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FADE IN:

INT. OFFICE - DAY

DOCTOR THEIADORE (36) scans the tablet in her hand. She 
leans against her desk. She’s slender and elegant like a 
mannequin, with a timeless suit of off-white linens 
complimented with a simple gold necklace.

DR. THEIADORE
Have you had any unusual 
disorientation, headaches, loss of 
spacial awareness?

In the seat in front of her desk sits LOGAN BAUER (34). He 
wears a simple brown suit and holds onto a walking stick. He 
wears back-out glasses. They’re large with a strap that hugs 
them to his face.

LOGAN
No, not at all. In fact, I think 
it’s gotten easier to find things 
over the last month.

DR. THEIADORE
And you’ve maintained the blackout.

LOGAN
Yes. The only time they come off is 
in the shower. But I have blackout 
curtains and keep my eyes shut.

Dr. Theiadore taps a few things. Scrolls through.

DR. THEIADORE
Okay. Great, everything looks good. 
I just need a thumbprint.

She holds out the tablet to him. Logan reaches his hand out 
toward her. She hovers the tablet just under his hand. She 
watches for a moment.

He lowers his hand. She lowers her tablet out of reach. A 
slight smile flashes at the corner of her lips. Then, she 
raises the tablet to meet his hand.

She positions his thumb.

A pleasant PING sounds.
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INT. EXAMINING ROOM - DAY

Dr. Theodor positions what looks like an eye exam machine in 
front of Logan, who sits back in a medical chair, glasses 
still on.

DR. THEIADORE
Please lean forward

Logan leans forward. Dr. Theiadore grabs his shoulder, 
guides his chin to the chin rest of the eye machine.

Dr. Theiadore grabs a pair of electric goggles from the 
counter. Puts them on.

DR. THEIADORE
Kill the lights.

The lights fade out to complete blackness.

The flip of a switch.

POV night vision. Everything is black and red like a film 
developing dark room.

DR. THEIADORE
Please take off the glasses.

Logan does. Sets them on the seat. He fidgets a bit, timid.

Dr. Theiadore swings the arm of the eye exam machine in 
front of Logan’s face. Places it so his eyes show through 
the two lenses.

DR. THEIADORE
All right, here we go. Are you 
ready?

LOGAN
Absolutely. Yes. I’m ready.

Dr. Theiadore places her hand on the machine above a small 
toggle.

DR. THEIADORE
On the count of three, two.

She flips the toggle. The machine buzzes like an x-ray 
machine. The lenses of the machine go solid white for two 
seconds, then go out. Logan’s eyes don’t blink, they dart 
around a bit.

The night vision goggles lift off of view. Blackness.
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DR. THEIADORE

Lights on.

The lights fade up.

Logan lifts his head off the chin rest. Dr. Theiadore moves 
the machines away from him.

Logan looks around, blinks. As if seeing for the first time.

DR. THEIADORE
How do you feel?

LOGAN
I... I can’t see. I can’t see 
anything.

DR. THEIADORE
Nothing? Not a dot of light? Not an 
afterimage? Nothing?

LOGAN
Nothing...

Dr. Theiadore places a hand on Logan’s shoulder. He tears 
up.

LOGAN
Thank you. I... I’ve dreamed of 
living this way for so long, I...

DR. THEIADORE
Congratulations.

Dr. Theiadore grabs the walking stick from behind the chair. 
Taps it on the floor in front of Logan.

DR. THEIADORE
You’ll be needing this.

He reaches out for it. She pulls it away slightly...

Then moves it into his outstretched hand. Another slight 
smile flashes at the corner of her lips.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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