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Evan is strapped to a chair.  A heavy interrogation light hangs above his head.  He looks panicked at the two stone-faced government agents who are wearing the typical black three-piece suits and black sunglasses.

They each fondle horrifying instruments of torture; different winding, twisting scalpels and blades and scissors, and so on.

Zoom in on his eye, shut tight, and then zoom out to find him just waking up from a bad dream.  He’s covered in sweat and panting in emotional exhaustion.
We take this opportunity to zoom around his room.  Every few feet, there is a fire extinguisher (complete with “In Case of Emergency, Break Glass” box).  The patches of wall that aren’t holding extinguishers sport so many tabloid clippings, it’s impossible to see the actual color of the wall they’re on.  On a small and plain desk sits a typewriter with a half-typed page entitled “Conspiracy!”

Evan hears something.  He walks over to the window and looks down to see a black van pull up to the curb and the same agents from his dream step out and enter his building.  He recoils in fear and looks to the doorknob, which he has a glass bottle balanced upon.  A moment later, the doorknob jiggles as someone is trying to enter, and the bottle falls to the ground.
Evan panics, but looks at the roof above the window where there’s another “In Case of Emergency, Break Glass” box.  He breaks it, and a fastened rope spills out.  He climbs out the window just as the door opens.

On the ground outside his complex, he searches in earnest for a route of escape and notes the agents, who have just seen him from out his own window and are now coming back down the stairs.  He then realizes that their van is still running, so after a moment of hesitation, he gets in, backs out, and drives like mad away!

As he’s driving away, he begins to calm down…until he looks around and sees the entire back seat of the van is LOADED with more agents, all of whom are glaring at him.  He shrieks, stops the car, and runs away with the keys.

He runs past two little girls riding tiny pink tricycles without a second glance.  The group of agents from the van pursues, but two pause and look at the girls.
We see two agents in a glasses store.  One is trying on a flamboyant pair of Elton John sunglasses, and the other one shakes his head, disapprovingly.  Evan can be seen sprinting past the store through the front window, and the agents snap to attention and hurdle after him, joining the running (and in two cases; tricycling) crowd.

Evan turns into a series of alleyways.  He makes a turn, and an agent pops out!  He moves out of the way, turns another corner, and another agent pops out!  A series of agents coming out of every possible crevice follows until Evan finally swerves, dodges and weaves his way out of the alleys and into an open field.

Long scenic shot of Evan running across a field and seconds later, one follows, then two, then four, and then what seems like a small legion of agents, all rushing after him.

The agents dogpile onto him and the throngs hold him up and force him to watch as one of the agents from his dream walks up to him.
The agent withdraws one of the horrifying instruments of torture from Evan’s dream, gives a horrible sneer, and winds up, as if to plunge it into Evan’s neck.

Then, in a split second, he whips out an envelope from within his jacket and uses the horrifying instrument of torture to open the envelope.  He pulls out a check from Publisher’s Cleaning House for one million dollars.

The agents let Evan up.  He takes the check unbelievingly, looks around at the Agents uncertainly, looks back at the camera and shrugs happily.

Fade to black.

