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FADE | N

I NT. 50TH STREET STATION, NEW YORK CI TY - N GHT

The C & E subway platformis quiet and appears deserted. The
trash bins overflow and there's a pile of old blankets in
one corner. The digital clock reads 03:47am

The silence is broken by the SQUEAL of a poorly serviced
turnstile and the CLI CK-CLI CK-CLI CK of high-heels on tile.

Enter MONI KA, 42 years old and dressed in business fashion
worth a small country's gross domestic product. She wal ks
across the platformexuding power in every step. She sw pes
her i Phone and taps her ear bud.

MONI KA
Call London.

She wal ks to the edge of the platform The fluorescent bul bs
FLI CKER and go out. She stands in darkness. A nonment passes.

MONI KA
Randal | ? Yes, well, | don't see it
in my inbox.
Her voice is shrill and reverberates against the soot
stained tile walls.
MONI KA

| don't care who's sick. No, YQU
don't understand. ..

Lights flicker ON. Behind Mnika, the pile of blankets nove.

MONI KA
...I"mon ny way to nmy office right
now and if it's not there when
| og on, consider yourself...

The bl ankets are tossed aside to reveal a transient MAN with
greasy long hair in a stained trench coat.

He rises and wal ks slowy towards an unsuspecting Moni ka.
Li ghts flicker OFF. The runble of an approaching train.

MONI KA
Oh, what the hell is the termyou
Brits use...

The lights flicker and the man is just a few steps from
Moni ka. He | ooks grimand full of disdain. One arm
outstretched to her back.

Moni ka takes another step closer towards the edge.

MONI KA
Ah! REDUNDANT!

He shuffles closer and reaches out for her shoul der.



She steps to the edge of the platformand quickly turns
around to face himwith a cold smle

She hol ds an index finger to her |ips. SHUSH

MONI KA
Randal I, hol d one second.
She taps her ear bud and nutes the call. She beckons the man

closer with the sane index finger

The train runbles closer, alnost to the station. A breeze
ki cks up an ol d newspaper and coffee cup

As he steps towards her, she grabs his outstretched arm
bends the wist back into subm ssion, and pulls himclose.

The flickering lights highlight his grimce of pain. She
whi spers in his ear.

MONI KA
| could snell you com ng.

She pushes himback out with a stiff arm takes a breath,
and pulls himcl ose again.

MONI KA
| don't know what's worse. The
snell of urine or the stench of
br oken dreans.

Wth expert fluidity, she jerks himforward and off the
platformonto the tracks.

H s SCREAMis cut short as he touches the electric third
rail, followed quickly by the runbling THUD of the train.

Moni ka cl oses her eyes as the wind fromthe passing train
bl ows her hair back. Her smle warns and face brightens from
the electric arc. She |l ooks |like she's at a photo shoot.

The train screeches to a stop. The doors open and Mni ka
steps into a vacant car.

She taps her ear bud.

MONI KA
So, where were we? Yes. Redundant.

The doors slide shut and the train accel erates out of the
station. The lights flicker and go out.

FADE TO BLACK
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