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TEASER

FADE IN:

EXT. THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA - DAY 

The desolation of America is revealed as a folksy, acoustic 
tune picks up like Woody Guthrie’s “I Ain’t Got No Home in 
This World Anymore.”

SUPER: 2128

Wild horses run over patches of dusty earth.

The beginnings of overgrowth take over the interstate.

EXT. THE WHITE HOUSE - DAY

The previous home of the President is CAVED IN. Abandoned. 

The White House gates are torn down, sprawled around the lawn 

EXT. CHICAGO - DAY

The CHICAGO BEAN has rolled off its platform and into a 
skyscraper.

A GROUP OF FIVE travel on foot through the streets behind it.

EXT. LOS ANGELES - DAY

Bombed buildings and cracked earth-- DESOLATE, UNLIVABLE, 
everything flattened as if it’s been nuked to hell.

An expanse of dust and broken infrastructure. 

EXT. FARM LANDS - DAY

Miles and miles of farm land are burnt to ash. A few crops 
struggle to grow in the decimated soil.

But now something new-- SOLAR PANELS and WIND TURBINES, tons 
towering over the once-grassy plains of the mid-west.

Many of these solar panels lower to the ground have been 
STRIPPED of their mechanics, like they’ve been foraged over. 

FOUR MEN with ragged clothes struggle to heave a panel into a 
horse-pulled wagon.  



EXT. ELECTRICITY STATION - DAY

Built like our modern day gas stations, but instead of pumps 
there are ELECTRIC PLUGS. The plugs are attached to a large 
piece of sleek machinery that is in turn connected to solar 
panels high in the air.

A WOMAN smokes alone on the curb of the station.

EXT. MARKETPLACE - DAY

A bustling market of produce, textiles, and various tech. 
SALESMEN yell from their stands as CUSTOMERS of all ages and 
ethnicities pass.

Solar panels are sold at a high price, stacked at the back of 
salesmen’s tents with an array of cords, wires, and 
mechanical parts.

A small ways away, several Smart Cars are parked on the 
crackling pavement. A few horses are tied up beside them.

This is not the America we know today.

EXT. MIDDLE OF NOWHERE - SOUTHERN ALABAMA - DAY

There is a clearing somewhere in the thick of pine trees in 
Southern Alabama.

Above the treetops several solar panels reflect against the 
sun.

The ground is strewn with mostly pine needles, except, upon 
closer inspection, sticking out from the needles is the 
metallic glint of a DOOR HANDLE. 

The voice of a man who will later be known as JOHN DAWSON 
begins to speak.

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
Truly wondrous things in this world 
lie just beyond a thin veil...

The pine needles over the door handle rustle in the wind, 
revealing even more of the metal door in the earth.
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EXT. THE CABIN - SOUTHERN ALABAMA - DAY

There’s a small, rustic cabin surrounded by the same 
atmosphere, the same pine trees, that we’ve seen only moments 
before. 

There’s solar panels covering its roof, a small chicken coop 
to the back of the cabin, and a modest garden in the front. 
Under a lean-to beside the cabin is a Smart Car plugged into 
a panel against the wall of the home. 

It looks like it hasn’t been used in a while.

MAX FOSTER (mid 30s), a tall lumberjack of a man, comes 
through the door of the cabin. Scruffy, but clean, he carries 
a wicker basket.

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
The truth isn’t locked away. It’s 
here. Attainable. One must simply 
lift the curtain back. 

Max places a few tomatoes in his basket.

EXT. MIDDLE OF NOWHERE - SOUTHERN ALABAMA - DAY

The door in the ground is now partially visible, but still 
closed shut. Moving down into the ground reveals...

INT. THE BUNKER - DAY 

SARAH JANE “SJ” LOVETT (18) stands over a large backpack laid 
out on her bed. It’s already filled with several supplies. 

Inside is a first aid kit, clothes, and what looks like the 
tubes of food you’d see astronauts gain sustenance from.

SJ’s dark hair curls around her still round face; she has a 
natural beauty and innocence about her. 

She picks up two books from her bed like she’s deciding 
between them: MEDICINAL HERBS AND THEIR PROPERTIES or THE 
ILLIAD. 

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
Years ago, we glimpsed the truth on 
the other side. A Utopia for the 
modern ages. It called out to us 
ferociously. 

SJ decides on the latter.
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EXT. THE CABIN - SOUTHERN ALABAMA - DAY

Max picks a few eggs from the chicken coop, placing them in 
his basket next to various fruits from the garden.

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
And we answered to its call with 
our blood and prayers, until we 
could stand here today... In the 
world’s first perfect nation. 

Max heads inside the cabin with the basket.

INT. THE BUNKER - DAY

SJ holds up a family photo of her younger self with her 
parents-- DAVID, a Caucasian man in his early 40s, and GINA, 
a Hispanic woman from who SJ gets her appearance.

She looks at it for a moment before zipping it into her 
backpack.

INT. THE CABIN - DAY

Max sits at his old, wooden dinette table eating scrambled 
eggs and diced tomatoes.

On the wall beside him is a rack of WEAPONS; knives of all 
sizes, a large bow, and sack of menacing arrows on its hooks.

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
A wise man once said, “If there is 
harmony in the home, there will be 
order in the nations... And
when there is order in the nations, 
there will peace in the world.” 

Behind Max, a door is ajar looking into the next room; a desk 
cluttered with documents.

The screen goes BLACK.

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
The veil has risen on that 
reality...

FADE TO:
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INT. THE GLASS TOWER - DAY

Finally, we are introduced to the man behind the voice, JOHN 
DAWSON-- 37, Caucasian male with brown hair, piercing eyes, 
and a handsome face.

He writes at a desk in a round office; the walls behind him 
glass and looking out onto a city that seems just as clean, 
sleek, and bright.

The CROWD below seems to be in celebration; colorful balloons 
and golden decor lining the streets. An array of parade 
floats move by in splendor.

The pen in Dawson’s hand hangs in a moment before he 
completes his thought. He begins to write.

JOHN DAWSON (V.O.)
...And now we move to open the 
window beyond it.

END OF TEASER
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