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INT. GENERATOR ROOM - LIGHTS OUT

Ink black. 

Only a weak flashlight focused on a fusebox.

THOMAS PORTER (early 20s) fumbles with wires inside the box.

Struggles to keep the light steady.

Scrapes black, moldy grime off the electrical connections.

Wipes his hands on his coveralls, leaving black streaks. 

Grips the light between his teeth.

Pulls out wire cutters.

Clips away corroded portions. 

Grabs fresh wire from a toolbox on the ground.

Repairs the broken connections. 

Thomas surveys his work.

Lets out a shaky sigh.

Grips a lever and throws it up.

A tense beat.

The generator engages, spinning up to a high whine.

Lights kick on revealing an industrial room full of rusty 
pipes, concrete and electrical conduits. 

Ventilation resumes.

A vent near Thomas hisses fresh air cooling his sweaty brow.

He leans his forehead against the wall, eyes closed.

BANG

The only door smashes open.

Thomas spins around only to be grabbed roughly and thrown 
through the newly opened doorway. 
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INT. HALLWAY - LIGHTS

Thomas slides in on the smooth concrete floor and is stopped 
by the opposite wall.

A crowd fills the hallway. All in their 20s or younger.

They look grim. Scared. Angry.

No one moves to help him.

SAM (early 20s) stalks through the generator room doorway.

He wears slacks and a white button-down. Sleeves rolled. 

Sam grabs the front of Thomas’ coveralls and slams him back 
against the wall. 

SAM
It’s time, Doorman.

THOMAS
The generator is fixed. Everything 
--

SAM
Oh, the generator’s fixed? Well, 
are our failed crops fixed? What 
about the coughing sickness? Is 
that fixed?

Thomas shakes his head.

SAM
If we don’t starve or cough to 
death first, we’ll just suffocate 
next time the generator goes off 
for good. It’s time to open the 
Door.

THOMAS
We can’t.

Sam slams him against the wall again.

Thomas grabs the back of his head in pain.

SAM
Why? We will die here.
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THOMAS
We die if we leave.

SAM
Then what difference does it make?

THOMAS
There’s still hope here.

Sam stands, rubs his face in frustration.

SAM
The Domicile is dead! No food. No 
water. Disease. Our only hope is 
outside.

Thomas winces with each point.

THOMAS
We were told to wait until it’s 
time.

He gets to his feet and addresses the crowd.

THOMAS
We all know our history. The 
scourge. How our ancestors fled to 
the safety of the Domiciles. How 
the Door must remain closed until 
the signal has been received --

BAM

Sam smashes Thomas in the face with a closed fist.

He goes down, dazed.

Sam climbs on top of Thomas and wails on him.

He finally stops.

Thomas’s face oozes blood.

SAM
Let’s go check on that signal, 
huh?

Sam grabs Thomas’ collar and drags his unconscious body down 
the hallway. Thomas is face down, dripping blood on the floor.

The crowd remains a silent and follows.

Sam trudges forward, single-minded, grim-faced. 
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INT. ATRIUM

Thomas is propped up against the side of a console.

A hand pats his face.

Thomas cracks open his eyelids. 

Sam smiles, examines Thomas’ blood on his hand, and wipes it 
off on the Doorman’s coveralls.

The space is huge. High ceiling. All to accommodate the 
titanic metal slab doors that dominate the opposite wall, 
looming over everyone present.

No one stands near them.

SAM
Now. Open the Door.

Thomas painfully shakes his head.

THOMAS
We have to wait.

SAM
Right. The signal.

Sam walks around the console Thomas is slumped against.

Buttons, a display and a solitary light are embedded onto its 
surface.

SAM
Is this the signal?

He points at the light.

Thomas has pulled himself up. He nods.

SAM
When, precisely, is the signal 
supposed to come?

THOMAS
When the scourge has passed.

Sam’s pointing hand trembles as he stares hard at the Doorman.

Thomas remains silent.
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SAM
Have you considered that the 
signal may never come? The 
Domicile has been our home for 
generations. Not even our mother’s 
mother’s mother’s knew what it’s 
like outside. We’ve been 
forgotten. That signal will never 
come.

THOMAS
We don’t know that.

Sam smashes the light completely shattering it.

THOMAS
No!

SAM
Now we’ll never know, Doorman! 
What does it matter if we open the 
Door now?

Thomas is shaking his head.

THOMAS
No. No. I can fix it.

Sam grabs Thomas’ face and shouts at him.

SAM
No! It’s over. You’ve been trying 
to fix it for months. And we 
trusted you. Now we’re starving. 
Now we’re dying. Jill -- I watched 
her suffocate.

His voice cracks. Tears threaten to spill from Sam’s eyes.

He lets go of Thomas.

SAM
How? How do you believe it’s best 
to stay?

Thomas gently returns his gaze.

THOMAS
It’s so hard. But I choose to.

Thomas is about to say more -- Sam screams -- grabs Thomas -- 
lifts him above his head -- slams him onto the console.

Sam pulls back his fist --
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JESS (O.S.)
Enough, Dr. Samson.

Sam freezes.

SAM
Mayor.

JESSIE PORTER (mid 20s) strides through the crowd with 
authority. She wears a flowing skirt and blouse.

JESS
Let go of my brother.

Sam obeys and steps away.

Jess uses a handkerchief to wipe the blood from Thomas’ face.

JESS
Why did you let this happen?

THOMAS
Jess, we can’t open the Door.

Jess shakes her head.

JESS
No. It’s time.

Thomas is speechless for a moment.

THOMAS
What?

JESS
Tom.

THOMAS
Have you forgotten all that Dad 
taught us?

Jess puts the handkerchief away. 

JESS
No. But he’s gone, and all the 
other parents. We have to make the 
choices now.

Thomas shakes his head, frowning.

THOMAS
They told us. Inside is life, 
outside is death. Are you going to 
ignore --
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JESS
Can you tell me definitively that 
the Domicile can still support us?

He looks at her with a crinkled brow.

THOMAS
I don’t know.

JESS
You’ve done your duty as Doorman. 
You maintained the Domicile as 
best you could. You’ve upheld the 
traditions...

Thomas looks away.

JESS
Dad would be proud.

She takes his hand.

JESS
Now, as Mayor, the people’s 
advocate, I’m telling you to open 
the Door.

He pulls his hand away.

THOMAS
I can’t.

Sam paces impatiently nearby. 

SAM
How many more of us need to die?

JESS
Shut up, Sam.

She places a hand on Thomas’ shoulder.

JESS
Please. Our minds are made up.

He stares at his shoes.

She lowers her hand.

Waiting.

Thomas straightens, looks out at the crowd around them. 
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THOMAS
The Door will be opened.

Jess relaxes her posture.

THOMAS
Those that wish to stay should 
leave the Atrium.

Sam keeps a hostile stare directed at Thomas.

Murmuring. 

After some hesitation, a small portion of the crowd moves back 
to the hallway.

Thomas inserts a key into the console.

A cover pops open, revealing a metal cuff attached to a coiled 
length of flexible plastic tubing.

The display comes to life. Text appears.
 

VERIFY
 

Thomas attaches the cuff to his arm.

He winches as it clicks shut.

Blood traces down the tube from the cuff into the console.

More text.
 

DNA MATCH

SIGNAL NOT RECEIVED

PROCEED ANYWAY?

Y/N
 

Thomas presses the Y on the display.
 

PROVE RESOLVE?

Y/N
 

He presses Y again. 
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Thomas flexes his blood giving arm while leaning on the 
console with the other. 

Moments pass.

The waiting crowd shifts nervously.

Sam takes an aggressive step forward. 

SAM
What’s taking so long?

Jess holds out a hand to stop him. 

Beads of sweat stand out on Thomas’ face.

His eyes closed.

THOMAS
If the signal hasn’t been 
received, a measure of the 
Doorman’s blood is required to 
open the Door.

He opens his eyes and looks at Sam.

THOMAS
To test the resolve of the 
decision and as a precaution from 
opening the Door without the 
Doorman’s consent.

JESS
How much blood?

Thomas swallows.

THOMAS
I don’t know.

He sways.

Jess grabs him and lowers Thomas to the ground.

He leans his head back against the console, eyes closed again.

Jess worriedly checks her hypovolemic brother’s pulse.

She tries to pull off the cuff.

Thomas stops her.

JESS
You need to take this off now.
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THOMAS
Once it starts, it can’t be 
stopped.

BOOM

Everyone looks toward the Door. Metallic groans issue from it 
and unseen cogs turn and rumble.

The cuff clicks open.

Jess quickly removes it.

Thomas still has his eyes closed. Focused on breathing.

Jess stands to survey the Atrium.

Sam is right in front of the Door.

The crowd has gathered behind him.

Jess walks around the console toward them.

A dark crack appears down the center of the Door and widens 
slowly.

Gasps. 

A sliver of bright, white light slips though.

Thomas struggles to his feet.

Jess turns to see him shuffling back to the hallway.

JESS
Where are you going, Thomas?

He ignores her.

JESS
Don’t you want to see what’s out 
there?

He turns to her just inside the hallway.

THOMAS
With every fiber of my being.

 

INT. HALLWAY

Thomas slumps against the wall.

He pulls out a key and opens a panel next to the Atrium 
entryway.
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A lever is inside.

Thomas addresses the group that left earlier.

THOMAS
Last chance.

No one moves.

JESS
Thomas!

She looks at him with pleading eyes.

Thomas pulls the lever.

BANG

A blast door slams into place, sealing off the Atrium.

The impact echoes through the hall.

Thomas falls back against the barrier and slides to the floor.

The group that followed simply watches him.

Muffled sounds from the Atrium cause them to look up.

Gasps.

Shouts. 

Cheers!

MAN (O.S.)
Sky!

WOMAN (O.S.)
It’s so blue.

CHILD
Clouds. Look at the clouds!

Celebration.

Then, barely audible over this --

SAM (O.S.)
What’s that?

A single, distant unearthly shriek.

Human shouts of panic.

Frantic scuffling.
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JESS (O.S.)
Close it! Close it!

Fists hammering on the blast door.

Hysterical screams.

MAN (O.S.)
Open up!

WOMAN (O.S.)
Let us in!

Inside, the group is pale and wide-eyed.

They look to Thomas.

Unmoving. Head bowed.

Wild pounding on the door.

Unintelligible yelling. 

Tearing.

Rending flesh.

Snapping crunching spraying devouring screaming screaming 
screaming silence...
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BANG

The force of the blow shakes the blast door.

Thomas jerks his head up, alert. 

BANG

The group in the hall jerks back.

BANG   BANG   BANG

Tom leans back against the assault on the door.

BANG

The last blow reverberates though the space.

All is quiet.

Then, from just on the other side, a terrible inhuman shriek 
that raises everyone’s hair on end. 

Something can be heard shuffling away from the door. 

Silence again...

Thomas lets out a held breath. 

He raises a hand to his face.

Stops.

It’s covered in blood.

The group looks fearfully at him.

Thomas glances down.

A puddle of blood spreads from underneath the door. 

He’s sitting in the middle of it. 

His face crumples.

Tears spill from Thomas’ eyes. 

Sobs wrack his whole body as the Doorman sits alone in a pool 
of blood. 
 
 

END


