EXT. ARCHEAN PRI SON CAMP - MORNI NG - (2100)

A gray sky hangs over a frozen |and. Forboding concrete walls
lined with barbed wire stand at the entrance of the prison. A
line of prisoners shuffle onwards to the entrance.

ILO, 18, red hair, sharp face, and eyes that have seen death
too many tinmes to be afraid stands in the mddle of the Iine.

She | ooks about her, suspicious. MAR, 17, a girl with dark
hair and bright eyes energes from between the tight walls.



