
Dad...
we have a 
wrinkle.

What do 
you mean, 

Lewis?

This 
isn't the bomb 

from the 
schematic.

Are you 
misremembering? 

How long did 
you study the 

schematic?

Three 
seconds.

Plenty of 
time. You're not 

exactly filling me 
with confidence, 

Lewis.

I can do 
this, Dad. Just 

keep Sommerset's 
men off my 

back.

Your 
siblings know 

how to do their 
jobs. Prove to 
me you can do 

yours.

Well, 
if I can't, I 
guess I'll 
be dead.

Even 
worse...

...I'll be 
disappointed. 

is 
there any 

way you can 
evacuate?

That 
would 

tip our han d. 
And it would 
take hours. 
Do we have 

hours? ...no.

Then do your 
job. No one is 

going to bail you 
out of this. You 
need to step up 

and get this 
done.



"A lot of people are 
counting on you."



"A lot of people are 
counting on you."



Two hours earlier... Two hours earlier... 

Mr. 
Sommerset. 

Back so 
soon?

Have you 
ever been to 

the Czech 
Republic?

No, sir.

The place is 
a hole, son. You 
don't stay any 
longer than 
you have to.

But it wasn't 
all bad, if you 
know what I 

mean.

Yes, 
sir.

What the 
hell?

How much 
time?

Fifteen, 
twenty seconds. 

They'll just 
think it's a 

glitch.  

Dad, we're on our 
way up. How much 

time until security's 
next round? 

Dad?

Damn. The 
pulse knocked 

out the mic, 
too.

I told you 
to use the 

R-21S.

They're 
too easy for 

others to 
intercept. 

Unless you 
want to get 

caught--

Lisa, 
what 

are you 
doing?

He had 
spirit gum 
on his face, 

I swear!

What? Why 
are you still in 
the elevator? 
The video feed 
comes back in 
ten seconds.

Damon is 
getting us to the 
restricted floor. 
The elevator only 

moves so fast.

"That 
sounds like 
an excuse..."
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