TOM-LUDDICK-ECK



Luddick


You can’t keep me here. My paper will miss me if I don’t report in.


[Eckhardt enters. Luddick goes deathly silent.]


gunderson


Found him skulking around in the loading bay. Must have got a pass code.


[Eckhardt is staring at Luddick like a tiger who hasn’t eaten for a week.]


Eckhardt


How very fortunate for me that you arrive just now, whoever you are.





Eckhardt


Close the door on your way out Gunderson.


Luddick


No wait! I know about you, and your Mafia operations! You can’t …


Eckhardt


Mafia! Mafia! (laughs chillingly).Oh my, you are so very much out of your depth. No, what you have stumbled into is something much more – ah – accomplished than those oafs.


Luddick


I have records on you Eckhardt! You can’t hurt me!


Eckhardt


If only there was time for us to read them together. But it’s too late now, there are things - to be done.


[He raises his hand with the terrifying Glove and inserts what looks like metallic slivers into slots. He moves over Luddick, who has fallen onto the floor in terror. There are screams and horrible sounds as Luddick gets worked on and his internals rendered into transmuted elements. Bloody ugh! Eckhardt daubs symbols on the floor without pausing as he works. He picks out the elements he wants and leaves. Lara watches stunned and unable to help but she understands what she has seen.]


LARA


Unbelievable! That glove must have some kind of alchemic power. 
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FMV





Luddick has been caught by Gunderson and dragged into a room inside the Strahov. He’s whimpering and pleading,  trying to bluff his way out. Lara watches from the vent pipes unable to help.
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