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pop their heads out, smiiihé}'iéﬁéﬁihg, full of life. Their
bddies are adorned with tattoos, piercings, wild hairstylegs

TheWw re members of the fifth Faction, THE DAUNTLESS.
to, what else, BRAVERY. And then, the Dauntless st
JUMP EROM THE MOVING TRAIN. Some land effortlessly
tuck ardd roll, some even stumble a bit.
racing t@wards the school entrance--

INT. HIGH SCHO by, — AUDITORIUM - LATER
The students are éhfmmed into their
by Faction, burstinggat the seams
Beatrice sits in the A

#Seats, again segregated
7ith nervous excitement.
The seat next to
f taking the Aptitude Test.
y, clasps her hands.

Beatrice taps her knee £

(psyching flerse®f up)
Trust the tegt... trugt the test...

Just then, the ERUD PRINCIPAL

lads the previous group of
students, including’Caleb, back in. ¥

ERUDITE PRINCIPAL
group!

Beatrice takes a deep breath, passes Caleb 0!

». the way down.

BEATRICE
See you after?

CALEB
I'11l just meet you at home...

Béatric

e sees that Caleb’s face is SICKLY-PALE

e e e ey vt

INT, TESTING ROOM - WINDOWLESS - MOMENTS LATER

The door opens... and Beatrice steps into the dark room.

When her eyes adjust to the darkness, she sees that the whole
room is covered with MIRRORS. ©No matter which way she turns,

she can’t escape her own frightened reflection. The only
SOUND comes from an OSCILLATING FAN in the corner.

DAUNTLESS WOMAN (0.S.) \5
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Beatrice jumps. It’s so dark she didn’'t even notice the
FIGURE standing behind her in the darkness.

BEATRICE
Sorry... didn’'t see you there.

It’s an Asian DAUNTLESS WOMAN [25]. ©Not a young student -- but
a full-fledged Dauntless warrior. Tattooed, pierced, powerful.

pauntLEss wouan  (“§O& \\>

You know how to sit, don’t you?

Beatrice sees a single RECLINING CHAIR in the center of the
room. Looks like a dentist’s chair. Next to the chair is a
MACHINE with an LCD screen, about the size of a computer.
The whole apparatus is strange, foreign and mysterious.

DAUNTLESS WOMAN Cﬂ\) ﬁ/\)
It doesn’t hurt...

(Beatrice walks to the chair)
Not physically anyway. :

Beatrice pauses a moment, then slowly sits.

TORI
My name’s TORI. TI’l11 be
administering your Aptitude Test.

Tori flips on her machine, which starts BEEPING RHYTHMICALLY.
When Tori turns away, Beatrice notices a TATTOO OF A HAWK on
Tori's shoulder, decides to engage in some anxious small-talk:

BEATRICE
Is that a hawk?

TORI
You’re curious for an Abnegation.

BEATRICE
Sorry. It’s none of my business.

TORI
And you apologize too much.

BEATRICE
Sorry.

Tori affixes ELECTRODES to Beatrice’s already sweaty forehead.

TORI
For some people in the ancient
world, the hawk was a sun symbol.
Figured if I always had the sun on
me, I’'d never be in darkness...
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Tor!l SC.1 (ConT")

Tori turns away, and we’ll hear the SOUND OF CLANKING GLASS,
LIQUID POURING. Beatrice squeezes the leather armrests until
her knuckles turn white, worried about what Tori is concocting.

BEATRICE TORI
You’'re afraid of the dark--? —-Was afraid. Ink reminds me
of the fear I've overcome.

When Tori spins back, she holds a glass vial filled with a
LIGHT BLUE LIQUID. Almost like a shot glass.

TORI D
Bottoms up. w g

BEATRICH
What is it?

Tori simply stares Beatrice down -- and Beatrice nods with
grudging acceptance, presses the air from her lungs, then
GUZZLES the blue serum. Her face twists. A shiver shoots
down her spine. Like a shot of strong whiskey.

But when Beatrice opens her eyes again, TORI IS GONE.

BEATRICE
Hey... hello. This isn’t funny...

Beatrice rips the electrodes off her head, rushes to the
door. But finds NO KNOB. In fact, there’s no door at all
anymore. It’s all part of a mirrored wall now. ©No way out.

BEATRICE
Hello! Somebody help! PLEASE!!!

Everywhere she looks, she sees her TERRIFIED REFLECTION staring
back. The mirrored walls opposite one another reflect her image
back and forth, creating the illusion of an INFINITE NUMBER OF
BEATRICES, descending into nothingness. But then... one of
Beatrice’s REFLECTIONS steps out of her place. She walks up to
the other side of the mirror, places her hand against the glass.

Beatrice places her own hand against the mirror, which
RIPPLES LIKE WATER. She presses the glass until SHE BREAKS
THE SURFACE TENSION... AND STEPS THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS...

e stage of the
LS on it.
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INT. TESTING ROOM - [APTITUDE TEST SIMULATION]

Beatrice and the hellhound drop through the liquid mirror
ceiling, falling down through the room. They splash through the
mirrored floor below... and back through the ceiling again...
and again... and again. Some sort of bizarre infinity loop.

Until-- Beatrice CRASHES back down into the testing chair.

INT. TESTING ROOM - DAY - [BACK TO REALITY]

Beatrice shoots up, heaving for breath. Sweat runs down the
electrodes on her head. Delirious and disoriented, she looks
around, but sees only her reflection. Dread returns to her

face as she begins to suspect that she’s still in a simulation--

—--until she sees Tori, sitting behind her. It looks as if
Tori has been WATCHING the simulation on her screen. And
what’s troubling: Tori seems almost as SHOCKED as Beatrice.

BEATRICE
What? What happened?!

But Tori simply stares at her screen with pinched lips.

TORI
Excuse me... one second.

Flustered, Tori stands, almost knocks her machine over. She
rushes out, leaving Beatrice alone. Beatrice sits up, stares down
at the ground, processing. What could have possibly gone wrong?

Beatrice frantically dries her palms on her gray pants, tries
to breathe deep, to calm herself. In... out... in... out...

And just as Beatrice’s nerves start to get the better of her --
Tori slips back into the room, a bit more together now.

TORIL
Had to make a few adjustments.

BEATRICE
What sort of adjustments?
(Tori seems unwilling to answer)
Please. You have to tell me what’s
going on. What’s my result?!

TORI
(after a moment)
Abnegation.

Some measure of calm returns to Beatrice’'s face. But she
also sinks a bit at hearing the expected result.
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TORI
And Dauntless.
(Beatrice'’s eyes widen)
And Amity, and Candor, and Erudite.
(expounding)
Your results were inconclusive.

BEATRICE
That’s not possible. I'm just--
I'm Abnegation. I’m nobody.

TORI
It is possible. Just extremely rare.
(whispering)
A person with a test result like
yours... is called a Divergent.

That last word is so faint that Beatrice barely hears it.

TORI
Under no circumstances should you share
that information with anybody.

BEATRICE
We’re not supposed to reveal our test
results, I know that.

TORI
You can’t reveal that information to
anyone. Ever. Understand? As far as
the world knows, you received an
Abnegation result.

(leading Beatrice to the door)
Now, you have to go. We’ve already
taken too long. They’ll start to
suspect something.

BEATRICE
What about the Choosing Ceremony?

Tori flashes an impatient look, Yeah, what about it?

BEATRICE
“Trust the Test.” It’s supposed to tell
me which Faction I should choose.

TORI
The test didn’t work on you.
(dead in the eye)
You have to trust yourself.

And on that note, Tori closes the door, leaving Beatrice out
in the hallway, alone with her thoughts--




Tris shoots out of her chair, SCREAMING. She instinctively
THROWS HER ARMS around Four.

FOUR
You’'re alright. It’s over...

When Tris ets her bearings, she recoils, pushes F

Four coolly removes her strap

FOUR
How long do you t

It’s almost a record, Tris. N

Tris can’t believe it. She calms down... and REMEMBERS t
a group of people watching her. She turns and
Max and Eric eyeing her with great interest.

FOUR
Is there anything you want to tell me?

Tri;%looks from Jeanine on the other side of the observation
wifidow... to Four, do they all know that she's Divergent?

TRIS
Just that I’

o the dorms

INT. TORI'S TATTOO PARLOR - LATER THAT DAY
Tori draws the shades, as Tris paces behind her:
K TRIS
You have to tell me the truth. What
does it mean to be Divergent? And what
does it have to do with the simulations?

TORI
Tris, I already told you everything—-
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Tl SC.

TRIS
No. I know there’s more to it.

Tori checks back over her shoulder, makes sure the door is shut.

TORI
Among other things, being Divergent means
that you’re immune to the Sim Serum.
You’re aware that you’re in a simulation.

TRIS
Which means...?

TORI
That you’re a threat. I don’t know why.
But the Dauntless -~ and the Erudite —-

don’'t like having Divergents around.

TRIS
What are they going to do? Kill me?

Tris was joking. But Tori remains deadly serious.

TORI

My brother and I, we both transferred from
Erudite. But he was... like you. Started
rocketing up the ranks during Stage Two...
and the Dauntless leaders started paying
attention. One day, they brought Jeanine
Matthews, the Erudite head, in to observe...

(reining in her emotions)
The next day, my brother was gone.

Tori snaps out of it, looks back to Tris.

TRIS

Jeanine Matthews? I just saw her.
TORI

(gravely)

So did I.
TRIS

Why would the Dauntless leaders --

or the Erudite leaders -- care if

I’m immune to the Simulation Serum?

TORI
If I'd figured that out, I would’'ve
told you by now.

TRIS

You really think they had something to
do with what happened to your brother?
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TORI
These people taught you how to fight,
how to kill. You really think they’re
above hurting you? Or worse?
(leaning in)
You have to keep your secret, Tris.
Your life depends on it.

Tris collapses into a nearby chair, overwhelmed.

TRIS
First the Fear Simulations, now this.

TORI
Right. Today was your first Fear
Sim, wasn’‘t it? How’'d it go?

TRIS
It was awful. Like the worst kind of
nightmare... thank God I was able to
wake myself up.

Tori bends down, comes eye to eye with Tris.

TORI
But you can'’t wake yourself up, Tris.
Do you understand? At least not too
quickly. If you do, everyone will
know that you’re...
(Divergent)

TRIS
So, I have to force myself to stay
inside my own nightmares...?

TORI
My brother had a trick he told me about.
To stay inside. He'd wait for the fear
to take hold, then he’'d count to ten.
You can stand ten seconds of anything...

TRIS
Yeah, we’ll see about that...
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The scoreboard UPDATESS
performance, she sur-
the BOTTOM. Trl

Tris goggs 5 Al tries to _put_a_ mfortlnofm:"-_on hlS

ShouldET , bubeddsthFoWS 1t OTL, SLinks away. —



