor reviewing Eliza'’s charts.

DOCTOR
Progress continues.

Eliza squeezes Caleb’s hand.
DOCTOR (CONT'D)
You're not carrying unnecessary
stress?

She glances at Caleb.

ELTZA
He's finally sharing it.

The doctor smiles.



DOCTOR
That’s good medicine.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — SUNSET
The river glows.
Families gathered.
Workers sitting on benches.
Marcus walks alone, watching the community energy.
He stops near Caleb and Eliza.

MARCUS
You were right.

Caleb looks at him.

CALEB
About what?

MARCUS
Belonging compounds.

Caleb smiles.

CALEB
So does trust.

Marcus nods.

MARCUS
We’ll need both.

Caleb studies him.

CALEB
You ready?

Marcus hesitates.

MARCUS
I'm learning.

Caleb nods approvingly.

That’s enough.
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INT. BOARDROOM — NIGHT

Caleb stands alone.

He removes his nameplate from the head chair.
He sets it down.

He moves one seat over.

He doesn’t announce it.

He just does it.

The gesture is quiet.

But definitive.

INT. BOARDROOM — MORNING
The board assembles.

There is a subtle shift in seating — Caleb no longer at the
head of the table.

Marcus notices immediately.
Board members exchange looks.

BOARD MEMBER
Mr. Montgomery...?

Caleb gestures to the center seat.

CALEB
Let’s begin.

Marcus hesitates.
Caleb meets his eyes.

CALEB (CONT'D)
You present.

Marcus walks to the front.
Not as a challenger.
As a steward.

Slides illuminate the screen.



“SUSTAINABLE GROWTH STRATEGY — YEAR TWO."”
MARCUS
Integration phase complete.
Retention at record highs. Profit
margins stabilizing.
He pauses.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
Our next phase isn’t expansion.
It’s reinforcement.
Board members lean forward.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
Mentorship pipeline integrated into
recruitment. Community investment
strengthening brand loyalty.
He glances at Caleb.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
We’re not scaling vertically.

A beat.

MARCUS (CONT'D)
We’'re strengthening horizontally.

A subtle echo of his father’s words.
The board nods slowly.
Not dazzled.

Convinced.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — DAY

Caleb walks alone.

No entourage.

He pauses at a group of apprentices.
One looks nervous.

CALEB
First day?

APPRENTICE
Yes, sir.
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CALEB
You don’t have to call me that.

The apprentice nods awkwardly.
Caleb gestures toward the mentoring hall.
CALEB (CONT'D)

Learn from the people who’ve been
here longer than me.

The apprentice smiles faintly.

CALEB (CONT'D)
They built it.

He moves on.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — AFTERNOON
Eliza reviewing community participation data with Rose.

ROSE
Attendance exceeds expectations.

ELIZA
Of course it does.

ROSE
You sound certain.

ELIZA
People want to be seen.

She closes the folder.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
We gave them space.

Rose studies her mother.

ROSE
You're glowing.

ELIZA
I'm engaged.

A beat.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
He is too.
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INT. MARCUS’ OFFICE — EVENING

Marcus standing at the window.

The factory floor below vibrant with activity.

Frank enters.

FRANK
Board go well?

Marcus nods.

MARCUS
He stepped aside.

Frank smiles faintly.

FRANK
About time.

Marcus turns.

MARCUS
You think I'm ready?

Frank studies him.

FRANK
You listening?

MARCUS
More than I talk.

FRANK

Then you'’re closer than you think.

Marcus absorbs that.

FLASHBACK — INT. FACTORY FLOOR — YEARS AGO

86.

Young Marcus pushing too hard during a production crunch.

A worker injured.
Marcus shaken.
Caleb approaches.

CALEB
Speed isn’t strength.

Young Marcus nods, ashamed.



CALEB (CONT'D)
Neither is control.

PRESENT
Marcus closes his eyes briefly.

He understands the lesson now.

INT. PENTHOUSE — NIGHT

Caleb and Eliza sit quietly.

The city skyline outside.

The compass on the table between them.

CALEB
I'm thinking about stepping back.

ELIZA
From the board?

He nods.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Or from proving yourself?

He smiles faintly.

CALEB
Both.
A beat.
ELTZA
You don’t disappear if you step
aside.

He looks at her carefully.

CALEB
I know that now.

Silence.

Comfortable.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — DAY
A small dedication ceremony.

A plaque unveiled:
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“THE HART MONTGOMERY COMMUNITY HALL."”
Eliza stands beside Caleb.

Marcus, Frank, workers, families gathered.
Applause.

Eliza touches the plagque gently.

ELIZA
You didn’t have to do this.

CALEB
Yes, I did.

A beat.

CALEB (CONT'D)
It was always ours.

She looks at him.
Deep gratitude.
Not for the plaque.

For the recognition.

INT. BOARDROOM — LATE AFTERNOON
Caleb signs final documents.
A formal transition plan.

Marcus stands beside him.

CALEB

This isn’t abdication.
MARCUS

I know.
CALEB

It's stewardship.
Marcus nods.

MARCUS
I won't forget.

Caleb studies him carefully.
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CALEB
Don’t protect it from change.

MARCUS
And don’t let change erase people.

They share a gquiet, mutual respect.

EXT. FACTORY FLOOR — SUNSET
Shift ending.

Caleb walks beside Marcus for a moment.

CALEB
You’ll make mistakes.
MARCUS
So did you.
CALEB

Learn faster than I did.
Marcus nods.

MARCUS
I will.

They stop.

Caleb doesn’t linger.

He lets Marcus walk ahead.
For the first time—

He follows.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — NIGHT
Eliza sketching quietly.
Caleb enters.

He watches her draw.

She senses him.

ELIZA
You did it.



CALEB
We did.

He sits beside her.

He doesn’t pick up papers.
He doesn’t check messages.
He just sits.

Silence between them.

Not empty.

Full.

Soft fog rolling over the water.

The factory hums in the distance.

But it no longer dominates the skyline.
It shares it.

Caleb walks alone along the river path.
No suit jacket.

No phone.

Just the compass in his hand.

He opens it.

BUILD WITH ME.
He closes it gently.
Not as a reminder.

As a confirmation.

INT. FACTORY FLOOR — MORNING
Marcus now at the center of the operation.

Confident, but measured.
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He walks beside Frank.

MARCUS
Training cycle three starts next
week.

FRANK
Good.

Marcus watches apprentices engaging confidently with
robotics.

Not intimidated.
Collaborative.

MARCUS
You staying on as mentor?

Frank shrugs.

FRANK
As long as I'm needed.

Marcus nods.

MARCUS
You are.

Frank studies him.

FRANK
So are you.

Marcus doesn’t respond immediately.

But he stands taller.

INT. BOARDROOM — DAY
Caleb sits at the side of the table.
Not leading.
Listening.
Marcus chairs the meeting.
MARCUS
Community investment has increased

long-term client retention by eight
percent.

91.



92.

Board members nod.

No resistance now.

The culture has shifted.

A board member turns to Caleb.

BOARD MEMBER
You must feel proud.

Caleb looks toward Marcus.

CALEB
I feel present.

The board member doesn’t fully understand.

Marcus does.

INT. ELIZA'S STUDIO — AFTERNOON
Sunlight pouring through open windows.

Eliza hosts a workshop — retirees, apprentices, community
leaders seated around her.

She gestures toward a large-scale riverfront model.

ELTIZA
This isn’t about expansion.

She smiles.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
It’s about connection.

The room listens.
Not because she’s the founder’'s wife.

Because she’s the architect of belonging.

EXT. RIVERFRONT MENTORING HALL — DAY
The hall is alive.

0ld machinists teaching young engineers.
Children touring the facility.

Marcus enters quietly.



He watches.

Frank guiding a trainee through hands-on calibration.
Marcus smiles faintly.

He understands now:

Legacy isn’t control.

It's continuity.

INT. PENTHOUSE — EVENING

Caleb packing a small box.

Not moving out.

Just reorganizing.

He removes framed financial awards.
Places them in storage.

He leaves only three items on the desk:
A photograph of the first factory crew.
The mentoring hall ribbon cutting.

The drafting compass.

Eliza enters.

ELTIZA
Spring cleaning?
CALEB
Perspective.
She steps closer.
ELTIZA
You're lighter.
CALEB
Because I'm not holding everything
up.
She studies him.
ELTIZA

You never were.



A beat.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
You just thought you had to be.

He nods slowly.

EXT. RIVERFRONT — SUNSET
The final ceremony.
Not corporate.
Community.
The Riverfront redevelopment officially complete.
Workers, families, retirees gathered.
Marcus speaks briefly.
MARCUS
This company wasn’t built by one
person.
He glances toward Caleb and Eliza.
MARCUS (CONT'D)
It was built by people who chose to
stay.
Applause.
He gestures to Caleb.
Caleb steps forward reluctantly.
CALEB
When I started, I thought strength
meant control.

He looks out over the crowd.

CALEB (CONT'D)
I was wrong.

A beat.

CALEB (CONT'D)
Strength is shared.

He turns slightly toward Eliza.
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CALEB (CONT'D)
And it’s never built alone.

Applause rises — not thunderous, but sincere.
Eliza joins him at center.

Their hands find each other naturally.

EXT. RIVERFRONT BENCH — TWILIGHT
The crowd disperses.
The sky fading into deep blue.
Caleb and Eliza sit side by side.
The factory lights glow behind them.
Marcus walks past in the distance, overseeing quietly.
Frank laughing with apprentices.
Children running near the water.
ELIZA
Remember when you were afraid of

being forgotten?

CALEB
Yes.

ELIZA
You won't be.

He studies her.

CALEB
That doesn’t matter anymore.

She smiles.

ELIZA
What does?

He looks out over the Riverfront.
Workers. Families. Light in the windows.

CALEB
That it continues.

She nods.

95.



A long, peaceful silence.
He places the compass in her hand.
She looks at him.

ELIZA
You don’t need it?

CALEB
I don’'t need to prove anything
anymore.
She closes it gently.
Hands it back.

ELTIZA
Keep it.

A beat.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
Not as a reminder.

He studies her.

ELIZA (CONT'D)
As a promise.

He nods.

FINAL IMAGE
The camera pulls back slowly.

Caleb and Eliza sitting quietly by the river.

Behind them — the factory, alive but balanced.

The mentoring hall lit warmly.

People moving in and out.

Human and machine in harmony.

The compass rests between them on the bench.
Closed.

Secure.

The river flows steadily past — continuous.

Unforced.
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Not vertical.

Sideways.

THE END
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FADE OUT.



