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CREDIT SEQUENCE EXT/NIGHT

Space. A vast expanse, dark and silent, 1lit only by the
flickering of stars millions of light years away. We float
gently, gliding slowly up and down.

Something starts to pull us downwards. We swing around now to
see a layer of particles below us, fast approaching. Then we
are in the layer, suspended dust and debris, still travelling
down.

We emerge from the layer and beneath us we see a familiar
planet, this side dark on a cloudy night.

We glide down towards the planet, picking up speed, and soon
amcng the shadows we can make out, oceans and continents.
Maybe even a river.

We pass now through a bank of c¢louds, white and misty. For a
moment we are enclosed.

Then we are through the clouds and now we can see another set
of twinkling lights, which we head towards. As we close in on
the lights we can begin to make out the darkened forms of
kbuildings and streets.

A guiet ¢ity street becomes clear and the entrance to a
subway. We are now just above it and we glide past the sign
and towards the pavement next to it.

But we do not stop. We pass through the concrete and wires
and emerge in the tunnel beneath.

UNDERGROUND WALKWAY, TRATN STATION INT/NIGHT

We come to rest in the subway tunnel, loocking at a pair of
eyes.

Pure, pitch black pupils, like a mirrer. Encircling shining
whites. The eyes fill the screen, staring out at us - cold
and unflinching.

In the distance we hear footsteps, moving towards us. The
eyes move slowly to the right. We swing right alsco, following
the eyes' gaze.

We see a YOUNG LADY walking towards us along the tunnel. She
is in her early twenties, casually dressed and attractive.

We swing back slowly to the eyes. They stare out once meore,
blank and distant.

Oour POV moves downwards revealing the body of a MAN, dressed
entirely in stylish black.



We arrive at his black gloved hand and follow it as it moves
up and reaches inside his coat. The hand grips something
hidden inside the coat.

We travel back up to the black eyes. They stare out once
more. We hear the footsteps get louder. Again the black eyes
move slowly right.

Once more we see the YOUNG LADY, now much closer. But she is
no longer alone. She is now flanked by two men, dressed in
white suits and wearing dark sunglasses.

The one on the right, OTTO, is blonde and Germanic. The one
on the left, CARL, is black and slightly older. Both are

extremely well built and over six feet in height.

We see the eyes POV as CARL, OTTO and the YOUNG LADY draw
level.

As they pass, CARL and OTTO, smile and nod their heads. The
trio walk past and continue further down the subway.

We cut back to the eyes, now at the left, watching
reluctantly asg the three move away. The eyes slowly return to
the centre as the fcocotsteps fade.

Silence.

Suddenly we hear another pair of footsteps approaching. The
eyes once more dart to the right.

The camera swings right to see a slender WOMAN in her late
twenties, wearing a bright red scarf, approaching.

The camera swings back to the eyes. They stare out - blank
and distant. A phone rings.

PIERCE'S BEDROOM INT/NIGHT
The phone rings loudly in GEOFF PIERCE'S darkened bedroom.

A hand reaches out from the bed and picks up the receiver.
From a digital c¢lock near the phone we see it is 2.45AM.

PIERCE'S room is messy and disorganised. He brings the
receiver to his mouth.

PTERCE
I'm asleep.

He listens. His tone changes.

PTERCE
Okay. I'm on my way.































































































































































































































































































































































