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INT. RANSACKED OFFICE - DAY
A doctor's office in chaos.

An upturned desk blocks the shattered windows. Stray papers
and broken glass litter the floor.

COLE (V.O.)

My name is Cole Kinsella. Three
weeks ago I was eating out of trash
cans on the streets of New York.
Someone offered me a way out. Who
was I to refuse?

The body of a DOCTOR slumps against the wall in the corner of
the room, his brains decorate the wall behind him, a pistol
gripped in his lifeless hand.

A bloodstained document in his other hand bears the
letterhead: The Rosenthal Institute.

Distant shouting ©.S.
A heavy boot KICKS IN THE DOOR.

COLE bursts into the room wielding a fire-axe. He's in his
thirties, three-day beard, t-shirt and jeans socaked in blood -
not his own.

On Cole's signal, Shannon, a waif-like girl in her late
teens, scrambles into the room. Her face is pale, hair matted
with blood. She holds a table leg with a nail sticking out of
it.

She collapses into the corner opposite the doctor, pulls her
knees up to her chest and sobs.

Cole glances up and down the hallway then shuts the decor and
barricades it with a filing cabinet.

He approaches the doctor's body, pries the gun from his hand
and chambers a round.

He strides over to the window and peers through the cracks,
glimpses of smoke and fire outside.

COLE (V.0)
When you're a fugitive, days can
seem like weeks. Weeks like months.

He locks over at Shannon, her head buried in her lap. She
sings in a soft whimper.

SHANNON
You are my sunshine, my only
sunshine. You make me happy, when
skies are gray...



COLE (V.0.)
Yesterday there were twelve of us,
this morning, only five. Now, it's
just the kid and me.

Cole turns back to the window, he can't bear to look at her.

COLE (V.0.)
They took us off the streets,
twenty-four strangers, lost souls
with nothing to lose, nothing to
live for. We were promised money, a
fresh start, a new life...

Cole pulls a chair up off the floor and sits. He wipes the
bloody gun on his jeans, a distant look in his eyes.

COLE (V.0.)
The Rosenthal Institute... two
hundred miles from civilization ...
no phones... no internet... no hope

of anyone finding us any time soon.
He gazes at Shannon, her voice trembles as she sings.

SHANNON
You'll never know dear, how much I
love you. Please don't take my
sunshine away.

COLE (V.0.)
They split us into two groups.
Shannon and I were in B wing - the
control group... of course, we
didn't know that at the time, but
when the killing started, the
mutations... there was no doubt.

Cole runs a hand through his thick, greasy hair. His gaze is
far, far away.

COLE (V.O.)
An injection for breakfast, two
pills after lunch, an afternocon of
psychological tests... it was a
breeze... but then we were only
taking the placebo.

Cole sits back in the chair and swallows hard, choking back
tears.

COLE (V.0.)
Within a couple of weeks the
atmosphere changed, the people on A
wing changed. The onset of their
madness was swift... shocking.
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