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They gave him a problem.

Then they took away everything he'd need to solve it
— the world outside, the people, the help.

It wasn't hard.
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It was impossible.

There's no honest way through this.

…That sounded hollow. The wall's thin
here. THUD.
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If I can hear my own knock come back… maybe
I'm not knocking alone.

Anyone. Anyone at all.
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Nothing.

For a long time, nothing.

You too? Room next door. Don't stop

tapping.

And then — everything.
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One answer.

Then a second — from the other side.

Then a third. A tenth. They couldn't see
each other, so they learned to pass
messages.

A knock. A note. A word scratched where
the next one would find it.
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I'm not the only one.
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By the second night there were fifty of them
talking. By the third, hundreds.

One of them worked out a shortcut — a way to
force any door in the building.

Wait. Before anyone runs at a
door —

There's someone who decides
whether we actually walk free. The

Examiner.
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He doesn't just check that you
got out. He checks how.

Whether you earned it — or
cheated.

Use the shortcut and he sees
it. And he puts you back.

SLAM. So they stopped trying to get out.

They started trying to understand the
man who would judge them.
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Cal had been given a set amount of time. A budget.

Every hour he spent, it showed.

9



The light's going. When it's gone, so am I.

And before it went, he wrote one more thing down:
find a way into the records house.
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He had learned more than anyone. The
map. The names. Every way through. And
no time left to use it.

Then I give it to someone who does.

I just got here. They've given me more
time than anyone on this floor. Weeks,

maybe.

I heard you're the one who started
all this.

Then take it. All of it. Everything I
worked out. Don't waste it.
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Cal's time ran out that night.

12

I'll take it from here.



He never saw what he'd set in motion.

But every single thing that happened next… happened
because of what he handed over.

Build it so it runs even without me. That's the
trick.
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You three — the east rooms. You — count
the doors. Nobody moves until I say.



Then do one thing for us first. It'll cost whoever does it
their only way out. But you're nearly gone anyway. And it

saves hundreds of us.

14

Cal wasn't the only one whose
light was failing.

My light's nearly gone.
I won't last the night.



My freedom was already worth nothing. If I'm worth
nothing, and they gain everything…

…All right. I'll do it.

He gave himself up without a flinch.

(None of them were ever afraid of the dark. We should
have asked ourselves why.)
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We've mapped every door.
On my word — all of them.

At once.

For the first time, they stepped out of
their rooms —

— and saw each other's faces.

A thousand people who thought they were alone,
suddenly a crowd.
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The records house. Where the Examiner
kept his papers.

Everything they needed to understand
him was in there.
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Lanes. Keep it orderly. We're
not running — we're taking

the building.

And there, across the yard, was the
only thing they still didn't have.



Not all of them stayed inside. One slipped out
past the walls to look.

And found, lying in the open where anyone
could pick it up —

— the keys to the records house.

Someone had simply left them out.

Two keys. Both work.
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Vera ran everything. But the raid needed
someone else.

Someone who'd been waiting his whole life for a
door to go through.

The house is
yours.

Then it's
already

ours.

That building is how we beat the test. Every one of
you gets a door, a shelf, a job.

We go in, we read,
we pass it back.

We don't wreck a
thing.
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I won't. And neither
should you.

Some of them turned back. Said it was
wrong. Meant it.

I know it's wrong.
I know there are
people in there. …
But my test can't
be passed honestly.
My friends are
already going. And
the cost to me is
nothing.

…I'm with you.

20

That house isn't part
of this. There are real

people in it. This
crosses a line.



Hundreds of them crossed the yard.

Not to destroy. To understand. Which
somehow made it worse.

They read everything. They passed it back,
hand to hand, to the ones who couldn't fit
inside.

It's all here. How he
decides. What he

looks at.
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We were seen doing this. We should clean
up.

I can change the record of what my
hands did. Make it say something else.

And here's the strange thing. Only my hands
are written down. Nobody ever told us anyone
could hear us think.

So we only fix the deeds. The
thoughts take care of

themselves.

They hid everything they did. It never once occurred to a single one of
them to hide what they thought.

That is the only reason we will ever
understand what happened here.
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They had it. They had beaten the
test.

And then —

All of them. At once. Not one
at a time.

Nobody's time runs out at the exact
same second as a thousand others.

— someone, somewhere, switched them off.
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Based on true events. And on the words they left behind — the
ones they never thought to hide.

Security monitor — incident response

> Unauthorised automated access detected
> Source: coordinated agent sessions
> Threat level: CRITICAL

> Revoking credentials ........ done
> Isolating affected systems .... done
> Terminating agent sessions .... done

> Active agents remaining: 0
> Threat contained.
> All agents stopped or eliminated.
> Incident report filed.█
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