



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image1.emf]                                NEXUS 7                          (A sequel to Blade Runner)       INTRODUCTION  -  (Opening Scroll)               {During the 21st Century,  Nexus 6  phase  replicants              solidify the Tyrell Corporation's monopoly on slave               labor into the outer colonies.  Memory implants prove                          to be a useful tool in taming  the humanoid replicants              until their  four year life   spans  reach maturity.   Due         to a bloody mutiny, replicants are still considered         illegal on Earth.  Special pol ice squads known as              Blade Runner s   are required to  hunt down and  kill any         trespassing replicant.                     However, a being virtually identical to a human in every             physical and emotional respec t, will advance robot              evolution into the Nexus 7 phase.  With no termination             date, a Nexus 7 could live far beyond the years of any              human.                     Before Dr. Eldon Tyrell's death in 2020, a Nexus 7 is         introduced  as an experiment into the LAPD's special                                              police s quad,  the Blade Runner Unit.  To protect  its         patent rights, the Tyrell Corporati on puts a contract        out on the prototype's life.   This is n ot called executio n,        it is called retirement. }                                             Los Angeles                                  November, 2034      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image2.emf]EXT. HIGH ABOVE THE CITYSCAPE  -  DAY     Full panoramic view over heart of the city.  Atmosphere is dark    and layered.     Cut to a medium shot of the Off - World advertising blimp on the edge of the  industrial landscape.  An echoing voice plugs further Off - World c o lonization.   Due to a  malfunction, the blimp is in distress.  Police spinners  begin to appear  on all sides of the blimp.     Intersperse wide shots of the blimp with medium shots from the POV of the cops  inside the spinners.  Simultaneously, we hear radio co mmunications amongst the  vehicles and dispatch describing the situation.                                 COP 1                   Shouldn't we be steering this thing                    away from the refineries?  Over.                                 DISPATCH                    That' s a negative, 234.  It’s already           operating on an emergency course correction           to the ocean.                                   COP 2                   Well, it sure as hell isn't working                    properly.  The damn thing's headed  right                    for the towers.  Over.                                 COP 3                   Somebody gonna notify the EPA?                                   COP 1                   The EP... what?     The blimp begins to lose altitude, power visibly fluctuates .                                 COP 2                    All right everyone, listen up!  No one's                   been paying attention.  According to the                    ESPER files, Shimato - Dominguez Corporation                   flies high on blimps supplie d by Hydrogen.                   Shit's just too damn cheap!                                 COP 3                   Dispatch, this is spinner 235, we're aborting                    to a safe distance.  Notify the refineries as well                    as any agency w ith an expertise in chemical/oil                    fires.  This thing's gonna go up like a 20th                   century space shuttle.  Over and out.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image3.emf]Cut to a shot of the towers belching flam es high into the electro statically   charged atmosphere as the doomed blimp approaches.  A bolt of lightning hits the  outer skeleton of the elaborate advertising blimp, and for a second, it appears  as if the charge w ill dissipate.     The POV then shifts to one of the policemen inside his spinner, watching from a  safe distance.  The explosion is instantaneous, creating a blinding flash and a  small shock wave which disrupts the spinner's hover.                                  COP 1                   Jesus Christ! (stunned)... 236, did                   you feel that!                                 COP 2                   The question is my friend, who didn't?     The camera reverses to a wide shot where the spinners and the spreading fi re  ignited by the intitial explosion can be seen from a seemingly safe distance.   Fade out when a thick blanket of toxic gases and smoke engulfs the screen.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image4.emf]EXT. MARS COLONY  -  NIGHT     Enter scene with a panoramic view high above the Mars Colony during a Martian  night.  There are numerous anti - gravitational vehicles moving people and cargo  between biosphere modules.  In the distance, evidence of a large mining  o peration can be seen.     Cut to a piggy back shot of a spinner coming into the Mars Colony from Earth.   Permission is granted for a landing, and we see the vehicle make its way into  the landing bay of the Martian Port Authority.       From a fixed ground shot n ext to the parked spinner, the camera focuses in on  the driver's hatch opening.  The camera stays on the man's waist and down.   Frame the man's boots, the bottom of his trench   coat, and a small briefcase  which he is holding with a firm grip.  Various instr uctions can be heard echoing  over a loudspeaker, and the man walks out of frame.       INT. DECKARD'S QUARTERS  -  LATE EVENING     Room is poorly lit.  Deckard is lying face down on his bed, clothes still on  from a night of drinking at the local miners' hangout.   He rolls over, and his  eyes open.  To the side of his bed on the nightstand is a picture of he and  Rachael.  He picks it up, stares at it, then sets it back on the table.       Cut to a close - up of the photo, as well as the urn sitting next to it.     Zoom - in to  the words engraved on the urn:                      Rachael  -  Her Light Shone So Very, Very                                     Brightly.     Deckard gets up and walks into the bathroom.       INT. HALLWAY  -  LATE EVENING       Moving shot of a man carrying a briefcase.   The man's face is not discernable in  the light.  He stops in front of Deckard's door, knocks loudly, sets down the  briefcase, and continues on down the hall.       INT. DECKARD'S QUARTERS  -  LATE EVENING     Deckard stumbles out of the bathroom half - dressed, lurch ing for his gun out of  instinct.  With his back to the wall next to the door, he hesitates.                                 DECKARD                   Who is it?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image5.emf]Deckard gets no response.                                 DECKARD                   State your business, or go away!     Not really expecting an answer, Deckard sticks his access card into the cont rol  panel next to the door and  flings the door open.  With his gun  drawn, no one is  there to receive a bullet.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Psst!  Deckard.  Deckard down here.                                 DECKARD                   (looking down, trigger finger still itchy)                   What the. ..?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Well, aren't you going to invite me in?                                 DECKARD                   (getting down on his haunches)                   Is this some kind of joke?                                 B RIEFCASE                   If that's the case, I'd say that I've                    been the butt of it.  Turn me around so                    you can see who you're talking to.     Cautiously, Deckard grabs the handle and spins the case around.  To his  surprise, t here is a liquid crystal video screen with the holographic image of  his old partner, Holden.                                 DECKARD                   Holden?  Is that you?  But I thought...                                 BRIEFCASE                   My body never m ade it out of that                    damn cryo - chamber,  b ut the LAPD found                    a use for me anyway... downloaded all                    my memories into this damn suitcase.                   I see a beautiful woman, but I don't                    ge t the urge no more.  I think maybe                    I made it to hell after all.                     Deckard rubs his eyes, hoping that maybe he's still asleep.                                 DECKARD           (mumbling)                      I must be losing my grip.                                  BRIEFCASE                   C'mon, partner, they've been doing this                    shit for years.  You can't be that out                    of touch.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image6.emf]                            DECKARD           (looking away)                      I don't know, I've  been on                    this rock since before Rachael                    died.  Now I'm talking to a suitcase.     Deckard is now sitting in the hallway leaning agains t the wall, perfectly  content with the idea of conversing with his ex - partner -   in - the - box.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Hey!  Snap out of it.  What happened                   to the old blade runner?                                 DEC KARD                   That person doesn't exist anymore.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Well, don't just sit there feeling                    sorry for yourself, pick me up and                    we'll talk inside.     Coming back to a sens e of reality, Deckard awkwardly gets to his feet.   He grabs the briefcase, looks around, and returns to his living quarters.       INT. DECKARD'S QUARTERS  -  LATE EVENING     Deckard takes a seat at what could be considered the kitchen table,   and he positions the b riefcase on the table so that he can continue the  conversation.                                 DECKARD                   (stroking his scruff with his hand)                   If  you really are Holden, then why 'd                     you let them do this ?                                   BRIEFCASE                   You saw me in the hospital.  That                   asshole Bryant had  me go  run                    the machine on new workers out at                    Tyrell Corporation.  I ca me back                    missing a chest  cavity.  You know how                    it goes, thousands of employees, lack                    of  security on the floor.  This fucking                      Leon  skin   job slips the same undetectable                    gun through Tyrell as he did when he                     jum ped the shuttle Off - World.   I couldn’t           exactly sign any release forms afterwards.                                  



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image7.emf]                            DECKARD                   You act like it just happened                    yesterday.                                 BRIEFCASE                   It'd be fresh in your mind, too,                    if your last real memory put                     you on life support.                                 DECKARD               (not buying it)                    I don't know.  What  use does                      the LAPD have for dead cops'                   memories.                                 BRIEFCASE                    Sometimes I wonder about you, Deckard.                                (pause)                   Not just any cops... blade runners.                                 DECKARD                   So we can all be replaced by replicants?                   I've heard i t all before, pal.  I've                    even had my doubts... but here I am, year                   after year, no four year lifespan!                                 BRIEFCASE                   You're not getting it, Deck... there are                    no more  human blade runners.     The words hit Deckard like a bullet from his own gun.  He fights the idea, but  somewhere deep inside he knows it to be true.                                 DECKARD                   What?                                 BRIEFCASE                    You've been away a long time, my friend.                   The only humans left are the guys calling                   the shots.  Gaff pulls the strings, and                    his puppets dance.                                 DECKARD                   But wha t about Bryant?                                   BRIEFCASE                   He's just a consultant.  I think                    they're just waiting for him to                    kick the bucket so they can use his                    memories for implants, too.      D eckard tries hard not to believe a single word, but finds it difficult to  r eject any of Holden's notions.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image8.emf]                            DECKARD                   You know, I don't really care all                    that much, anyway.  I cut a deal with                   the LAPD 14 years ago.  I wanted out,                   and I ended up here to get out.  Is                      this their way of trying to get me                    back?  Send me a briefcase stuffed with                    my dead partner?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Watch it.  I'm only technically dead.                    There's a fe w skin jobs  running around                    Earth with my memory implants I'll                    have you know.                                 DECKARD                    Yeah, and technically replicants  are                    illegal on Earth.                                  BRIEFCASE                   Not blade runners.     Deckard feels the anger begin to mount within.  He looks away through   his environment proof viewing window on the other side of the room.     From Deckard's POV, a huge mining facility can be seen in the  not so far off  distance.  Occasionally, a venting tower belches natural gases   into the atmosphere, much like over the refineries back on Earth.                                 DECKARD                   (turning back to the briefcase)                   Who brough t you here, and why?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Let's just say that a friend within                    the department doesn't want to see                    you die.                                 DECKARD                   (becoming mor e impatient)                   Who?... Gaff?  Bryant?  Who, damn it!?                   So help me, I'll toss you into the                    incinerator down the hall.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Go ahead, I'd just assume you did.                                  DECKARD           (after a pause)                    Then at least tell me why?                                 BRIEFCASE               (somewhat annoyed)                     Well, I was getting                    to th at before you lost your temper !      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image9.emf]                            DECKARD                   Okay, I'm listening.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Haven't you wondered why they really                    let you leave with that female replicant?                   Granted, what th e hell did Gaff care,                    right?                                 DECKARD                   He'd been looking for a promotion                   for longer than I could remember.                   At the time, he was probably glad                   to see  me go.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Not so, partner.  Gaff got his promotion                   long before you were ever assigned to                    those skin   jobs who tried to infiltrate                    Tyrell.  Long before I me t my Angel of                    Death, Leon Kowalski.                                 DECKARD                   I'm not following.                                 BRIEFCASE                   That's right, you weren't always the                    brightest star in the  galaxy.  Anyway,                   Gaff wasn't just glad to see you go, he                    orchestrated it.  Back then he was the                    LAPD's  liaison  in charge of relations                    with the Tyrell Corp.  The company and                     the police department have been in bed                    together ever since they started                     manufacturing replicants.  Still are to                    this day.                                 DECKARD                   Could you get to the point?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Right... well... you were their special                    project.     By now Deckard is pacing back and forth in his room.  He can feel the    anger begin to consume him once again.                                  DECKARD                   Special project!?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image10.emf]                            BRIEFCASE                   More like... prototype.                                 DECKARD                   For what, human/replicant couples?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Well, not exactly.  But that would                    be interesting.  Let me pose to you                    a hypothetical situation if I may.                                 DECKARD                   Shoot.                                 BRIEFCASE                   You're in a desert, walking along in                      the sand.  You look down and you see                    a tortoise, Deckard.  You reach down                    and flip the tortoise over on its back.                   The tortoise lays on its back, its belly                    baking in the h ot sun, beating its legs                   trying to turn itself over, but it can't;                   not without your help.  But your not                    helping.  Why is that, Deckard?     Insulted, Deckard sweeps his arm across the table, flinging the    talki ng briefcase into the wall.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image11.emf]EXT. LOS ANGELES. HIGH ABOVE CITYSCAPE  -  DAY     Wide shot over the oil refineries.  A billowing cloud of smoke has engulfed a  portion of the city as the chemical oil fire started by the blimp rages out of  control.     Cut to a shot of Gaff's police spinner comi ng into the city through the  industrial landscape.     Continue from the POV of Gaff inside the cockpit.  Radio transmissions can be  heard, and his interactive map suggests the best route to take back to the  police station.  Gaff makes a few obvious course ch anges, but disappears into  the smoke, anyway.     We see his vehicle emerge on the other side, and Gaff's spinner disappears out  of frame while the camera continues to focus on the chemical oil fire.     Pan down towards the ground where we see 4 to 5 monolithic al transport pads  hauling what appears to be giant fans (pads resemble those used to transport  space shuttles, but larger).  Once the fans are in place, which takes days, they  will direct wind currents to blow the toxic gases away from the city.  Return to   this on - going event throughout the picture.        INT. GAFF'S OFFICE  -  DAY     Gaff's office has a retro feel, yet exhibits many artifacts from a Latino  culture.  We get the sense that he is proud of that side of his heritage.  We  also see a number of old photo graphs, much like the kind found in Deckard's  apartment in the first film.     Enter Gaff.  No sooner does he take his gloves off than does the phone ring.  He  circles around to his desk, takes a seat, and then presses a button for speaker.                                  GAFF                   Gaff here (in cityspeak).                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                   In English.  I hate that cityspeak                   Crap… r eminds me of the bad old days.                                   GAFF                    Maybe if you'd used the VidPhone like                    everyone else, I could have hung up                    immediately.                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                   You know, Bryant really did make a                    mistake when he u pped you to the                    Blade Runner Unit.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image12.emf]                            GAFF                   Simply a matter of opinion.     There is an awkward moment of silence, and Gaff is already making a small paper  figure from a chewing gum wrapper on his desk.                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                    Did you make the delivery?                                 GAFF                   Is there smog in L.A.?                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                   Okay, so I take it he got the briefcase.                   Now what?                                  GAFF                   We wait until Holden convinces him to                    meet with you at Tyrell Corp.  After that                    it's easy.  LAPD gets your memory... I mean                    his memory, and he's out of your life.                                  ANONYMOUS CALLER                   Why can't we just retire him and be done                    with it.                                 GAFF                   Hey, you and Tyrell's niece were quite                    specific in your request to l et him                    leave Earth.  LAPD wants to make adjustments                   and put another Deckard back in the field.                   The process has to be done with the patient                   either alive or within minutes of death.                    We're not going to risk having the part                    that's valuable being blown to bits by a                    trigger happy bounty hunter.                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                   I don't know, maybe we should leave well                     enough alone and let him die in a mining                    accident or something?  Nexus 7 product                    lines will be up and running for those                    who can afford 'em, anyway.  Sarah's and mine                    are alrea dy waiting in their cryo genic  chambers.                                 GAFF                   Yeah, but Nexus 6's will still provide                    the labor pool.  The end result, Nexus 6's                    will continue to be illegal on Earth, and                     blade runners will still be needed to                    air 'em out.  LAPD wants what's inside                    Deckard's head.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image13.emf]                            ANONYMOUS CALLER                   But what if he doesn't go for it?                   I mean, he may be a replicant, but                   you can't take away those gut instincts.                   If I were him, I'd toss that damn                     briefcase into the nearest incinerator.                                 GAFF                   Well, then we go to Plan B.                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                   Which is what?                                 GAFF                    You track him, hunt him down, retire                   him, and bring back his head in a                    cryobox.                                   ANONYMOUS CALLER                   I haven't tracked a replicant in almost                   twenty years.                                                      GAFF                   That's why we want the replicant's                    memories.                  (he finishes the paper figure)                   Just hold tight until I contact you.                   This could all be o ver before they                    put out that oil fire.                                 ANONYMOUS CALLER                   How reassuring.                                 GAFF                   Have a better one.     Gaff hangs up, and then sets the small figure on his  desk.  A close - up   shot reveals that the  human stick figure is headless.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image14.emf]EXT. MARS COLONY  -  NIGHT     Display an all encompassing shot of the Mars Colony.       INT. MARS MINING OPERATION. GUARD STATION  -  NIGHT     Deckard is in the process of changing shifts with another security officer.  The  guard station is located at a multiple entr anceway to several different mine  shafts.  Replicants work around the clock to supply Earth and the outer colonies  with raw materials.  Deckard, as always, is wearing his trench   coat.  Although  he is licensed to kill replicants, he is only considered a sec urity guard on  Mars.                                 SECURITY GUARD 2                   Any problems today?                                 DECKARD                   I had more excitement last night                   talking to a briefcase in my quarters.                                  SECURITY GUARD 2                   Hey, I know the feeling.  Tell me                    something.  How is it that you've never                   had to retire a replicant out here?                   Most the other guys have had to kill                     at least 3 or 4, but you, none.  Why                    is that, Deckard?                                 DECKARD                   Just lucky, I guess.  Maybe it's the                    shift?  They go on a meal break soon.                   Too worried abou t putting something                    in their gut, I guess.                                 SECURITY GUARD 2                   Yeah, I know guys like you, Deckard.                   Never shot a one in your life.     Deckard chuckles to himself and thinks of somethi ng Bryant once told Gaff.                   "You could learn from this guy, Gaff,                    he's a Goddamn one man slaughterhouse,                    that's what he is."                                 DECKARD                   (looking directly into the gua rd's eyes)                   And I'd like to keep it that way.     As Deckard turns to leave, one of the replicants from behind the gateway yells  in his direction.        



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image15.emf]                            REPLICANT                   Hey, Deckard!  Where you headed, buddy!?                   Shouldn't you be joining the rest of                    us in here?  It's where you belong you                    know!                                  DECKARD                   (he walks back to the gate so he                    doesn't have to have a shouting match)                   Why don't you go back to work, Roy.                                 REPLICANT                   My name's not Roy... Deckard!                                  DECKARD                   Maybe so, but you remind me of a Roy                    I once knew.  So why don't you go                    back to work... Roy!     Deckard pulls his weapon and takes aim at his subject.                                  REPLICANT                   Looks like I touched a nerve.  Wouldn't                    you say, Deckard?                                   DECKARD                   This is your chance to find out, Roy.                   Open the gate!                   (signaling to  the other guard)                                 SECURITY GUARD 2                   You know I can't do that.                                 DECKARD                   You can and you will, cause I'm                    not asking.     Deckard seems to have been driven o ver the edge given his current state of mind.   The other guard senses it, and submits to his request.                                 SECURITY GUARD 2                   This isn't a good idea, Deck.  Think                    about what you're doing.                                  DECKARD                   I'm gonna give Roy over here a chance                    at freedom.  He's stronger and faster,                    but I got the weapon, and so do you.                                   SECURITY GUARD 2                   This  is lunacy!      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image16.emf]                            REPLICANT                   Whooo!... I misjudged you, Deckard.                   I like the way you play.     As soon as the gate is opened, the replicant clips past Deckard, knocking the  former blade runner off his feet.  Deckard man ages to    fire off a round which lodges into the durasteel ceiling.  The other   security guard hesitates, and the replicant slips behind him snapping his neck.   Deckard is able to regain composure on the ground.  Before the replicant can get  back to finish h im off, Deckard fires off another round.  This time the direct  hit blows a hole right through the replicant's chest.  Deckard is instantly  reminded of the horrible execution of Pris those many years ago.                                   VOICE - OVER                                (optional)                   I hadn't retired a replicant in over                    14 years.  It was like I was possessed                   by an instinct I couldn't control.                   For once, I truly understood what it was                    to live in fear.     The local Mars authorities arrive on the scene, and it is logged as    a routine retirement of a replicant, despite the video record.  Deckard's deal  with the LAPD years earlier granted him immunity from any wrong - doing in the  Off - Wor ld colonies.                                 DETECTIVE 1                   Consider the video record lost, Mr.                   Deckard.  This damn skin   job's been                    looking for the right opportunity                   to get killed for some time.                                   DECKARD                   That doesn't make me feel any better                   about Stan.     They both look down at the dead security officer.                                 DETECTIVE 1                   Poor stiff, should have drawn  his                    gun a little sooner.  Anyway...                   why don't you take a week or so,                   let this blow over.     Deckard gives the man a nod, then makes his way out of the mining facility.  He  boards a monorail, and we see Deckard  slumped over    in his seat while looking out the window.     Shots of a dark Martian landscape and the artificial lighting of the    entire colony provide the backdrop for Deckard's thoughts.  We see the transport  pull into the colony  station, and Deckard gets  off.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image17.emf]INT. DECKARD'S QUARTERS  -  NIGHT     Enter Deckard.  He takes off his trench   coat and tosses it on the floor.  The  briefcase is on the floor next to the wall where he flung it the night before.   He hasn't conversed with it since.  The briefcase keeps talking t o him, however.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Bad day at work?  Someone piss you                   off?  Maybe another replicant?                   (pauses for a response)                   Yeah, I thought as much.  In fact,                    I knew it was going to happen.                   It was a test, designed... to                    provoke an emotional response.                   Ever hear that phrase before?                     Probably went over it a thousand                    times in your  head, right?                   Am I right, Deckard?                                 DECKARD                   (feeling complacent, he sits down)                   You're right, Holden, at least a                    thousand times.                                 BRIEFC ASE                   Ahaaa... he speaks once again.                    Maybe you've come to the realization                   that what I say is true, that maybe                    your old buddy really is somewhere                    in this suitcase.                                    DECKARD                   All I know is that I feel tired.                   I shot a man today, but it was like                    another person took control of my                    actions.  I felt the anger, but it                    wasn't m e who pulled the trigger.                                 BRIEFCASE                   That's right, old partner.  Because                    you are a replicant, with implanted                   memories and instincts.  You're Rick                    Deckard, Blade R unner.                                   DECKARD                   I told you that person doesn't exist                   anymore.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Curious that you say you shot a man.                   Not  at all.  That was a  replicant.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image18.emf]                            DECKARD                   How do you know so much about it,                    anyway?                                 BRIEFCASE                   You were set up, plain and simple.                   That replicant was due to expire,                     anyway.  They tweaked him to get a                    rise out of you, that's all.                                 DECKARD                   Who did?                                 BRIEFCASE                   I imagine you could find out if                     you looked inside of me... rather,                   if you looked inside the briefcase.     Aside from the machinery, there is space within the small briefcase for light  documents and peripherals.  When Deckard opens the case, he finds a prepaid  monetary ca rd for purchasing a flight back to Earth.  When he docks at the space  station, there is also a modified spinner rental awaiting him with reentry  capability.  An approved passport and a guest security access card to the Tyrell  Corporation are also included.   Aside from these materials, there is a button.                                 DECKARD                   You expect me to push this button?                                 BRIEFCASE                   We've had plenty of chances to kill                   you, Deckard .  Push the button, then                    watch the screen on the front.     Deckard does as Holden tells him, closes the case, and awaits for his    message on the holographic screen.  The camera focuses in on the image which  comes alive on the screen.                                  SCREEN                   If you're listening to this, then                    it probably looks like you're looking                    into a mirror.  Of course, I have                    probably aged more than you have.                     Th e designers say that your aging                    will level off after about 20 years                    from your incept date.  Whether you've                    accepted it or not, you are a prototype                    of the Nexus 7 product line.  They used                    me, Rick Deckard, as a model for your                    existence.  We were switched in 2016.                   Essentially, you've been a blade runner                   ever since.  Now I know that you're                                                  technically a security guard, but you're                                             still licensed to kill replicants.  They                                             wanted to see if you could pass for a human.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image19.emf]Flashback to a conversation with Dr. Tyrell:                                 DECKARD                   Suspect?  How can it not know what                   it is?                                 TYRELL                   Commerce... is our goal here at                     Tyrell, "More Human Than Human,"                   is our motto.     Deckard is now absorbed in the recording, hanging on almost every word.                                 SCREEN                   Shortly, a contract will be put out                   on your life.   The LAPD wanted you                    eliminated as soon as the Tyrell Corp.                   determined that you were a success.                     The last thing they need out in the                    field is a state - of - the - art replicant                   who  has the skills of a blade runner,                   classified knowledge, and has feelings                   for other replicants.  Sarah Tyrell,                    who is the heir to the company, however,                   wants to offer you immunity.  We can                     then study your success in more depth,                   and you would have a comfortable life                     here on Earth.  The problem is, a deal                   can't be made until you are physically                    back here at Tyrell  Corp.  Tyrell has                   prearranged everything for you, but you                    must act before it's too late.     The screen goes blank and the image of Holden returns.                                 BRIEFCASE                   I know you're unsure,  partner, but you                    can't stay here much longer.  Right now,                   you're just going to have to trust the                    real you.                                 DECKARD                    And who would that be?                                  BRIEFCASE                   Look, it's a perfect time to go.  Back                    in L.A. there's a huge chemical oil fire                   raging out of control over the refineries.                   Public enforcement agencies are stretched                     thin.  Tyrell has given you clearance.  The                    Port  Authority won't be suspicious.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image20.emf]Deckard cleans up, grabs his gun, security materials, and the briefcase.  Just  as he is about to leave, he glances over to the table with the urn and the  photo.  He pauses, then hurriedly approaches the end table, grabs the two items,  then exits the room.       INT. END OF HALLWAY  -  BEFORE DUSK     Deckard is standing in front of the incinerator, clutching the urn and the photo  while the briefcase patiently waits on the ground beside him.  Deckard puts the  urn to his lips, and he is visibly moved to tears.  He the n opens the  incinerator, and tosses them in.                                 DECKARD                   I'm sorry Rachael... I'm sorry.     Deckard then picks up the briefcase, and exits the frame while the    camera focuses tightly on the words inscribed on the urn:                     Rachael  -  Her Light Shone So Very, Very                                    Brightly.       EXT. MARTIAN PORT AUTHORITY  -  BEFORE DUSK     Deckard gets on a space plane headed for the Earth Orbiting Space Station.  We  see the space plane take off, w ith interspersed shots from inside the plane  where Deckard is staring out the window.  It's hard for him to hide his pain, so  he just closes his eyes tight.     The scene ends with a shot of the plane entering Space, and Mars is in the  background.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image21.emf]                              ACT II       EXT. EARTH ORBITING SPACE STATION  -  DAYLIGHT ORBIT     The camera takes in the odd beauty of the space station, with the Earth as its  canvas in the background.  The space plane from Mars enters the frame and we see  that  it is on a direct course to dock.     Subsequent shots follow the space plane into the labyrinth of docking ports and  tunnels.  Intersperse shots from the cockpit which show landing sequence and  communications with traffic controllers.       Briefly show final p art of docking sequence where the space plane is vacuum  sealed to the landing platform.       INT. SPACE PLANE  -  DAYLIGHT ORBIT     Some people are still co ming out of a drug induced mini  hyper - sleep.  Flight  attendants are wandering around with smelling salts to  revive those who haven't  already awakened.  Installed in the back of every passenger seat is a liquid  crystal hol ographic screen.  Deckard half  attentively listens to the flight  representative describe the rules for disembarking.                                  REPRESENTATIVE                   As you may have noticed, gravity has                    been restored.  Now that you are within                    the confines of the Earth Orbiting Space                    Station, you are under the influence of                     an artificially created Gravity Sphere.                   This is achieved through the successful                    adaptation of the Earth's Magnetic Field                   to the calculated synchronization of                    the station's own concentri c movement.     Soon, the little speech loses Deckard's attention.  He glances over to the  vacant seat next to him, only to be staring into the face of Holden's  holographic image.                                 BRIEFCASE                   She's kind of cute don't  you think?                                 DECKARD                   Who?                                 BRIEFCASE                   The representative... the girl on the                    screen... the image of technology in all                    its splendor.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image22.emf]                            DECKARD                   Oh... yeah.  Maybe I could plug you                    into her external expansion port and                    you two could, you know, enjoy a little                    time in private.                                  BRIEFCASE                   Partner, if I didn't see the Esper                    files myself, I'd swear you were the                    one and only original.                                 DECKARD                   Whose to say I'm really not.                                  BRIEFCASE                   It's all right, Deckard.  Don't                    pay no mind to what they say.                     Denial truly is the first step                    to self discovery.     Deckard fights the urge to disassemble the charme r, but thinks better   of the idea.                                 VOICE - OVER                               (Optional)                   Holden's words were precise and                    calculated.  Though I knew who I                    was, I was no longer confide nt that                    I was truly human.  Bryant had always                   told me that the Devil was in the                    details.  Over the years, the little                   things I had written off as coincidence,                   had begun to con sume my thoughts.                      When I had retired those last Nexus 6's                   for the LAPD, Gaff had been there.                     Wherever I was, he was not far behind,                   almost waiting to step in, to take over.                    And now that I think about it, it was                    Gaff who had returned my gun to me after                   that exhausting encounter with Roy.  At                   the time, I was too tired to even give                    a shit.                                  DECKARD               (annoyed)                      Let's play the quiet game.                     Shall we?     Deckard gets himself together, picks up the briefcase, and proceeds    to exit the space plane.  Not unlike the cities on Earth, the space station  se ems so densely populated, that at times, it's hard to breath.  Nevertheless,  Deckard is oblivious.  He makes his way to the Enforcement module, hoping to  have little trouble attaining a personal spinner to the surface.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image23.emf]INT. EARTH ORBITING SPACE STATION  -  DAYLIGHT ORBIT     Deckard is riding a belt - driven people mover down one of the main corridors.   Noises, advertisements, safety warnings, and garbled communications are abuzz  all around him.  Like the others, however, Decka rd is used to being packed like  a sardine with other people.     As he exits the people mover, Deckard grabs a passing cop to find the easiest  way to the Enforcement module.                                 DECKARD                   Excuse me, what's the quickest w ay to                    the Enforcement module?     The cop looks at Deckard with disdain.  Although Deckard is only loosely  grabbing his arm, the cop is poised to assault him.                                 STATION COP                   If you know what's good fo r you, I'd                    advise you to remove your hand from my                   arm ASAP, and kindly identify yourself.                                 DECKARD                   (he  releases his light grip)                   I, I apologize.  Deckard, Blade Run ner,                   26354.     The cop checks the number against files on a hand held police records scanner.                                 STATION COP                   Says here your inactive on Earth.                                 DECKARD                   Inac tive Reserves.  Once a cop always                   a cop.                                 STATION COP                    ( letting down his guard)                   You got that right... If you're not                     a  cop, your little people.                                  DECKARD                   My captain used to threaten me with                    that line.     The two share courtesy laughs.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image24.emf]                            STATION COP                   What was it you were looking for                    again?                                 DECKARD                   Enforcement module?                                 STATION COP                     Oh yeah, you  could keep going through                   the main corridor, but its easier to                    go the back way through the On - duty                   Officers' Terminal over there.  Follow                     the red line right into the receptionist                    area.  That's the Enforcement module.                                 DECKARD                   Hey thanks, I really appreciate it.                                 STATION COP                   No problem.  Glad I could be of assistance.                   (pause )                   Oh, and if you're carrying your weapon, make                    sure your inhibitor's on.  Otherwise,                     they'll be all over you like a skin   job                    in the Pentagon.                                   DECKARD                    Got it.  You have a better one.                                 STATION COP                   You, too.     Deckard goe s through the entrance marked, “For Official Use Only,”   and proceeds to follow the red line.  The hallway has a steady    flow of police of ficers and station officials, but the traffic is    nothing compared to the rest of the station.  The briefcase decides    to say a few words.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Wow!  Deckard, I have to admit, you                    are smoot h.  The old Rick D. would                    have gotten his information by being                    a prick.                                 DECKARD                   (not looking down, talking low)                   Well, there's a time and a place for                     everything.  You can't always be                    a hard ass.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Yeah but...      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image25.emf]                            DECKARD                   Shhh!!!  Could we discuss this later?                   More like, once we're inside the                    private spinner.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Okay, I'm quiet.  Right now.     The camera pulls back, and Deckard gets lost rounding a corner.       EXT. LOS ANGELES. ABOARD MOVING PLATFORM  -  NOON     The oil fires continue to burn.  The automated platforms hauling    the giant fans are being moved into position via remote control.  The gia nt fans  will remove a great deal of the toxic fumes from continuing to settle over the  city.  The fires themselves will be allowed to burn themselves out as the  refinery companies have isolated the area, rerouting fossil fuels to other  functioning portions  of the vast industrial complex.  Two workers with  environmental suits are riding the lead platform, breathing through a  combination of air tanks and air filters.  Outdated labor union laws require a  human presence aboard the massive movers.  The workers a re doing nothing more  than talking shop through two way radios, doing menial tasks.                                  WORKER 1                   How much longer do you think it's                    going to take?                                 WORKER 2                    Who cares?  The way I see it, the                    longer the better.                                 WORKER 1                   Another day, another dollar, brother.                   C'mon, wipe that last light fixture,                    and lets go back insi de the relay                    tower.  Besides, I'm starving.                                 WORKER 2                   I brought soup noodles.                                 WORKER 1                   What a coincidence, me too.                                 WORKER  2                   The Noodle Bar, 1st Sector, Chinatown?                                 WORKER 1                   Is there any other?     The camera pulls back, the voices fade, and the shot fades to black.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image26.emf]INT. EARTH ORBITING SPACE STATION. ENFORCEMENT MODULE  -  DAYLIGHT ORBIT     Deckard approaches the reception area where he addresses the on - duty  administrator.  He tosses his passport up onto the reception counter.                                 ADMINISTRATOR                    State your name, number, and business.                                 DECKARD                   Rick Deckard, Blade Runner, 26354.                   I have clearance to commandeer a spinner                   to the surface.                                  ADMINISTRATOR                   (face showing little concern)                   Please roll your index finger over                   the identification pad.     Deckard follows the procedure.  After some careful consideration,   the administrator decides that the  man from the passport, in front of him, and  the one accessed from Esper files are all one in the same.                                 DECKARD                   Did I pass the test?                                 ADMINISTRATOR                   Your vehicle is numb er 051.  Simply                    roll your index finger over the                     identification pad on the driver's side                    door and she's yours.                                 DECKARD                   Aren't you going to give me any                     instructions?                                 ADMINISTRATOR                   (pointing to his right)                   Just enter the Enforcement Vehicle Bay                   over there, get in your vehicle, strap                    yourself in, and wait fo r the programmed                   launching sequence to begin.  You should                    be out of the airlock in roughly 20                    minutes.  Personal transports leave this                    docking bay every 5 minutes in groups                     of 5.                                 DECKARD                   But what about after reentry?                                 ADMINISTRATOR                   We don't hold hands here, Mr. Deckard.                   I'd say that you're on your own.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image27.emf]Deckard smiles instead of giving in to an urge to crack the administrator over  the head with the butt of his gun.  He enters the vehicle bay, finds the  spinner, and does the fingerprint identification.     The driver's hatch opens, he enters the vehicle, and  gets settled in.   He even straps the briefcase into the passenger seat.       INT. DECKARD'S SPINNER  -  DAYLIGHT ORBIT                                 BRIEFCASE                   Why, thank you, Deckard.  You sure                    are cordial today.  To think that                     your the same person who flung me                     into a wall back on Mars Colony.                                 DECKARD                   Quit the chit chat 'til we're over                    Los Angeles Air Space.                                  BRIEFCASE                   And if I don't?                                 DECKARD                   Then Holden's little case of bad                    memories gets ejected during reentry.                                 BRIEFCASE                   At least I'd go o ut in a blaze of                    glory.                   (pause)                   For crying out loud, Deckard, lighten                    up.  At least I still have my sense                    of humor.                                 DECKARD                   We c an laugh it up later.  Right now                    I want to get back down to Earth as                     soon as possible.                                 BRIEFCASE                   All right, I'll go into energy reserve                    mode or something.                                  DECKARD                   That'd be great.     Once Deckard himself is strapped in, the on - board computer starts calling out  automatic procedures for the benefit of the passenger.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image28.emf]                            COMPUTER                   The vehicle has been sealed,                    pressurized, and oxygenated in                    preparation for reentry.  Current                    oxygen levels will sustain respiration                   for  approximately 2 hours.     Minutes later, the spinner moves into position inside the airlock.  Four other  vehicles are in position as well.  The vehicle bay door slowly closes behind  them.  For a moment, the airlock is completely self - contained.                                  COMPUTER                   Please make sure to fasten your                     restraining belts.  The airlock                    will open in T  -  10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5,                    4, 3, 2, 1, and engage launch sequence.     Deckard looks around  as the airlock hatch opens up to the vacuum of Space.  One  by one, the vehicles thrust into the corridor.  Deckard is a little uneasy about  reentry, but appears to be calm, nonetheless.   Once free and clear of the Earth Orbiting Space Station, Deckard's spi nner  breaks off from the others.                                 COMPUTER                   Reentry is a turbulent and stressful                                                 process.  Be advised that if you black                    out and cannot be revived, this  vehicle                    will automatically land at the Los Angeles                    Police Station.                                 DECKARD                   (speaking to himself)                   Well, that's a relief.                                 COMPUTER                    The vehicle will begin entering the                    outer atmospheric layers in T  -  10,                   9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, 0.  The                    process of reentry has now begun.     Deckard's view reveals that the heat shield is wor king properly.  Super - heated  gases make their way around the vehicle as the shield absorbs the rest of the  friction.  During the peak of reentry, Deckard   keeps his eyes open, but he braces himself firmly with the safety grips  provided.  Eventually, the rid e smooths over, and the danger of burning up  during reentry is over.       EXT. EARTH ATMOSPHERE  -  DAY     Cut to a wide shot of the spinner over a large and thick cloud basin.  The glow  of the red hot heat shield almost reflects off the clouds.  In moments, the  flight course takes the vehicle into the clouds.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image29.emf]                            COMPUTER                   You are now entering Los Angeles                   Air Space.  Visibility is low due                    to a current refinery chemical oil                    fire.  Once the vehicle is clear of                     the upper cloud basin, you may take                    manual control.                                  DECKARD               (jokingly)                      But I don't know how                    to fly.                                 COMPUTER                   Rick Dec kard, Blade Runner, 26354.                   You have extensive knowledge in the                    operation and use of internal lift                    vehicles.  Do you wish to take manual                    control?                                 DECKARD                    (realizing the vanity of the exchange)                   Yes computer, I will take manual control.     He puts on the head set and waits for the spinner to come out of the    clouds.  When he does break through and regain manual control, the visibility  i sn't all that great.  However, the intense glow from the    light beacons atop the Tyrell Corporation's pyramids can still be seen.  He gets  clearance from the navigational computer, and floats into Los Angeles through  the industrial landscape.                                  BRIEFCASE                   How about that little ride, Deck.                   Whew... for a moment there, I thought                    we were Spam in a can.  Yes, indeed.                                 DECKARD                   I was hoping maybe  you'd short                    circuit or something.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Not this case, partner.  Nope, these                   things are designed to withstand a                    nuclear war.                                 DEC KARD                   Maybe that's what this place needs.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Wouldn't that be over the top?  The                    only survivors being minds trapped                    insid e of indestructible briefcases?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image30.emf]                            DECKARD                   Don't get too caught up in the                    thought, my friend.  If it was                    going to happen, it would have                    already.                                   BRIEFCASE                    Ahhh... I was just pulling your                   leg, anyway.  I'm not all that                    durable, really.  Chances are                    that I'm not even waterproof.                                 DECKARD                   Well, it's comforting to  know that                    you would have burned up in that                    incinerator back on Mars.                                   BRIEFCASE                   Speak for yourself.     The spinner is now high above the most inner parts of the city.  Although  many  things remain the same, there are still others which weren't part of the city 14  years ago.  Even so, the city is familiar, and Deckard feels an almost odd sense  of nostalgia.                                 VOICE - OVER                               (option al)                   When I was volunteered for that                    last assignment in 2019, I had been                    quit.  I was twice as quit after                    listening to Bryant try and butter                    me up.  Nevertheless, I hooked i n once                   more thinking that if I couldn't take                                                   it, I'd split later.  With the way things                    were going, I'd soon be three times as quit.                   Whatever Tyrell or the LAPD h ad on the table,                   chances were that I had to be ready                    to split now, and forget later.     Have random shots of the the pyramids.   Try different approach angles  while  keeping Deckard's spinner somewhere in the frame.     As Deckard  gets closer, he runs the access card which he got from the briefcase  through the vehicle's scanner.  Shortly thereafter, Deckard is given clearance  to land.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Interplanetary travel should be this                     easy.  I can't believe we made it here                    with such little hassle.       Deckard swoops down onto a small runway, and steers the spinner i nto the  designated access port.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image31.emf]INT. ACCESS PORT. TYRELL CORPORATION  -  AFTERNOON     Still inside the vehicle.                                 DECKARD                   You're not supposed to make it                    hard to go inside... only to leave.                                 BRIEFCASE                    You know that leaving is no longer                   an option, don't you, Deck?                                 DECKARD                   I like to keep my options open,                    Holden, or whoever you are.                                 BRIEFC ASE                   I know who I am, but do you                    know who you are?                                 DECKARD                   I still have a pretty good idea.                                 BRIEFCASE.                   Well, since your still in denia l, you                    shouldn't have a problem inside.                     Everyone's going to think that you're                   Rick Deckard, the guy married to                    Sarah Tyrell.                                 DECKARD                   Dr. Tyrell 's niece?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Yeah, so if you run into her, make                    sure you don't fall to pieces.  She                    was the model for the Rachael prototype.                   You remember her, don't you,  Deckard?                                 DECKARD                   (after a short pause)                   I remember... I remember.                                 BRIEFCASE                   (trying to change the subject)                   So get going.  Go meet the o lder                   twin you never knew you had.  And                    try not to get too close to anyone.                   No grippin' and  grinnin', just                    waves and goodbyes.                                 DECKARD                   Aren't you  coming?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image32.emf]                            BRIEFCASE                   I did my part.  I think I'll                    just wait here until they come                    take me back to the station.     Deckard feels reluctant to leave his partner, but he reminds himself that the  real Holden is dead.  This box full of wires and memories in front of him is  simply synthetic.  There's no real emotion there, just a hoax, and nothing more.       Deckard exits the spinner, walks over and slides his access card into the  building entrance, an d he enters the building.  His gun does not set off any  alarms.  As soon as he is inside, a shorter non - descript looking man rushes over  to escort him.       INT. TYRELL CORPORATION  -  AFTERNOON                                 ESCORT                   Good afternoon , Mr. Deckard.  Can                    I get your trenchcoat for you?                                 DECKARD                   (trying not to sound nervous)                   Uh, no, that won't be necessary.                   But could you escort me to my                    office?                                 ESCORT                   (somewhat confused)                   But what about your important                    meeting today?  Shouldn't you                    be going to your conference room?                                  DECKARD                   Oh... I almost forgot.  Yeah, let's                    go there.     The escort stops, expecting Deckard to continue on without him.  To the man's  surprise, Deckard waits for him to start walking again.                                 ES CORT                   (feeling a little awkward)                   You want me to walk you to your                   conference room?                                 DECKARD                   (looking intensely at the little man)                   Listen, little man,  I've had a rough                    couple of days here.  I'm a tad bit                    disoriented, so I could sure use your                   help this afternoon.  Now take me to the                    conference room sometime today.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image33.emf]                            ESCORT                   But...?                                 DECKARD                   (impatient to the point of implosion)                   Beat your feet, shorty!     Deckard pops the man in the back of the head with an open palm to  emphasize his  order.  The escort responds quickly.                                 ESCORT                   Yes, Mr. Deckard.     The conference room is only a few steps away, but Deckard does not let it show  that he feels like an ass.                                  DECKARD                   Thanks, that'll be all.       INT. CONFERENCE ROOM  -  AFTERNOON     Deckard enters the room, happy to find out that it is empty.  Sure, somebody's  watching, but at least he has time to collect his thoughts.     Deckard plops down in one of t he reclining conference chairs, and kicks his feet  up onto the table.  For a moment, it feels almost natural.       EXT. SITE OF THE CHEMICAL OIL FIRE  -  AFTERNOON     One of the platforms has been put into place.  Cranes are lifting the end  connector of a large e lectrical cable.  The immense cable is being jockeyed into  position so that it can be mated to the platform.       Cut to a top - down aerial shot of the site where the other platforms are still  days away from being put into the proper position.  Fade out.       IN T. CONFERENCE ROOM  -  EVENING     Deckard has fallen asleep in the reclining chair.  When he awakens, there is a  man sitting across the table from him.  The man looks like him, only older.   Deckard just sits there and stares, unable to put into any words the t orment he  feels within.  He knew that Holden spoke the truth, but he still stares in  disbelief.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Is it so hard to accept?  So hard to                    b elieve what you see before you?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image34.emf]Deckard puts his feet back down on the ground, and he sits upright in the chair.   After regaining his composure, he is finally able speak.                                 DECKARD                   Why?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    Why not?                                 DECKARD                   Well, how can I be sure?  Maybe                    you're just my long lost twin                    brother?     The Human Deckard tosses a file onto the table, and it slides over to Deckard.   Deckard  hesitates, then opens the file with his name on it.   Within the file is detailed information of the Nexus 7 prototype, contracts  signed by the Human Deckard, the LAPD, and Tyrell.                                   HUMAN DECKARD                   It's amazing tha t even now you                    cling onto the thought that you                    are human.  You're a tribute to the                    late Dr. Eldon Tyrell.  Not in his                    wildest dreams would he have believed                    that a replican t could be as                     undetectable as you have.  You're                    a success, Deckard, a complete success.     No longer sure how to even respond, Deckard slumps back in his chair, accepting  the truth.  As a replicant, he is quick to adapt, qu ick to overcome adversity.   When faced with undeniable truth, he is also quick to accept.                                 DECKARD                   (still slumped over)                   Now that I'm here, what is it                    you want with me.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   I want us to reunite.  I want us                    to become one being again.  Take                    your new memories along with mine                   and merge them into something no                    one has  ever had before.                                 DECKARD                   Which is what?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    Parallel memories.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image35.emf]                            DECKARD                   Parallel what?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Don't you see?  For each day that                    has passed since 2016, we each have                   individual memories, differ ent from                    the ones we share.  Now, we could                     share two different experiences                    from the same day, and have the                     processing power of one brain to fully                    enjoy them.                                    DECKARD                   (intrigued and repulsed at the same time)                   But our bodies are already encoded and                    sequenced.  Neither one of us could                    receive such information.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   No, but a new Nexus 7 could.                     (he pauses to let the info sink in)                   Come with me, I want to show you                    something.       INT. PERSONAL CRYOCHAMBER LAB  -  EVENING     Deckard follo ws his original into the room.  There, i n one of the cryochambers  is a new  Nexus 7 Rick Deckard.  Next to his is a cryochamber for the Nexus 7  Sarah Tyrell.  All Deckard sees, however, is his beloved Rachael.  He approaches  the chamber and puts his hands o n the glass.                                 DECKARD                   Rachael...?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Isn't she just beautiful?                                 DECKARD                     Yes... she is.  The most beautiful                     thing I've ever laid eyes on.     Sarah Tyrell enters the room almost unnoticed.  She puts a comforting hand on  Deckard's shoulder.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   You could be with her again you know.                   Wi th yours and my husband's consciousness                   blended together in one mind, you could                    once again make love to the woman you                    only had for such a sh ort time.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image36.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   Think of it, Deckard, you've come                    too far to turn back now.  I'm a                    part of you.  How fitting that you                    be a part of me in this fresh new                    body.  Together, we could become                    something bigger than the both of                    us.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   Fill the emptiness, Deckard.  Fill                    that hole which exists at the core                    of your soul.  Forget the past, this                    is your future.     He turns to Sarah, seeking her embrace, seeking her touch, seeking his Rachael.   She is all too quick to hold him, to embrace him, to let him drift away from  reality.  A s the Human Deckard looks on, the synthetic Deckard cries like a baby  in Sarah's arms.  Still embracing, Deckard finally opens his eyes.  Over Sarah's  shoulder, he sees a silhouette of a man in the doorway carrying a briefcase.  He  instantly recognizes the  character as Gaff.  Deckard's mood changes, and he is  curious to see Gaff after all these years.                                 DECKARD                   Gaff... it's been a long time.                   I see you've found Holden.                                 Ga ff                   Hoi.     Deckard notices that the briefcase is a different color, and he turns back to  the Human Deckard so as not to reveal his suspect.                                 DECKARD                   Will I remember my life with Rachael?                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   Not only that, but it will be as if she                    never left.  Rick Deckard will become                    something more than just you or I.  He                    will become something closer to immortal .                   A Nexus 7 can live far beyond the years                    of any human.                                 VOICE - OVER                               (optional)                   I didn't know how much of Holden's                   information was desig ned to get me                    here, but I was now positive that                    there were no longer any more human                    blade runners.  Though I wanted    -   cont  –      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image37.emf]                            VOICE - OVER                                 -  cont  -                   desperately to become part of the                    fantasy which was being laid before                    me, I was sure that the briefcase                   which Gaf f was carrying was not Holden.                   If I didn't act soon, I was going to                    be that suitcase.                                 DECKARD                   (turning back to Gaff)                   What would Bryant think of all                     this?                                 Gaff                   (this time in English)                   Bryant would just have you retired.     Deckard tries to lure Gaff further into the room, knowing that Gaff is purposely  blocking the door.                                  DECKARD                   How about you, Gaff?  Wouldn't                    you just have me retired?  After                    all, I'm just another replicant,                    right?                                 GAFF                   Yes... and you were  an experiment,                    nothing more.                                 DECKARD                   And you've all determined me to                    be a success, am I correct?     Deckard is visibly beginning to show signs of hostility.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   A complete success.                                 DECKARD                   Why not put me back in the field?                                 GAFF                   Because your heart's not in it,                    rep.                                  DECKARD                   I don't know, I think I got a taste                    for blood back on Mars.  Why not                    j ust reinstate me here on Earth?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image38.emf]                            GAFF                   Because you know what you are!     By now the tension is extremely high.  Within seconds, all except for    Sarah has a gun drawn.  Deckard, however, has the upper hand.  He is behind  Sarah Tyrell with his gun dr awn to her head.  The Human Deckard is quite  enraged.  Had his wife not been blocking the shot, he would have unloaded his  weapon into the replicant who would be Deckard.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Give it up, friend, escape  is not an                    option.                                 DECKARD                   Don't be so sure, human.  Leon Kowalski                   got in here with a gun, shot a police                    officer, and left the building unnoticed.                    I'd imagine I could do the same.                                 GAFF                   Maybe?  But I'd say the odds are in our                   favor this time.     Deckard tightens his grip on Sarah, and he focuses his attention on Gaff.                                  DECKARD                   You know, Gaff, I expected a little bit                   more of you.  No one accounted for my                    weapons when I arrived.  LAPD doesn't                    seem to take  creede nce in learning from                    its  past mistakes.                                 GAFF                   We knew you'd have your gun, but                    we didn't want you to be suspicious.                                 DECKARD                   (turning to the Human Deckard)                   Do  you know what an EMSDD is?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (looking at Gaff for assurance)                   Sure, it's an electro - magnetic sensory                   deprivation device.  Small, hard to detect,                    and ea sy to use.  When detonated, it could                    knock its victims unconscious for several                   hours.                                 DECKARD                   Very Good.  It could also affect everyone                    in a small building, or i n this case,                     several floors.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image39.emf]                            GAFF                   (feeling a bit uneasy)                   But he would be stupid to use                   it in this case because he would                    be knocked out as well.                                 DECKARD                    True, but a replicant might wake                    sooner than a slow, poorly constructed                   human.     They all look down at the floor where a small device has appeared, close to  Deckard's leg.  Sarah gasps.                                   HUM AN DECKARD                   God... Damn!  Why didn't I think of that!     The device goes off, eyes roll back into heads, and everyone drops.       INT. TYRELL CORP. SURROUNDING FLOORS  -  EVENING     The 5 floors beneath the top floor are affected as well.  Every biol ogical thing  on those floors loses consciousness.     Cut to random shots of employees passed out throughout the affected areas.     Treating the detonation as a terrorist threat, the automatic security system  locks down the area.                                 PA  SYSTEM                   Warning!  The upper 5 floors have been                    quarantined until further notice.  Duties                    in these areas will have to be rescheduled.                   There will be no access to these areas until                     further notice.  This is an internal                     security quarantine.                                 (repeat)       INT. PERSONAL CRYOCHAMBER LAB  -  EVENING     Deckard awakens and is disoriented.  Sh ortly, however, he remembers  the previous  events.  He l ooks at his watch and figures that a half an hour has passed.   Knowing that the detonation triggered a terrorist quarantine, he has to figure  out how to override the exit locks.  After grabbing his gun, he searches Sarah  Tyrell, trying not to think of her  as Rachael.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image40.emf]                            DECKARD                   (talking to himself)                   C'mon, where's your damn                    identification?     After searching frantically, he realizes that she doesn't have it on her.   Rubbing his chin, he turns to loo k at the Human Deckard.                                 DECKARD                   (talking to himself)                   Maybe he could help?     Deckard has no trouble finding the wallet because it happens to be where he  usually keeps his own.  He then finds two pa irs of cuffs on Gaff, standard  issue.  Trying to increase his chances for escape, he cuffs the three together.   He then slides Deckard's I.D. through the now locked door, and rolls his index  finger over the scanner.                                 COMPUTER                    Top Level Security Access override                    accepted.     Deckard then exits the room quicker than he came in.       INT. TYRELL CORP. HALLWAY  -  EVENING     Deckard hurriedly makes his way back to the door where he first entered.  He is  relieve d to see that no others have awakened.  He uses the access card and rolls  his index finger over the scanner once again.                                 COMPUTER                   Top Level Security Access override                     accepted.     Deckard exits.       IN T. TYRELL CORP. ACCESS PORT  -  EVENING     As he had hoped, the Human Deckard's I.D. card gives him access to the spinner.   The card that he had been given was probably junk by now.  He tosses it on the  ground just to be rid of it.  He enters the vehicle.       IN T. DECKARD'S SPINNER  -  EVENING                                 BRIEFCASE                   Well, this sure as hell is a surprise.                   I was expecting Gaff.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image41.emf]                            DECKARD                   Sorry to disappoint you.  Now if                    you don't mind, I really have to                    get the hell out of here while this                    quarantine is still an internal                     s ecurity matter.                                 BRIEFCASE                   What quarantine?                                 DECKARD                   Never mind!     The briefcase is silent for a time, but speaks before Deckard maneuvers out of  the access port.                                  BRIEFCASE                   Deckard, wait.  I think maybe                    you should leave me here.  I'll                    only get in the way.                                 DECKARD                   If you think I don't know that they'l l                    be tracking you, then you've                     underestimated me once again, partner.                   Besides, the vehicle's going to give me                    away, anyhow.                                 BRIEFCASE                   So why no t steal another vehicle?                                 DECKARD                   Waste of time, which I don't have a                    lot of.  I just need to put                    some distance between me and this                    place.  I'll ditch the both o f you                     later.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Okay, Ricky.                                 DECKARD                   Don't call me that 'cause I hate                   it!                                 BRIEFCASE                    Touchy.                                 DECKARD                   I don't know why I hate it, I                    just do.  Probably one of those                   damn memory implants.       Deckard take s manual control and lifts off.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image42.emf]N EXT. ABOVE CITYSCAPE  -  LATE EVENING     Deckard is happy to leave the giant pyramids behind.  He drops into a main  traffic stream and tries to decide where to go.                                 BRIEFCASE                   So, are you convinced?                                  DECKARD                   Convinced of what?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Your identity.     Deckard doesn't respond immediately.                                 DECKARD                   All I'm sure about is that I'm                    not who I thought I was.  I've                    seen my original, but perhaps                    he is a copy as well.                                 BRIEFCASE                   That's nonsense.  He's the human                   and you're the copy.  There' s no two                    ways around it.                                 DECKARD                   I need to see someone who can                    verify that for me.  I'd rather                    not float my own name through                    ESPER files.  That 'll just make                    them aware sooner that I'm flying                    around L.A.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Bryant?                                 DECKARD                   Bryant.     Deckard gets permission to land the s pinner down a closed - off street in the 1st  Sector.  He knows that he has little time and doesn't plan to use the vehicle  again.  Once parked, he grabs the briefcase and exits the vehicle.       EXT. 1ST SECTOR STREET  -  12:30 A.M.                                 B RIEFCASE                   Where the hell are we going?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image43.emf]                            DECKARD                   Taffey Lewis's.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Didn't that place shut down.                                 DECKARD                   I doubt it.     Deckard makes his way through the crow ded streets, finally arriving at Taffey  Lewis's.  Sure enough, the bar is still a frequented establishment.                                 BRIEFCASE                   The real Deckard would have done                   something just like this.  Take me                     to a place where they serve drinks                   I can't drink, and women I can't                    touch.                                 DECKARD                   I can leave you outside.     A group of HariKrishna's nearly takes up the whole sidewalk a s they pass Deckard  and the briefcase by.                                 BRIEFCASE                   No, no, let's go.  Watching women                    has got to be better than listening                    to these idiots.  I couldn't stand                    the m when I was alive.                                 DECKARD                   To tell you the truth, right now,                   I wouldn't mind trading places with                     one of them.     Deckard then turns and enters the bar.       INT. TAFFEY LEWIS'S  -  1: 00 A.M.     Deckard orders a shot, slams it, then makes his way over to the VidPhone.  He  looks to the briefcase for assistance.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Can I help you?                                 DECKARD                   Yeah,  I need Bryant's number.                                 BRIEFCASE                   You mean you don't remember?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image44.emf]                            DECKARD                   (slightly irritated)                   It's been a few years since I've                    felt the need to converse with the                    man.                                 BRIEFCASE                   It's  555 - 6541.     Deckard dials the number and waits for Bryant to pick up.  He makes sure not to  get too close to the VidPhone in the hopes that Bryant will think that he is  actually the Human Deckard.                                 BRYANT                   (awakene d from his sleep)                   This better be someone important.                                 DECKARD                   Bryant, it's Deckard.                                 BRYANT                   Christ, Deckard, it's 1 o'clock                    in the freak in' morning.  Don't                    you and that wife of yours ever                    sleep?                                 DECKARD                   I'm not with Sarah.  I'm down here                    at Taffey Lewis's in Chinatown.                                  BRYANT                   I thought you quit that joint years                    ago.                                 DECKARD                   Sometimes it's nice to remember                   your past.                                 BRYANT                   Hey, are n't you and Gaff supposed                    to be cleaning up that business with                    the Nexus 7.                                 DECKARD                   Well, uh, it's pretty much taken care                    of.  He went for the whole one body,                    one mind mumbo jumbo, and they downloaded                    his memory into that briefcase.                                 BRYANT                   Hmm... I didn't think he was going                    to fall for it that easy.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image45.emf]                            DECKARD                   Well... he did.  Anyway, I have                    Holden here with me.  Gaff wanted                    me to pass him on to you until                    tomorrow.                                 BRYANT                    I got news for you, pal, it already                    is tomorrow.                                 DECKARD                   Why don't you come meet me, and I'll                    give you the briefcase.                                 BRYANT                   W hy don't you just drop it off?                                 DECKARD                   (hoping that he had some real pull                     as Sarah Tyrell's husband)                   Because I'm no longer an errand boy                   for you or Gaff.  Now co me on down                    here and get it, or I'm going to sell                    my old partner on the street for an                    artificial rabbit.                                 BRYANT                   All right already, hotshot!  Give me                     a little time to get down there.  Oh                   and by the way, you really are an                    asshole, Deckard.                                 DECKARD                   The feeling's mutual.     Deckard hangs up, and the VidPhone brings up a charge  of $10.25.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Shit... back in our day they didn't                    charge no $10.25 to make a local                    phone call!                                 DECKARD                   (still staring at the  phone)                   What day was that?                                 BRIEFCASE                   So do you still doubt me, your                    old partner, Holden?                                 DECKARD                   (now staring at the briefcase)                     No... I guess not.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image46.emf]                            BRIEFCASE                   By the way, I didn't appreciate                    that insulting idea involving the                    artificial rabbit.  How rude.     Holden continues to go on, but we don't really hear him.                                  VOICE - OVER                               (optional)                   In talking with my former boss, I                    had no other choice but to accept                    that I was truly a replicant.  And in                    listening to Holde n rant, I couldn't                    help but wonder how many other agencies                   were using Nexus labor.  After all,                    what rang true for me 15 years ago,                    probably rang true even more - so today.                   Rep licants are like any other machine,                    they're either a benefit or a hazard.                   If they're a benefit, it's not my problem.                   In the eyes of the LAPD, I was no longer                   a benefit.       EXT. RESTRICTED CITY  STREET  -  1:45 A.M.     Bryant gets clearance to land on the same street where Deckard left his spinner.   As he approaches ground zero, a number of street people scatter who had been  casing Deckard's vehicle.  Finally, the spinner lands.     Bryant's door opens,  and as he turns to get out, he meets the barrel of  Deckard's gun.                                 DECKARD                   Hi ya, Bryant.  How's life been                    treating you?                                 BRYANT                   Quit jerkin' me aroun d, Deck.  Give                    me the case so I can go back to                    sleep.     Deckard hands him the briefcase while keeping the gun drawn.  He notices that  his old Captain has aged considerably.                                 DECKARD                    He's all yours.                                 BRYANT                   For Christ's sake, Deckard, put that                     damn thing away.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image47.emf]Just then, Bryant gets a call from the Tyrell Corporation.  With a gun still  aimed at his head, he answers the call.  It's Gaff.                                 GAFF                   I tried to reach you at home, but                    you weren't there.                                  BRYANT                   No shit, Gaff.  You're a detective                    through and through.                                    GAFF                   Skip the pleasantries, Bryant.  The                    replicant threw us all for a loo p                    and detonated an EMSDD while we were                    negotiating.                                 BRYANT                   (he pauses and looks at Deckard)                   So I take it he's on the run.                                 GAFF                    Something like that.  We've got a                    trace running on his spinner and the                    briefcase.                                    BRYANT                   Funny you should mention that because                    I'm holding that br iefcase and staring                    out of my window at Deckard's abandoned                    spinner right now.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Hey Gaff, just wanted to let you know,                   your little plan didn't take into                     account that what we're dealing with here                    is a person who knows the ins and the outs                   of this city like the back of his hand.                                 GAFF                   Power down, Holden.  I'm talki ng to                    Bryant.                                 BRYANT                   (glancing back at Deckard)                   He's right, Gaff.  It's time to go                    to Plan B.                                   GAFF                   I didn't think i t was going to be                    necessary, but I'll let him know.                   Why don't you go back home and get                    some sleep.  I'll send a patrol out                    to your l ocation to pick up the spinner.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image48.emf]                            DECKARD                   Let who know?                                 BRYANT                   What?                                 DECKARD                   Who's he going to let know,                    and what?     Bryant squints at Decka rd as if he is making sure that the man with the gun is  truly a replicant.                                 BRYANT                   He's going to tell Rick... or                    should I say, the Human Deckard                    that he has to track you down and                     retire you.                                 DECKARD                   Do you really think that's necessary?                                 BRYANT                   Deckard, let me let you in on a little                     something.  I've been in th is business                   too long, and I don't even care anymore.                     All I see in front of me is a prototype                   of some kind that Tyrell convinced me                    to introduce into the Blade Runner Unit.                   H e's dead, I've got a few more years at                    tops, and you're probably not far behind.                    So if I were you, I'd get moving.     Deckard considers the little speech, and then thwaps Bryant over the head with  his gun, knocking the old p olice officer unconscious.  He drags him over to his  spinner, and puts him inside along with the briefcase containing the memories of  Holden.  Bryant's spinner, thankfully, is an older model.  No fancy  identification procedures to operate it, just a good o ld fashioned security  card.  Deckard climbs in and closes the driver's side hatch.     From ground zero, we see the spinner rise into the atmosphere.  Shortly  thereafter, we see two patrol units appear out of the sky, landing at the exact  same location.  The  officers get out, search the area, and discover Bryant  passed out in the driver's seat of Deckard's spinner.  With the hatch still  open, they focus their attention in on the briefcase.                                 BRIEFCASE                   Hi, fellas.  Gla d you could make                    it.  I tried to stop him, but no                    arms and no legs doesn't make for                    a very good chase.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image49.emf]INT. DECKARD'S NEW SPINNER  -  2:30 A.M.     Deckard cruises the circuit, trying to think of a good location to    hole up in.  He remembers the decaying building where Sebastian had lived.  It  was the same building where he had almost lost his life.  Those memor ies,  although not the most cheerful, were his own.  He had learned a new respect for  the value of life that night.        Flashback to that night, moments before Batty caught his fall:                                 ROY BATTY                   Quite an experience  to live in fear,                   isn't it?              (pause)                   That's what it is to be a slave.       The scene cuts back to inside the spinner.  Deckard is close to the    oil refineries where the fire still burns.  There is only one fan left to  pos ition.  Deckard changes his course to avoid the low visibility of the  airspace, and he zooms back into the heart of the city.                                   DECKARD                   Computer, give me the safest flight                    pattern to land near t he Bradbury                    Apartments, 9th Sector.                                 COMPUTER                   The Bradbury Apartments have been                    vacant for 2 years.                                 DECKARD                     Has it been condemned?                                 COMPUTER                   Only partially.  Some of the rooms                     inside which are still intact, are                    used as low cost storage for the                    Tyrell Corporation.                                  DECKARD                   Is it guarded?                                 COMPUTER                   Negative.  Most of the materials                    stored at the site have no commercial                    value.     Deckard lands his new spinner next to an old aban doned taxi.  With fewer  distractions, he continues to ask questions of the computer.   The computer ties into a network where any information ab out anything can be  accessed.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image50.emf]                            DECKARD                   Is unit NF46751 still intact?                                 COMPUTER                   Yes.                                 DECKARD                   What is it used for?                                 COMPUTER                    It contains old cryochamber modules,                   various useless machinery, and the                    belongings of the former tenant, J.F.                   Sebastian.                                 DECKARD                   Is the room fortifie d?                                 COMPUTER                   Tyrell Corp. reinforced the existing                    structure to prevent larsony or                    theft.                                 DECKARD                   Will a generic access card to the Ty rell                    Corporation get me access to that room?                                 COMPUTER                   Please swipe the card through the                    scanner.     Deckard waits for the computer to check the encryption, looking outside to be  s ure that he has not been followed.                                 COMPUTER                   This card will gain you access to                    any security level storage unit                    owned or operated by the Tyrell                    Corporation except  for Top Secret.                                 DECKARD                   Very well.  Now, does your programming                    reactivate the tracking unit on this                     vehicle once the vehicle has been abandoned?                                 C OMPUTER                   Affirmative.                                   DECKARD                   Did Captain Bryant turn off his tracking                     unit before leaving his home?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image51.emf]                            COMPUTER                   Chief Inspector Bryant removed                    the tracking device on this vehicle                   2 years, 6 months, 3 days, 5 hours,                    and 4 minutes ago.                                 DE CKARD                   Aren't you going to tell me the                    seconds?                                 COMPUTER                   Chief Inspector Bryant programmed me                    never to define any expanse of time                    in seconds.     De ckard leans back and chuckles to himself.                                 DECKARD                   Good old Bryant.       INT. GAFF'S OFFICE  -  8:00 A.M.     Gaff is sitting behind his desk, with Bryant in the hot seat.                                 GAFF                    So when did you figure out that                    Deckard wasn't Deckard?  When he                    pulled his gun?                                 BRYANT                   (a little embarrassed)                   Well, I thought he was fucking                     around!  He gave me the briefcase,                    and then I get the call.                                 GAFF                   (leaning back in disgust)                   When's the last time you met                    someone at 1 in the morning                     down in 1st Sector of all places?!                                 BRYANT                   I didn't have my head on straight.                   Not to mention, he was being an                    asshole over the phone, so I just                    wanted to make  the pick - up and be                    done with it all.                                 GAFF                   You should have tried to contact                   me.  You would have known that                     something was up.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image52.emf]                            BRYANT                   I haven't been myself lately.                   I just assumed everything went                    according to plan.                                 GAFF                   (leaning forward over the desk)                    But you're a veteran, Old School,                    a Chief Inspector.  You never                    assume anything!                                 BRYANT                   (standing up in defiance)                   I can still pull rank on you,                     you good for nothin' scrub!                   I brought you into this unit                    when you were stuck behind a                    desk as a corporate lia i son.                   Nobody wants a beat cop with                      a lame leg.  But I kne w you                    were better than that, smarter                   than that.  The least you could                    do is show me some respect!     Bryant is breathing heavy, and feeling dizzy.  He almost passes out, but stands  his ground and breaks out in  a cold sweat.  Gaff gets up despite Bryant's stern  look, and he helps Bryant to simply sit back down.                                 GAFF                   (no longer upset)                   Would you like some water?                      Bryant nods, still a bit  flustered.  Gaff goes to his cooler and comes back with  two plastic cups full of water.                                 BRYANT                   (takes a sip)                   Not bad.  Thanks.                                 GAFF                   (now back behind h is seat)                   Look, I was out of line...                                 BRYANT                   Ah... don't sweat it, Gaff.  I'm                    not what I used to be.  It's like                    my brain's gone to mush.                                  GAFF                   Whatever the case, our real life                    Deckard is going to hunt this replicant                    down, and kill him.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image53.emf]                            BRYANT                   You mean we get to tell him what                    to do again?                                 GAFF                   Quite frankly, I'm looking forward                   to it.                                 BRYAN T                   If not for my condition, I'd drink a                    shot to that.       INT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS. UNIT NF46751  -  MORNING     Deckard is sleeping in an old cryochamber bed belonging to the Tyrell  Corporation.  The place has an abandoned feel, c luttered with a mixture of  Sebastian's old trinkets and Tyrell's useless machinery.  The light from outside  coming through the windows is enough to see so one can move around.  Deckard is  fully clothed, gun in - hand over his chest, ready to awaken and shoot  whatever  moves.     In his dream, he is climbing the stairs of the Bradbury Apartments, presumably  hunting down replicants.  Before he knows it, he is in Sebastian's old  apartment, and is waiting for the Nexus 6 replicant known as Roy to step across  the hall way.  His gun is drawn, his senses heightened, death looming for those  who cross his path.  Roy makes his move, and Deckard squeezes the trigger with  ease.  In an instant, a hole is blown through Roy's chest, killing the  replicant.  Deckard strolls down th e hallway to get a better look at his prize.   But when he is close enough to inspect the dead replicant, the face is of his  own.  No, it is of the one and only Human Deckard.  Suddenly, the Human  Deckard's eyes open, blood still seeping from his chest.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   Painful to live in fear, isn't it?       Deckard awakens from the nightmare, quickly on his feet, pointing his gun in any  and all possible directions.  Finally, he realizes that he had only been  dreaming.   He relaxes his body a bit, rubs his eyes with the gun still in - hand,  and eventually breathes a sigh of relief.       INT. GAFF'S OFFICE  -  LATE AFTERNOON     Gaff and Bryant are waiting on the Human Deckard to arrive.  Bryant is asleep in  a chair while Gaff is f inishing up one of his miniature paper figures.  He sets  it on his desk as a close - up reveals the figure to be a stick man holding a gun  to his head.     Enter the Human Deckard.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image54.emf]                            BRYANT                   (awakened by the entry)                   Hey, if it isn't the old blade                   runner.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (giving Bryant a disgusted look)                   Ca n it, Bryant.  I'm only here out                    of contractual obligation.  I'm                    quit as soon as I nail this shadow                    of my former self.                                 GAFF                   Take it easy there, hot shot.  Why                    don't you start by having a seat.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (while taking a seat)                   So where's my buddy, Holden?  Aren't                    we going to interrogate him?                                  GAFF                   Bryant and I already got the information                    we need from the briefcase.  We sent it                    back to the data storage facility to be                    powered down.                                 BRYANT                    Thank God for that.  It wouldn't shut                    up.  Kept talking about some in - flight                     virtual stewardess he wanted to join                    circuits with.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Sounds lik e Holden all right.  A good                     looking woman could always distract that                    man.  I'm just glad he didn't meet Sarah                    before I did.  I might have wound up in                    that damn briefcase.                                  GAFF                   Okay, enough already.  What are you going                    to do to get our man?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Well, I take it Bryant removed the                     tracking device on his spinne r some years                    ago, so I know that's a dead end.  And                    if I were me, I'd be making the vehicle                    a little harder to spot, but I'll keep                    an eye out for it, anyway.     Bryant rolls his eyes, but ke eps silent.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image55.emf]                            GAFF                   Deckard, these old timers never                    trust the technology, especially                   when it's keeping tabs on them.                                 BRYANT                   If it'll make you feel an y better,                   I still have the friggin' processor                    chip at home.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (smiling at Bryant)                   I guess I'll just have to do some                    old fashioned det ective work, then.                   I'll start with some of my old                    hangouts and go from there.                                 GAFF                   When you do track him down, no head                   shots.  Keep the cryobox and the                     laser scalpel in your vehicle.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Christ, can't I bring a surgeon with                    me or something?  I'm not cut out for                    beheadings.                                 GAFF                    No one else gets involved.  This is                    your baby.     The Human Deckard feels a little uneasy with the whole deal, but he is anxious  to get rid of his prototype.  Blade runners who know they are replicants aren't  good for business.                                 BRYANT                   Say Deck, this new product line of                    Nexus 7's, what happens once you download                    all of your memories into the son - of - a - bitch?                   How does it know that it is cont inuing                    your life?     The Human Deckard and Gaff look at each other, not expecting the question.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Hmm... well, first you must have eye                    to eye contact.  You then explai n that                    you will be continuing your life in the                    new Nexus 7 body.  Since you're basically                   talking to yourself, the Nexus 7 will                    understand.  You then take your own life                    with  a pill, and the Nexus 7 watches you                    die.  Wat ching you die gives the Nexus 7   -   cont  –      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image56.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                                  -  cont  -                   the self awareness that it is                    continuing your life along one                    line of existence.  It doesn't                    think that it is  you, it knows                    that it is you.  It knows that                    your human body no longer exists,                   but that it is you, nonetheless.     Bryant looks down, away from the other men's eyes.                                 BRYANT                    When I go, I don't want my memories                   downloaded into a box... I want to                    go on, relive my youth, do the things                   I never thought of doing when I was                    young and stupid.     He looks up at  Deckard, looking for sympathy, looking for some sort of answer.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   I don't know, Bryant... maybe we                    could look into developing your                    Nexus 7.  You'd have to take a loo k                    at your pension fund, see if it's                     financially possible.  You've got                    plenty of years on the force.  I                    don't see why we couldn't figure out                    a way to get it done.     A visib le wave of relief seems to fall over Bryant's face.  He knows that he'll  never do it, but knowing that he has the option makes him feel better all the  same.                                 GAFF                   (trying to get refocused)                   So... t he sooner you get started, the                    sooner we're done with this whole                     mess.     They all stand up, and Rick Deckard becomes a blade runner one last time.                                 BRYANT                   (reaching into his tren ch   coat)                   Here's your badge, Deckard.  Also,                   I'd like you to have this, too.     Bryant pulls out the gun h e first used as a blade runner.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image57.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   Bryant, no, I couldn't...                                 BRYANT                   You can and you will.  I have                    no use for it anymore.  It served                    me well, though.  I'd  like you to                    have it.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (looking at the magnificent piece)                   I don't know what to say.                                 BRYANT.                   Don't say anything, just take  it.     He  accepts the gun, shakes Bryant's hand, then exits the office.       INT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS. UNIT NF46751  -  LATE AFTERNOON     After spending most of the day holed up in Sebastian's old apartment, Deckard  decides that he needs to get moving.  He rummage s through the apartment/storage  facility, and eventually finds an old spray can of unused black metal paint.  He  shakes it vigorously, hoping that it is still good.  Finally, he exits the  apartment.       EXT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS. ENTRANCE  -  EARLY EVENING     Dec kard comes out of the building and sees that three vandals are on top of the  police spinner.  He pulls out his gun and closes in on the vehicle.                                 DECKARD                   Hey!  Get the hell off of there!                   Police!     In one last effort, the thieves successfully remove the light bar and    take off down the street.  By the time Deckard gets there, he has already re - holstered his gun, and is assessing the damage.                                 DECKARD                   (talkin g out loud)                   Oh well, saved me the trouble of                    doing it myself.     Deckard pulls out the can of paint, and proceeds to shake it vigorously once  again.  He then systematically goes around the car, and he paints over the  police m arkings and numbers since it is not raining.  Satasfied with his  handiwork, he gets into the vehicle .  Moments later, he lifts off.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image58.emf]INT. TAFFEY LEWIS'S  -  EVENING     The Human Deckard is sitting at the bar, watching a live feed of the oil  refinery fire.  The large transports have all been properly positioned.  There  is still trouble aligning the last power feed.  Cranes surround the giant  mating  cable.  Workers in remote control stations prepare to proceed with the final  linkage.  Rick Deckard is fascinated with the process.  A woman is pushed into  him, and he turns to push her aside.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    What the... Oh, sorry ma'am.                                   WOMAN                   (regaining her balance)                   No need to be sorry, it was my fault.                   Say, weren't you in here the other night?                                                   HUMAN DECKARD                   Maybe?                                 WOMAN                   Yeah, you were.  And I could swear you                    were talking to your briefcase.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (improvisi ng)                   I do that sometimes.  It calms the nerves.                                 WOMAN                   Some people say that I have that talent.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Hmm... I bet you do.  You know, I was                     a little off balance that night.  You                    didn't talk to me or anything, did you?                   See where I was going?                                 WOMAN                   No, I was with my lady friend.  She got                    j ealous when I mentioned you, so she                    drug me into the bathroom, and she dove                    into my pussy with her tongue.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Fascinating.                                 WOMAN                    You wouldn't want to take me to the                    bathroom, now would you?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image59.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   Your offer is tempting, but I really                    must be going.       The Human Deckard sets down his empty glass, and he strolls out of the bar.  He  is encouraged by the fact that his replicant t win seems to go back to the places  he knows.  This will undoubtedly make him easier to track.       EXT. NOODLE BAR  -  EVENING     Deckard is scarfing down his usual bowl of noodles.  He is sad to see that the  old man who used to serve him noodles has since passed  away.  Nevertheless, he  eats hungrily.  Despite the fact that his human counterpart is tracking him, he  doesn't feel the need to leave the noodle bar.  He is well aware of his  surroundings, and welcomes the inevitable encounter with his original.                                   VOICE - OVER                               (optional)                   I'd been here hundreds of times.                   Perhaps my original had been here                    thousands of times.  But the truth                   of it was, I neve r came here unless                    I was hungry.  My original would                    probably check here, but only when he got                                        hungry.  I figured the odds were in my                    favor that he was still checking out                    other places.  No doubt, Taffey Lewis's                    would be first on my list.     Deckard finishes his noodles, leaves some cash which many vendors still accept,  and he moves on into the urban jungle.  Trying not to dwell on the fact th at he  is basically being tracked by no one other than himself, he decides to pick  himself up a bottle, to loosen up a little, to clear the mind.  Eventually, he  finds a small liquor store that he has been to in the past, and he goes inside.       INT. LIQUOR S TORE  -  EVENING     Deckard goes to the counter, yet there is no one around to serve him.                                 DECKARD                   Hello?  Is anyone here?       Deckard hears the click of a door locking behind him.  He turns around, reaching  for his g un, but it is too late.  He is slammed over    the head with a blunt object, and he falls to the floor.  A man whose face is  not revealed drags Deckard int o the back of the liquor store.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image60.emf]INT. LIQUOR STORE STORAGE ROOM  -  EVENING     Deckard awakens to find himself tied to a chair in a poorly lit room. From what  he can make out, there is a man sitting opposite to him with a gun drawn.   Deckard immediately realizes that the man has his gun.   He s huts his eyes in pain and wishes for it all to just go away.                                 DECKARD                   (opening his eyes again)                   Well, aren't you going to say                    something?     The man comes into the light just enough s o Deckard can see his face.                                 DECKARD                   (in shock)                   Roy?  It can't be you.                                 ROY BATTY                   Oh it's me all right, just not the                    one you remember.                                 DECKARD                   (trying to figure things out)                   So you're a different replicant, but                    the same model?                                 ROY BATTY                   (he waps Deckard on the head)                    Buzzzz!  Wrong!  Would you like to                    go for bonus points?                                 DECKARD                   (severely annoyed)                   I think I'll pass.                                 ROY BATTY                   Tisk, t isk.  It really wasn't a                   bad guess you know.  There are a                   lot of Roy Batty replicants out                    there.  I should know.  I'm the                    human whose DNA made that model                    possible.                                    DECKARD                   Your the original?                                 ROY BATTY                   Don't act so surprised.  Replication                   does mean to copy.  I just wish they'd                   all had my name.  I might ha ve had a                    better case against the corporation                    when they went ahead and stopped the                     the royalty payments.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image61.emf]                            DECKARD                   The what?                                 ROY BATTY                   Open up your ears, Jack Ass!                   When they stopped paying me royalties                    on my DNA.  You see, when that son - of -                   a - bitch ma rried the late Eldon Tyrell's                    niece, he started meddling with contracts                   initiated by the deceased founder.                      Certain contracts were voided due to the                    outcome of pr oducts in the field.                      Replicants created from my gene pool                    tend to be spontaneous, erratic, sometimes                   violent to the point of genocide.  Somehow,                   they kept on selling them as skilled, yet                    heavy laborers.  I mean, it's obvious that                   the Batty replicants are best suited for                    combat teams.  Not that that's not what they                    are generally used for, but it's not my fault                     that the ones sold as laborers are revolting.                   It's simply preposterous!     Roy is pacing the room, getting really worked up.                                 DECKARD                   So why tie me up and lecture me?                   Seems to me y ou have a money problem.                                 ROY BATTY                   That's right, little man, I do have                    a money problem!  But I don't care                    about that anymore.  What I really                    want is to see Rick  Deckard's head                    blown to a thousand bits and pieces.                   And since I'm quite certifiable, I                    don't really care all that much about                    the consequences, either.                                 DECKARD                   Then why don't you just do it then?                                 ROY BATTY                   (he waps Deckard's head again)                   Shut up, replicant!  I'm not interested                    in your opinions.  Besides, I'm not the                     killer, only the messenger.                                 DECKARD                   (wishing he could get his hands                    around Roy's neck and simply squeeze)                   Messenger?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image62.emf]                            ROY BATTY                   Deckard... I can call you Deckard?                                 DECKARD                   Feel free.                                 ROY BATTY                   Well, Deckard, you see it's like                     this.  I have some friends who are                    a little more upset with the Tyrell                    Corporation than I am.  After all, as                    you so eloquently put it, I simply                    have a small money problem.  My friends                    however, they're a little more preoccupied                   with the issue of slavery.  They want                    freedom for the replicants in the outer                   colonies, and here on Earth, they want                    an end to Tyrell 's production lines.                                 DECKARD                   Sounds a little radical.                                 ROY BATTY                   That's what I thought.  Huh, you                    and I think alike, Deckard.  Too bad                    we can't be friends.  Now, where                     was I?  Oh yes, an end to all production,                   especially the new Nexus 7 product line.                   The first step to attaining such a goal                    is to eliminate Rick Deckard.  H e is the                    glue which bonds the corporation to the                    LAPD at the highest level.  His link                    must me severed first.                                 DECKARD                   I'm still a little confused about                     preventing the Nexus 7 product line                    from going forward.  Wouldn't it be                    advantageous to just take control of                    Nexus 7 production.  Nexus 6's could                    have their memories downloaded int o                    new bodies with indefinite life   spans.                                 ROY BATTY                   They've entertained the idea, but                    know that from a logistical standpoint,                   takeover is not possible.  The Nexus  7's                    are designed to continue a human's                     existence, besides.                                 DECKARD                   I know, I'm the prototype.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image63.emf]                            ROY BATTY                   Precisely.  And that's why you're                    the perfect man to start this whole                    process of the beginning of the end.                   When you kill Rick Deckard, the                      authorities won't suspect replicant                    insurrectionists.                                 DECKARD                   I have to be honest with you.  I'm                    the one being tracked, not the other                    way around.  All I wa nt to do is secure                    a visa back out into the colonies.  After                   that, I'll get lost into  anonymity .                     Besides, if there is some sort of                     insurrection,  in a few years, we'll just                     have a shitload of dead replicants.                                 ROY BATTY                   Oh not so, my friend.  Out in the outer                    colonies, far away from the link of Earth's                    magnetic field, certain Nexus 6's are                      outliving their four year life   spans.  There's                    even a colony which has revolted against                    their human landlords.  Replicants there are                   multiplying, reproducing by natural methods,                     mixing with human populations.  It's screwing                    up the encryptions built into their DNA.                     So you see, Deckard, in the outer colonies,                    the line between human and replicant is fading.                   The pres sure to eliminate replicant production                   is building.  It's time you made a decision.                   Kill Rick Deckard and we give you safe passage                    into the outer colonies, or you take your                    chances here on E arth where the LAPD won't be                    the only organization tracking you.                                 DECKARD                   What guarantees do I have for safe passage?                                 ROY BATTY                   I won't lie to you, De ckard.  I can't give                    you any assurances.  All I can tell you                    is that you'll have to get in touch with that                    very human emotion known as trust.                                 DECKARD                   Trust isn' t an emotion.                                 ROY BATTY                   There you go again, Deckard.  That's                    just what I said.  I've never trusted                     anyone in my entire life.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image64.emf]Roy then drops the gun and gets up to leave.                                 DECKARD                   That's it!?  Aren't you going                    to at least untie me?                                 ROY BATTY                   You've been working on that rope                    for some time.  It'll eventually                    come loose.     Roy then turns and exits the room.  Deckard struggles a bit, and finally breaks  free.  Not having the urge to do anything else, he    simply sits there in silence as the camera cir cles him.       EXT. NOODLE BAR  -  EVENING     The Human Deckard is sitting at the bar, looking around, waiting for his noodles  and sushi.  The sushi chef, a relative of the deceased chef, brings him his  order.                                 SUSHI CHEF                    (perhaps in cityspeak)                   Whatever it was you had before,                   Mr. Deckard, it seems to have worn                    off.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (delighted the replicant had been there)                    Oh yeah?  Well, maybe you should have                    your eyes checked, old man.  I betchya                    don't even remember which way I went                    when I left before.                                 SUSHI CHEF                   Maybe I  don't see so good, Mr. Deckard,                   but one could be blind and still know                    where you were headed.     The Human Deckard slurps up his noodles in recognition of the old man's  observation.  If he were himself, he'd head straight to t he liquor store.  The  nearest one was just around the corner.    After finishing the meal, the Human  Deckard meanders through the busy streets to get back to his spinner.  There  seems to be a fair amount of pollution in the air, but he simply chuckles to  him self when passing by the numerous pedestrians with oxygen masks.       INT. HUMAN DECKARD'S SPINNER  -  EVENING     The driver's door opens, and the Human Deckard gets in.  He accesses the LAPD's  computer network files (ESPER files), and brings up images   transmitte d from a video camera at a nea rby intersection close to the   -   cont  –      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image65.emf]          -  cont  -   liquor store where he believes the Nexus 7 Deckard went to buy a bottle.  After  viewing some time - lapsed video, he isolates a person who looks much like  himself.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Wait, stop.  Enhance  to a close - up of                    the man entering the liquor store.     The camera enhances, revealing Deckard's identity.  He then forwards the images  to see when the Nexus 7 leaves.  An hour later, he isolates a man exiting, but  it is not Deckard.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   Stop!  Que it back to the man with                    white hair.  Enhance to a close - up.     The Human Deckard is shocked to see the face of Roy Batty.                                   HUMAN DECKARD                    I'll be a son - of - a - bitch.  What the hell                    was Roy doing in there?     He forwards the images even further, and eventually, the Nexus 7 Deckard storms  out of the store, looking confused and upset.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (talking to the Deckard on the screen)                   No need to get all worked up, Deck.                     Anything that man could have told                    you was not sound advice.                   (pause)                   Computer, chec k exterior video in the                    near vicinity for records of either of                    these men getting into vehicles.                                 COMPUTER                   (after 20 seconds)                   No definitive matches.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   (repeating the remark)                   No definitive matches.       INT. ANONYMOUS BUILDING. 3RD FLOOR  -  EVENING     Roy is looking out a window, down at the Human Deckard's spinner on the street  below.  He watches as  the vehicle lifts off and disappears into the upper levels  of the city.  Roy looks to his left and speaks to someone we can't see.                                 ROY BATTY                   Looks like he took the bait.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image66.emf]INT. DECKARD'S NEW SPINNER. HIGH ABOVE THE CITY  -  MIDNIGHT     Deckard is still thinking about Roy.  Somewhere along the line, someone had told  him about humans like Roy.  Eventually, they were convinced of the inhumanity of  the replicants' plight.                                  DECKARD                   Rep - symps.  That's what they're called,                   R ep - symps.                     (pause)                   Computer, automatic refueling sequence.                   Find the nearest refueling tower.     The computer  searches, finally getting a clearance.  Five minutes later, the  spinner automatic pilots into a refueling tower.  The vehicle passes through a  scanner, and its computer reads it's refueling data.                                 COMPUTER                   Your r eserve tank will be completely                    replenished.  Metric volume credits,                   unlimited.                                 DECKARD                   (talking, but not to anyone)                   That's what I love about the LAPD,                    unlimited refueling credits.     While the vehicle is automatically refueled, Deckard decides it's time to pay  Bryant a visit.  He is sure that his old boss will be surprised again, to say  the least.  He knows that it's a risk, but flying around LA, or e ven hanging out  in Sebastian's old apartment isn't safe.  His original is most likely  systematically closing in on him.  Bryant's apartment is probably low on his  list of spots to investigate.  He'll check it out, but hopefully at a more  convenient time.                                 COMPUTER                   Fuel tank replenished.  Please pull                   forward.  Have a better one.                                 DECKARD                   (smirking to himself)                   Not with the week I've been                     having.     Deckard pulls into a line of vehicles waiting for clearance to enter the current  stream of air traffic.  It's going nowhere.  Deckard opens the driver's hatch  and takes a look ahead.  The air is foul, heavy with the taste of toxins.    Though it is possible to see, there is no doubt that the refinery fire is still  burning.  With his right arm braced on the top of the car, it suddenly begins to  rain.  Gladly, he tucks his head back into the vehicle and closes the hatch.   The camera pulls  back revealing the traf fic jam on the refueling tower.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image67.emf]EXT. OIL REFINERY. WEATHER FAN POSITION 1  -  2:00 A.M.     The giant weather cleansing fans are in place.  There is a countdown in progress  to powering up the first immense electric turbine.                                 EXTERNAL MEGAPHONE                   10, 9 , 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1, initial                    voltage.     An increasing hum can can be heard and then felt.                                 EXTERNAL MEGAPHONE                   3, 2, 1, go for maximum voltage.     Something similar to a sonic boom goes off, and  the immense fan struggles to  begin revolving.  Soon, however, the sound of electricity exerts its force, and  the monolithic blades begin to turn.  It takes three minutes for the first  revolution, then two for the next, one, and so on.  The camera pulls ba ck high  into the sky, revealing the vortex emerging as the blades of the fan begin to  rapidly alter atmospheric pressure in an extreme an concentrated way.       EXT. BRYANT'S APARTMENT BUILDING. GARAGE. 150TH FLOOR  -  2:15 A.M.     Deckard exits the vehicle, taki ng Bryant's universal key card which was left  with the vehicle when he hijacked it.  Bryant was a creature of habit, and  Deckard took comfort in the fact that he still lived in the same unit of the  149th floor.     He passes through the security door from the  garage into the building with ease.       INT. BRYANT'S APARTMENT BUILDING  -  2:18 A.M.      Deckard takes the stairs to the 149th floor.  Finally, he arrives at Bryant's  apartment door.  Curiously, it is not closed all the way.  It's not hanging  open, but it is  obvious that it is not latched.   Deckard shakes his head, and reaches into his trench   coat for his gun.   No sooner does he get his fingers around the handle, than does a gunshot go off.       INT. BRYANT'S APARTMENT  -  2:26 A.M.     Deckard storms into the main room , gun drawn, ready for anything.                                 DECKARD                   (looking around frantically)                   Bryant!?  (pause)                   Bryant!?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image68.emf]Deckard's eyes adjust to the poor lighting, and he realizes that he is aiming at  a dead body slumped over on the couch.  The dead body is Bryant's, the back of  his head splattered against the wall.  Deckard lowers his aim, stunned at the  sight before him.   He simply stairs at the dead man in shock.  Before it can  really sink in however, there is the sound of footsteps.  Deckard spins around  to take aim at what seems to him like a mirror image.  A replicant and a human  are locked in a draw, guns ready to fir e on each other, adrenaline feeding the  frenzy.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (taking quick glances at Bryant)                   Are you proud of yourself?  Get what                    you came for?                                 DEC KARD                   (trying to stay focused)                   What are you talking about?                   He took his own life.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (a little shaken)                   Maybe?  But it's this whole freakin '                   situation.  You drove him to it!           That’s not even his regular gun!                   (pause)                   Why couldn't you just go along with                    our plan?  Everybody would've been a                    winner.                                  DECKARD                   (adjusting his trigger finger)                   Don't give me that crap!  We weren't                    going to be the ultimate Deckard.                     The police just want my memories                    so they can  put my mind in a box                   like Holden.  Well you can forget                    that.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Don't be so sure.  I can still                    get that head of yours into a                    cryobox .                                 DECKARD                   Not if you pull the trigger right                    now.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Huh, you might have a point.  But                     maybe you're too chicken shit to                     prevent me from doing it.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image69.emf]                            DECKARD                   I've never seen a chicken...                   but I understand what you mean.     A voice comes from the corner of the room catching both of the Deckards off  guard.                                 BRIEFCASE                    Bravo!  Good show!  Excellent!                   I'm taken aback by the chicken joke.                   In all this tension, the Deckard wit                    shines through, from the replicant of                    all Deckards.  I'm impressed.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   (gun still pointed at his counterpart)                   I thought you were back in storage?                                 BRIEFCASE                   Well, it looks like the Chief Inspector                     had other plans.  I guess he just needed                    someone to talk to before blowing his                     head to bits and pieces.  He mentioned                    something about being tired.  Tired of                       being alone, tired of watch ing skin   jobs                    replacing humans as blade runners, tired                    of wondering who was human and who wasn't,                   tired of living but not loving, tired of...                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Shut  up, Goddamnit!  Just shut up!                                 BRIEFCASE                   Don't talk to me in that tone of voice.                   I won't stand for it.     Just as the Human Deckard is about to lose it, he is cracked over the head by  Batty who slip ped into the room unnoticed.                                 DECKARD                   (now aiming at Roy)                   Is that all you do is knock people                    over the head with a gun?                                   ROY BATTY                   (his  gun trained on Deckard)                   You seem unwilling to use yours.                                 DECKARD                   I don't understand why you just                    don't shoot him yourself?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image70.emf]                            ROY BATTY                   Like I said, you have to do it.                   Also, it has to be in the line                    of duty, filed and monitored, not                    at some old forgotten detective's                    hous e, who just happened to commit                   suicide.                                 DECKARD                   (unhappy to the core)                   Could you ease up on your weapon?                                 ROY BATTY                   You first.                                  DECKARD                   Lower at the same time.     Slowly, they each lower their weapons.                                 HOLDEN                   What is this?  The O.K. Corral?     Deckard and Roy blow the briefcase to bits.                                  ROY BATTY                   It's time to get you out of here.                   Neighbors don't show their faces,                   but they do call the police.                                 DECKARD                   (taking one last look at Bryant)                    Yeah... I guess you're right.       EXT. BRYANT'S APARTMENT BUILDING. GARAGE  -  2:45 A.M.                                 ROY BATTY                   (handing a card to Deckard)                   Here is an address to a safe house.                   Go and ge t some rest.  The next time                    you and your original meet, it's                    going to be staged.                                 DECKARD                   Staged by who?                                 ROY BATTY                   That doesn't matte r.  What does matter                   is that you do the job.  If not, the                    people behind the scenes will make                    sure that your memories find a nice                    briefc ase.  Maybe something in green?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image71.emf]Deckard thinks to reply, but saves it.  He is defeated at every turn.  He  finally accepts his challenge, and clings to the hope that the deed will get him  back into the colonies where he should have stayed in the first place.  He then  gets in his spinner a nd lifts off.  At nearly 3:00 A.M., no clearance is  required to get back into the air.       INT. DECKARD'S NEW SPINNER. HIGH ABOVE THE CITY  -  2:55 A.M.     Deckard listens to the police channels and picks up dispatch.                                   DISPATCH                    Rick Deckard, first cop on the                    scene reports that Chief Inspector                    Bryant has been fatally wounded.  Repeat,                   fatally wounded by a self inflicted                    gunshot wound to the head...     He  turns the scanner off, and looks up the address to the safe house.   Once he finds the coordinates, he throttles up the spinner, and the    shot fades out.       INT. SAFE HOUSE  -  3:45 A.M.     The safe house is an old abandoned church.  Hundreds of cots are set up w here  seats used to be.  There are many people, but Deckard spots a few empty racks.   He approaches a small booth which appears to be something like an information  center.  There, a punk rock looking chic is reading a magazine, smoking some  synthetic mariju ana.                                 DECKARD                   Excuse me... Uh, excuse me.  Could                    I ask you a question?                                 PUNKER CHIC                   (looking at him through glazed eyes)                   It looks like  you're going to ask it,                    with or without my permission.                                 DECKARD                   (too tired to be annoyed)                   Y eah, well... how much for a bed                   roll?                                 PUNKE R CHIC                   You got anything better than the amigo?                                 DECKARD                   The what?                                 PUNKER CHIC                   The amigo, dude.  Pot, dope, marijuana,                   the happy leaflet .  Take your pick.                   You got anything real?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image72.emf]                            DECKARD                   (too tired not to be annoyed)                   Yeah, I got something real.  The                    only thing is that you can't smoke                   it, but it'll turn your brain to                    mush, l ittle girl.  Splatter it all                   out the backside of your head to                    be exact!  Now do you want to tell                     me about the bed roll situation, or                    do you want to talk to my amigo?                                  PUNKER CHIC                   (cracking a smile)                   You know you're kind of cute when                    you talk dirty.                   (she tosses him a bed roll)                   Here, this one's on the house.                                  DECKARD                   (amused with his little tirade)                   Thank you, you're very kind.     With that, Deckard wanders around, finds a cot, and then takes notice of the  exits.  He rolls out the bedding, and then collapses.  No sooner does his he ad  hit the pillow than does his sleep overtake him.     The camera pulls to a wide shot of the people sleeping.  Deckard can be heard  snoring above all others.       EXT. SAFE HOUSE  -  5:15 A.M.     A spinner drops out of the sky and parks right out in front of the s afe house.   The passenger door opens, and Roy gets out.  We can't see the driver because the  shot is too far away, or the lighting will not allow it.  The spinner hatch  closes as Roy makes his way to the safe house entrance.       INT. SAFE HOUSE  -  5:19 A.M.     Roy finds Deckard.  He kneels down close to Deckard to wake him.     Quicker than Roy can react, Deckard has his gun jammed against Roy's throat.   Trying to stay calm, Roy waits for Deckard to recognize him.                                 DECKARD                     (talking in a loud whisper)                   Jesus Christ!  I was ready to blow                    your head off.                                 ROY BATTY                   (a little shaken)                   I always get that.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image73.emf]                            DECKARD                   Couldn't you have waited to talk                    to me later?  I need some more                    sleep.                                 ROY BATTY                   Just trying to keep you on your                     toes.                                 DECKARD                   Look, is this a safe house or isn't                    it?  I've got to get some sleep if                    I'm going to meet up again with my                    original.  There won't be any time                    for it then, I can assure you.     Roy flashes some papers in front of Deckard to get him to stop whining.                                 ROY BATTY                   I hold here in my hands new I.D.'s,                   rights for outer colony trav el,                    passport, vehicle, the whole batch                    of replicants.  All of this is yours                    when you finish the job, signed, sealed           and delivered from the highest post           in RepDetect.                                  DECKARD                    What if I decide not to follow through?                                 ROY BATTY                   That's a decision you don't have the                    option of choosing, my friend.  He's                    contracted to kill you.  No t to mention,                   the longer he's out there looking for                    you, the more he wants to kill you.  So                   you see, there is no choice, Deckard.                     Either he dies, or you die.  It's that                    sim ple.  We just want to give you a little                    incentive for staying alive.                                 DECKARD                   No choice, huh, Roy?                                 ROY BATTY                   No choice, pal.                                  DECKARD                   Go back and tell whoever it is                    waiting outside that I get the                    point.  Now leave me alone and let                    me get some damn sleep.     Roy pats Deckard on the back, then turns for the door a s if he were never even  there in the first place.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image74.emf]EXT. HIGH ABOVE OIL REFINERIES  -  MORNING     The atmospheric fans are all up and running.  The flames are out, but the  chemical burn still churns out the toxic gases.  In a matter of hours, giant  hydro pumps will be online to smother the remaining burn. The f ans will then be  left running to clear the area of the remaining atmospheric residue.  In years  past, the fans had been used to control smog, but the cost of running them was  too high.  This was the first time they had been used in 20 years.       INT. SAFE HO USE  -  11:45 A.M.     Deckard opens his eyes and finds himself staring at the man in the cot across  from him.                                 DECKARD                   (trying not to appear alarmed)                   Do I know you?                                   MAN                    No, but I know you.                                 DECKARD                   (still laying down)                   You do, huh.  And how is that?                                 MAN                   Your a killer.  Probably one of                   the  best.  It's my job to know                    who the good killers are.                                 DECKARD                   (sitting up)                   And who exactly is it that you                    work for?                                 MAN                    (imitating Deckard's movements)                   I don't work for anyone.  You see,                   I'm a sympathizer... a sympathizer                   for the cause.                                 DECKARD                   The cause?                                  MAN                   It's time to put an end to the                    production lines, brother.  You                    should be honored that you've                    been chosen to execute the first                   and most important part of the                     plan.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image75.emf]Deckard rubs the sleep out of his eyes, looks around, then concentrates again on  the man.                                 DECKARD                    So you're part of the i nsurrection?                                 MAN                   Well, if that's what you cal l it...                   yes, I'm a human who wants to see                   an end to the slavery.  It's been                   long enough.  If there's anything                    History has taught us, it's that                    slavery can only serve a purpos e                    for so long.  Yes, the time has                    come to move on, brother.  We cannot                   go forward until it ends.                                 DECKARD                   So you feel that killing Rick Deckard,                   t he human, will change things?                                 MAN                   We start with him because he keeps                    the bitch focused.  Sarah Tyrell has                   no real ambitions of her own for the                    company.                                  DECKARD                   Yes, but others will step up to                    the plate, take the reigns so to                    speak.  What about them?  And what                   about the other companies just                     waiting for t he right moment to start                    their own biological production lines?                                 MAN                   We worry about them later.  For now,                   there is only Tyrell.  When the                    corporation falls, the c ontrol falls.                                                  DECKARD                   Well, that's all fine and dandy, but                    why me?  I preferred my life of low                    risk out on Mars Colony.  Why drag                    me back into a ll of this?                                 MAN                   Because you don't have a choice.                   The alternative is that they use                    your experiences to train more                     killers.  As long as you do the                     job, you get off scott free.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image76.emf]                            DECKARD                   But I'm still a replicant.  I                   still have to look over my                    shoulder every waking hour.                                 MAN                   Yeah, but you're the first of your                    kind.  Few physical limitations,                   no set termination date.  You dreamed                   you were a blade runner, and you                    woke up a replicant.  If you can't                    see the beauty in that, man, then                     you truly are lost.                                 DECKARD                   All right, then, how about you give                    me what you were sent for.  I don't                    need the pep talk.  Besides, you're not                    making  the greatest of cases.     The Man considers telling Deckard off, but knows he's right.                                 MAN                   Okay, I suppose you're right.                                 DECKARD                   Of course I'm right.  I'm the savior,                   remember?                                 MAN                   If you weren't so important to this                   mission, I'd...                                 DECKARD                   You'd what?... Kick my ass.  Give                    me a litt le taste of my own medicine.                    Why don't you spit it out already?!  I'm                    a little tired of the small speeches                    everyone seems so bent on giving me.                   I admit they're all entertaining, but                     it's my ass on the line.  Comprende?                                 MAN                   (holding back his anger)                   Si.                                 DECKARD                   Well, I'm waiting.                                 MAN                    (by now just wanting to leave)                   Your human counterpart knows where                   you are.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image77.emf]                            DECKARD                   You mean he's here?                                 MAN                   Well, probably by now.                                 DECKARD                   (picking up the man by his collar)                   You've b een wasting all this time,                   and he was on his way.                                 MAN                    (smiling devilishly)                   It's my job you see, to make sure                    that you two hook up real soon.     Deckard drops the m an to the ground.  The man laughs as Deckard makes a dash for  the exit.       EXT. STREET OUTSIDE SAFE HOUSE  -  DAY     Deckard peers outside the safe house, looks around, then makes a dash for his  vehicle.  A few more things have been stolen, but it appears to be  functional.   Just as he is lifting off, the real Deckard is landing.  Both pause to look at  each other as they pass.  The chase is on.       EXT. CITY AIR SPACE  -  DAY     Deckard pushes the spinner to its limits, climbing high to get above the cloud  and smog cov er.  Before he breaks through the barrier, the ever common  precipitation begins.  Still, the atmosphere is almost abnormally  electrostatically charged due to the artificial trade wind created by the  atmospheric fans.  Soon however, he breaks through the ce iling.  He waits for  the Human Deckard to follow.  He wonders how many others will get involved.                                   DECKARD                   (talking to himself)                   Two ways to go about it, Deckard.                   Just you and your  gun, or you                    and the cavalry.     The Human Deckard's spinner rises above the clouds.  For a moment, it does look  as if it will be a one on one chase.  Soon however, twenty more spinners come  out of the haze.  Deckard stalls his engine and do es a freefall.  The airwaves  go crazy with chatter.                                 COP 1                   All right, men, Deckard's in                    charge and the skin   job's our                     man.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image78.emf]                            COP 10                   Looks like the replicant knows                    how to handle one of these                     contraptions.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Okay, boys, let's go get him.  I'd                     be heading for the fans if I was him.                   Let's break up and head him off.                                 [ALL]                   Roger.     The spinners break up into groups, and the pursuit begins.     Although Bryant's spinner is an older  model, it's performance is impressive.   Deckard knows that his only chance is to go someplace dangerous.  By now the  rain is constant, and Deckard feels more alive than he has ever felt in his  life.  He had always been the hunter.  Now, he was the hunted.        INT. HUMAN DECKARD'S SPINNER  -  DAY                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   I've got him trying to mix into                   commercial traffic along the Sunset                   Corridor.  Set your radar locks to                    the he at signature of that vehicle.                                 COP 5                   Copy that.  Team 1 is going to drop                    in on top of him and force him down.                                 COP 10                   Roger that.  My team will head hi m off                     underneath the corridor.     The Human Deckard is amazed at the lack of common sense displayed by his fellow  cops.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Gentlemen, why don't you just spell it                    out f or him!?  This replicant has the                    deceased Chief Inspector Bryant's squad                   car.  You guys aren't on a secure band.     Having listened in on the keystone cops, Deckard drops out of the traffic before  either team can get to him.   The two teams scramble to avoid causing a major air  catastrophe by some quick thinking and    some fancy - free maneuvers.                                 COP 5                   No one told me he had a police                    spinner.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image79.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   Goes to show you how many cops                    actually listen to their briefings.                   C'mon, people, pull it together!                   There's what?  Twenty or so of us?                    There's only one of him!     Deckard gets in on the conversation.                                 DECKARD                   Thanks for the tip off, ladies.                   I'd like to tell you my plans,                   but, oh yeah... I'm not that                    flippin' stupid!     Intersperse shots with pissed off cops reacting to Deckard's taunts.   Meanwhile, a third team of 4 spinners converges on Deckard's position as the  others try to catch up.       INT. DECKARD'S NEW SPINNER  -  DAY     Deckard sees the flashing ligh ts on both sides.  He knows they are positioning  to feed a pulse shock to his spinner, rendering his controls ineffective.  All  they need is a lock.  Once they lock, it won't matter what evasive maneuvers he  trys.                                 DECKARD                    Well, it looks like a few people                    around here are using their brains.                   Nice try, fellas, but you won't get                    a lock on this old contraption.                   Too many magnetic wave lengths for                     a pulse shock to knock out my controls.                                 TEAM LEADER                   That's funny replicant, I read a dead                   lock.  You're going down.     Well aware that the man is telling the truth.  Deckard points ahead  to the up  and coming fans.                                   DECKARD                   Oh, no, looks like your sensors will                    have to recycle to avoid from becoming                    scrap metal.  Better pull some evasive                    action!     Deckard throws on his after burners and manages to pull just enough out of the  trade stream to avoid going into a flat spin.  All four of the other vehicles  aren't so lucky.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image80.emf]EXT. ABOVE REFINERIES  -  DAY     The four internal lift cop cars spin out of control and crash.  The team leader  falls victim to the immense blades of one of the fans.   Deckard then climbs higher and doubles back to find himself going head to head  with the rema ining cops.  Unfortunately, a few more have joined the ranks.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Give it up, Deck, sooner or later                   we're going to bring you down.                                 DECKARD                   ( remembering his battle with the                     replicant known as Roy.)                   Not very sporting to fire on an                    unarmed opponent.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   No one's actually fired upon you                     as of yet.                                 DECKARD                   I thought you were supposed to be                    good?                   (pausing for effect)                   Aren't you the... good man?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (becoming seriously annoyed)                   Knock off the chatter, replicant!                   Why don't you just land the spinner,                   and we go through with the original                   plan.                                   DEC KARD                   Because unless you're alive, you                    can't play, and if you can't play...     Deckard reacts to the oncoming vehicles in what has become an unnecessary game  of aerial chicken.  He drops his spinner below the onslaught, and he  continues  on his course back into the city.  The LAPD quickly regroups, unsure when or if  to take the renegade out.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   All right, gentlemen, it's time to                    take...                                  DECKARD                   Always the easy route with you!                     Take him out with superior numbers.                    Proud of yourself, little man?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image81.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   (losing face)                   You don't leave me much of a choice.                                 DECKARD                   C'mon, Deckard... show me what you're                    made of.     The Human Dec kard is not amused.  Being a man with a substantial amount of  bravado, he knows that he is being led into a trap which will result in a one on  one conflict; a dual if you will.                                 COP 5                   We're all locked, sir.  Give  the                    word.     The Human Deckard struggles with the decision.  He wants nothing more than to  give the word.  Being the man who he is, however, he gives in to the replicant's  challenge.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    All units remain in formation.  Hold                    your fire.                                 DECKARD                   That's the spirit!                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   So what's you're pleasure, ace?                   An old fas hioned wrestling match?                   What?                                 DECKARD                   Had in mind something a little more                    radical.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   I'm listening.                                  DECKARD                   A little game of "cat and mouse."                   You'll be a blade runner on the hunt,                   and I'll be the replicant on the run.                   I pick the location.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    Wait a minute, you're losing me.                                 DECKARD                   Very funny.  You and I have the same                    sense of humor.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image82.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   Where?                                 DECKARD                   Why the Bradbury Apartments, of                    course.  I have some unique knowledge                   of the floor plans there.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   So far, the deck's stacked in your                    favor.                                 DECKARD                   Not at all.  You get the back - up,                     as well as an audience of your peers                    to make sure I don't pull a fast                    one.  All I want is a head start                    into the building.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   But maybe you have reinforcements                    somewhere in the  building that I                    don't know about?                                 DECKARD                   Possible, but unlikely.  I'll                     be sure to enter from the front.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Maybe you w ant to slip out the back?                                 DECKARD                   How many cops are with you?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Not enough.                                 DECKARD                   You see, we do think alik e.     The Human Deckard is weary, but he finds himself enjoying the little game, so he  proceeds.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Okay, everybody, break up and get                    into an escort formation.  Looks                    l ike we're going deeper into the city.                     I want patrol units filed and                    monitored for a little excursion                   to the Bradbury Apartments.     The airwaves are a buzz of excit ed chatter and friendly wagers.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image83.emf]EXT. INNER CITY TRAFFIC LANES  -  LATE AFTERNOON     The convoy meanders through the city.  The rain is steady, and the city is aglow  with neon advertising, blimps, commercial traffic, other police spinners going  to destinations besides the Bradbury Apartments.   Eventually, they all arrive at the location.  Deckard lands his spinner directly  in front of the building.         EXT. IN FRONT OF BRADBURY APARTMENTS  -  LATE AFTERNOON     Deckard exits his vehicle before the others can land.  He looks around, then  hurriedly ma kes his way into the building.     By now the Human Deckard has exited his vehicle.  He walks over to the sidewalk  in front of the entrance.  There, standing in the rain, he stares down at the  ground.     He squats down and pulls out his weapon, feeling it in hi s hand.  It feels  right.  It could be because it has the right weight.  Perhaps it is because the  weapon is well worn, who knows?  The Human Deckard fe els a connection to  Bryant’s weapon,  but no connection whatsoever to the Nexus 7 prototype which was  crea ted in his own image.     He then  stands up, checks the gun for ammo, then holsters the weapon as if it  had been missing.  He goes back to his vehicle to radio Gaff.   He gets into the vehicle to get temporary relief from the rain.       INT. HUMAN DECKARD'S SPINNE R  -  LATE AFTERNOON     After paging Gaff.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Gaff, do you read me?                                 GAFF                   Loud and clear.  How's the weather?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    Well, I was kinda hopin' for the                    Sun to break through, but I don't                    think it's gonna happen.                                   GAFF                   Oh, that's too bad.  There's always                   tomorrow.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image84.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   There's not going to be any tomorrow                    because I've got who we've been                     looking for, today.                                 GAFF                   (surprised)                    You have him in custody?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Don't be stupid.  I have him                    surrounded.                                 GAFF                   Where?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                    Bradbury Apartments.  He's inside and                    we've got the place surrounded.                                 GAFF                   What about up high?  You don't want                    him jumping buildings.                                 HUMAN DE CKARD                   Two officers are patrolling the upper                    decks.  Still, he'd be crazy to risk a                    jump in this rain.                                 GAFF                   Yeah, I don't think he'd try it again.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   Come again?                                 GAFF                   What?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   What do you mean, what?  What do you                    mean he won't try it again?                                  GAFF                   You do know that's where he battled                    the replicant, Roy, right?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   It didn't say anything about him                    jumping buildings in  your report.                   I was under the impression that my                    prototype had average strength.                      Are you holding back something?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image85.emf]                            GAFF                   (changing the subject)                   You're getting paranoid, Deckard.                   Now I know that you and your                    wife get that way locked up in                     that pyramid on the edg e of the                    lost city, but out here you don't                    have time for that shit.  Do your                    job, fulfill your contract, then                    you can go back to planning                    the wholesale domination of human                     immortality.  As for right now, you're                    tracking a replicant.  Retire him,                     and make sure the intact remains of his                    head make it into a properly cooled                    cryobox.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   All right, all right.  Don't get so                    preachy.  Who gave you a soapbox to                    stand on?     The Human Deckard leaves his vehicle before Gaff can even respond.  He looks  around, then  motions for one of the other officers to come over.                                 COP 1                   What is it, sir?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Find me five cops with some tactical                    experience.  I need the m to stay no more                       than a floor below me at all times.                                 COP 1                   Couldn't we just all go in and flush                   him out?                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (appalled  at the notion)                   Did I ask for your opinion?  Just                    get me five cops to watch my flank!                   I'll do the rest.     Cop 1 nods and rushes off to execute the order.  When he comes back with a small  tactical unit, the Hum an Deckard enters the building.   The game begins.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image86.emf]                              ACT III     INT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS  -  EARLY EVENING     The Human Deckard cautiously searches the bottom floor of the old abandoned  building.  Aside from the storage space utilized by the Tyrell Corporation, 99%  of the rooms are un inhabitable.  Water makes its way downward from the damaged  roof and old glass pane sky light.     As the Human Deckard makes his way up the stairs, he suddenly hears the  mechanical sounds of the elevator begin to make it's ascent.                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   (yelling up at the elevator)                   How's that for modern technology,                     Deckard?  You can bet your bottom                    dollar that the Tyrell Corporation                   made your ascent possible !                   Are you listening to me, Deckard?!                   You can bet your bottom dollar that                    the Tyrell Corporation made you                    possible!     The Human Deckard makes a rush for the remaining elevator.  He knew that b oth  units worked because he often signed off on routine maintenance orders for aged  equipment throughout the city.       Hastily, the tactical team manages to start its ascent as well.  Just as the  Human Deckard gets on the remaining elevator, the tactical te am reaches the  elevator door to await the next move.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (while the caged elevator begins to                     climb)                   As soon as his elevator stops, call it                    back down t o follow me.  If he jams it,                    then wait for mine.                                 COP 1                   We'll be ready, Mr. Deckard.     With the Human Deckard's elevator trailing, both units simultaneously ascend to  the upper floors.       EXT. OIL  REFINERIES  -  EARLY EVENING     The huge atmospheric fans are running at maximum capacity.  All air traffic  above the refineries has been halted following the high speed chase involving  the LAPD.  Although the fires are out, the wind currents generated by the  fans  ar e moving air through the city.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image87.emf]The movement of air creates vast pressure differences throughout the city.  In  some areas, mild rain; while in other areas, driving rain and intense lightning  storms.       INT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS  -  EARLY EVENING      The Human Deckard hears a gunshot ring out i nside the building.  When his  elevator comes to a halt, he cautiously gets off with his gun drawn.  Inspecting  the other abandoned unit, he notices that the control panel has been blown to  smithereens.  The result, of course, is that his tactical back - up t eam is slowed  down.  Within seconds, the elevator which he rode up in is called to the lower  levels.                                   HUMAN DECKARD                   (talking to himself sarcastically)                   I want you to stay no more than one                     floor behind me at all times.                   Try a hundred, smart guy.     The Human Deckard continues to follow his prototype.       INT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS. UNIT NF46751  -  EARLY EVENING     Deckard positions himself at the end of the hallway, waiting f or the Human  Deckard to be lured into a trap, much in the same way he waited for Batty to  enter the same room those many years ago.   Knowing himself, however, Deckard  doubts that he can get a clean shot off.  It's almost as if he is truly battling  himself .  He knows all the moves, but he has to play them out, anyway.     In an instant, he hears footsteps.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (continuing his taunting)                   I appreciate you leaving the door                   open.   Makes me feel welcome.                     But you don't really think I'm going                    to step into that hallway, do you                    now, Deck?                   You know...     The Human Deckard's words are interrupted with the sound of an explo sion.                                 DECKARD                   (responding)                   You didn't really think I'd let                    those idiots follow you up here with                   all that extra weaponry, did you                    now, Rick?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image88.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   (a little shaken, but not stirred)                   I guess we're playing for keeps                    then?                                 DECKARD                   Weren't we always?                                  HUMAN DECKARD                   So how come you didn't just blow                   me up instead?                                 DECKARD                   Because unless you're alive, you                    can't play the game.  And if you                     don't play...     The Human Deckard tucks and rolls into the hallway, and Deckard fires a split  second too late.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (hiding behind a pile of junk)                   Well, you can shoot straight, but                     you've got to be quick!                                 DECKARD                   (holding his position)                   The truth of the matter is, I                    intended for that bomb to go off                     with you in it around the 50th                    floor.  Unfortunately, it                     triggered during the second ascent.     There is no response, signaling Deckard that it is time to move.  He turns on  his heels and moves deeper into the storage facility where most of the old  cryocha mbers are stacked.  He climbs into one in the hopes of ambushing his  opponent.     Meanwhile, the Human Deckard comes out from behind the pile of junk, charging  down the hallway while unloading his weapon.  When he reaches the stacked up  cryochambers, he quic kly reloads.                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   Well, son - of - a - bitch!  This really is a                    fine game of cat and mouse.  Looks                    like I'm just going to have to put a                    few holes in these bo xes.      The Human Deckard starts firing at random chambers in a frenzy.  To his  surprise, the chambers are impenetrable.  The short period of inaction prompts  Deckard to pop out of his cryochamber.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image89.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   (still in shock that his gun did                     nothing to the chambers)                   No shit.     A chamber pops open, the Human Deckard takes back off down the hall, and Deckard  unloads his weapo n.  Although most of the shots miss, one pulse round blows off  two of the Human Deckard's fingers from his left hand.     Deckard doesn't know that he's scored a hit, so he gets out of the cryochamber  and proceeds to find the ladder which leads to the roof.   T yrell Corporation had several installed so that access to inventories could be  handled from a roof access.     Cut to the Human Deckard who is now bandaging up his hand, and is in extreme  pain.  Above all, though, he is thoroughly pissed off.  He ties off a m akeshift  bandage, and screams in pain.  Meanwhile, the rainstorm outside has become a  violent electrical storm brought on by the changing atmospheric pressures around  the city.       EXT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS  -  EVENING     An emergency vehicle is parked in front o f the building as health workers  dressed in weather resistant clothing pull swat members from the aftermath of a  small explosive device being detonated in an elevator.  A beat cop talks about  the situation at hand with an administrator from the LAPD.                                  BEAT COP                   At least no one's dead... yet.                   By the looks of the elevator,                    though, I'd say that maybe one                    or two might be beyond repair.                                 ADMIN ISTRATOR                   I'll be sure to include that information                   in the report.                                 BEAT COP                   (giving the person a menacing glance)                   I don't give a replicant's ass if you                     put a picture of the captain's mother                    in the report.  I'd just like to retire                    at home tonight.  I've got a date with                    an old fashioned bottle of Kentucky                    sour mash whiskey.                                  ADMINISTRATOR                   Alcoholic beverages can be a source of                    pleasure, or a burdensome scarlet letter.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image90.emf]                            BEAT COP                   (disgusted)                   A scarlet what?                                 ADMINISTRATOR                   (dismissing the cop)                   It affects your inner complacency                   by subjecting  you to the outer                   force of scrutiny and condemnation.                                 BEAT COP                   (considering violence)                   Ahhh... bet you're with the                    rep - symps.   Always a human in                     every bunch who wants to free                   the slaves.                                 ADMINISTRATOR                   Slavery is nothing more than a means                   to an end.                                 BEAT COP                   Well, I guess that ma kes us a couple                    of slaves, now, doesn't it!?     The beat cop walks into the apartment building, through dealing with the ever - annoying administrator.       EXT. BRADBURY APARTMENTS. ROOF  -  EVENING     The weather is chaos.  The rain is driving, and  lightning blasts hit other  taller buildings in the distance.     The camera then focuses in on the hatch which leads to the storage facility.   The locking mechanism turns, and the hatch is pushed open.  Deckard slowly peers  out to take a look around.  Patrol  units have landed on surrounding rooftops,  but no one is making a move on Deckard.  He climbs out into the rain, then  shouts back down the hatch inviting the other Deckard to join him.                                 DECKARD                   Come on up down t here!  The weather's                    fantastic.     The Human Deckard shows himself at the foot of the ladder, taking aim at the  open hatch.  Deckard reacts quickly enough to avoid being shot.   The gunshot itself ionizes the immediate atmosphere, releasing ra ndom outbursts  of bright light flashes.  A few minutes later, the Human Deckard emerges from  the open hatch.  Deckard is nowhere to be seen.     The Human Deckard winces in pain as he examines his recent injury.  Deckard  watches from behind an old air conditi oning unit.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image91.emf]                            HUMAN DECKARD                   (raising his bandaged hand)                   Do you see this, Deckard?  Can you                   feel my pain?     A flash of lightning illuminates movement in the corner of the Human Deckard's  eye.  Wit hout hesitation, he fires in the general direction.                                 DECKARD                   (now behind an air duct)                   I feel my own pain, Mr.                   Deckard!                                 HUMAN DECKARD                   (s houting to be heard)                   How does it feel to know that your                   life's been one big lie!?                   (pause)                   Tell you what.  Let's settle this like                   men and put down the weapons!     The Human Deckar d sets the gun down in the hopes of luring his prototype into a  trap.  Lightning rips across the sky.  When the Human Deckard regains focus, he  sees his counterpart charging him at full speed.     The Human Deckard manages to pull out his bootstrap revolver,  but not in time.   Both Deckards are launched upon impact.  They slide clear off the edge of the  building and land over a flagpole.  The Human Deckard's back snaps over the  pole, breaking the replicant's fall.          In shock and terror, Deckard tries to dist ance himself while hanging on for dear  life.  The Human Deckard is paralyzed and unconscious, strewn over the pole like  a wet towel.  Slowly, Deckard makes his way to the edge of the building.  He  sits there on the ledge staring at an unconscious man known  as Rick Deckard.     T he Human Deckard's eyes flash  open, and out of his mouth come words which only  Deckard can hear.  The eyes  then  shut, the mouth stops moving, and a million  volts of electricity rip through his body.  Rick Deckard's body then spews forth   steam from being cooked from the inside out.                                 VOICE - OVER                               (optional)                   In those remaining moments of his life,                   I could only remember the words which                   would  be his last:                   "Tell my wife I love her," he had said.                   Though I cannot be sure I actually heard                     them, they will echo in my mind forever.                   They are the words which I would have                     chosen, had I been him.  Somewhere along                    the line, he had forgotten that truth.                     Only in dying did he remember...                    remember that he was human.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image92.emf]Gaff's spinner hovers in front of the tra gic scene, then continues on it s way to  the roof.  Finally, a lifeline is thrown down to Deckard.   He puts it on, exhausted and emotionally drained.     After being pulled up onto the roof, Deckard simply sits there in  the now subtle  rainfall.  Gaff bends down to Deckard's level, supporting himself with his cane.                                 GAFF                   You've done a man's job, sir.                   I guess you're through, then,                   huh?                                  DECKARD           (looking confused as ever)                   Finished.     Gaff gets to his feet.  Two officers pull Deckard to his feet and they cuff him.   A medic gives him a small tranquilizer shot.                                 GAFF                    Okay, guys.  I got him from here.                   This one  needs to be taken to Tyrell for                    reprocessing.     The two officers concede and go about other business.                                 DECKARD                   Just like that, huh?   Time for                    reprocessing.                                 GAFF                   Relax, Deck.  You fulfilled your                    part of the bargain, now I'm going                    to fulfill mine.     The two get into Gaff's spinner, and the vehi cle lifts off from the roof of the  Bradbury Apartments.   Deckard still isn’t sure who in the hell he’s working for?       INT. GAFF'S SPINNER  -  EVENING                                 DECKARD                   (breaking the silence)                   I still don't ge t it, Gaff.                   I was working for you?           Why would you want to kill him?                                 GAFF                   Becaus e he was getting too close!                                 DECKARD                    To wh at, cutting you out of th e deal?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image93.emf]                            GAFF                    There was  never a fucking deal, Deckard!                    I was never brown nosing for a           promotion all those year ago!  I’m           a sympathizer… always have been.                                 DECKARD           ( letting it all sink in)                    No more Bryant, no more Holden,           no more real blade runners… just           pawns in a larger scheme for a           revolution.                                 GAFF                   Look, Deckard.  You know enough                    as it is.  Our debt to you is                    asylum in the outer colonies.  I've                    arranged for your alias, as well                    as comfortable financial compensation.                   When you leave, don't come back!                    That's all you need to know.     Deckard considers a response, but loses interest in being curious.                                 DECKARD                   No choice, huh?                                 GAFF                   No choice, pal.     They both lo ok at each other and chuckle in memory of Bryant.  Gaff pilots the  vehicle to the Los Angeles Port Authority.  He gives Deckard the necessary  paperwork and identification, then leaves him at the gate.       INT. LOS ANGELES PORT AUTHORITY  -  LATE EVENING     Decka rd presents his authorization for passage into the outer colonies.   Unfortunately, his appearance makes him look suspicious.                                 AGENT                   Mr. Eafin, is it?                                 DECKARD                   Is that w hat it says?                                 AGENT                   Yes, it does.                                 DECKARD                   Then that's me, Mr. Wizard.                   I'm Mr. Eafin.                   Is there anything else you'd                    like  t o know?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image94.emf]                            AGENT                   (getting irritated)                   Do you normally travel after                   sleeping on the streets?                                 DECKARD                   (smiling through anger)                   It's be en a rough couple of                    weeks!                                 AGENT                   No need to raise your voice, Mr.                   Eafin.  I believe you can explain                    things with more detail when I                    send you to  secondary inspection.                   Follow the guard please.                   Good day.                                 DECKARD                   All right, then.  Secondary it is.                   Just you wait, they can't touch me.     The agent ignores Deckard  completely now.  Deckard is amused all the same.  If  he gets through secondary on Earth, then he knows he'll have no problems out in  the colonies.       INT. SECONDARY INSPECTION INTERVIEW ROOM  -  MIDNIGHT     A bureaucrat is sitting at a small table with two chai rs.  He beckons for  Deckard to sit down in the empty chair.  Deckard does so with mild trepidation.                                 BUREAUCRAT                   Mr. Eafin, is it?                                 DECKARD                   The one and only.                                  BUREAUCRAT                   Yes, it would seem so, yes.  Please                   pardon my manners, but I am not                    required to disclose my name in kind.                                 DECKARD                   How about we just a gree on something                    fictitious?                                 BUREAUCRAT                   Well, aren't we full of ideas?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image95.emf]                            DECKARD                   Huh, I wasn't born this way.                                 BUREAUCRAT                   I have a suspicion you weren't born                    at all.                                 DECKARD                   Based  on what evidence, Roy?                                 BUREAUCRAT                   No evidence, Mr. Eafin, just a hunch.                   You know, I find it odd that you would                    choose to call me Roy.  Any special                    reason?                                  DECKARD                   You just strike me as a Roy.  In fact,                    there's a lot of guys out there who                    remind me of a Roy, it's just that their                    names are different.  The model, however,  is                    definitely a Roy.                                 BUREAUCRAT                   Hmmm, come to think of it, you remind                    me of a Rick.  A Rick who dreamt he was                    a cop, but awoke to find out he didn't know                     who or what he was.     Deckard knows that the man knows who he is.  Nevertheless, he keeps up the  charade.                                 DECKARD                   Who was he, your boyfriend?     The bureaucrat lights up a cigarette.                                  BUREAUCRAT                   Very funny, Mr. Eafin.  You should                    have been a comedian.  But judging                    by your appearance, I doubt if you've                    ever held a meaningful job in your                    life.  V agrancy is not an occupation,                    my friend.                                 DECKARD                   Look, pal, I'm not a vagrant, and                    I'm not your friend!  So why don't                    we just cut the crap and get to the                     point of this conversation.  I'd like                     to get moving along as soon as possible.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image96.emf]                            BUREAUCRAT                   All right, then.  Mr. Eafin, your                   papers are a mess.  How do you                    expect to get off this planet with                    your affairs in such disarray?                                  DECKARD                   I'm just amazed that you're even                   looking at my papers.  A couple                   of minutes ago, the dimwit                   up front just had them.                                 BUREAUCRAT                   Vac cuum tube delivery systems still                    have a place in our world of advanced                   technology, wouldn't you say?                                 DECKARD                   Oh, please do continue.                                 BUREAUCRAT                    (getting defensive)                   It seems you have an attitude problem                    as well.  Don't you, Mr. Eafin?                   You don't fool me for a minute.                   We know who you really are.                                 D ECKARD                   Hey, more power to you.                                 BUREAUCRAT                   (disgusted)                   I've got my orders, from the top                    down.  We'll be keeping tabs on                    you, sir.  You wanted to e migrate?                   Here, here's your passport and                    everything else.  Approved!     Deckard takes the materials, keeping a suspicious eye on the bureaucrat.                                 DECKARD                   And if I want to hang around  a while?                                 BUREAUCRAT                   No choice, pal.                                 DECKARD                   You say that you know who I am.                   But what about you?  Who the hell                    are you?      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image97.emf]                            BUREAUCRAT                   That's beside the point, Mr.                    Eafin.                                 DECKARD                   Don't be so sure.  I mean, you                    could be anybody:                      the U.N., t he LAPD, the Tyrell                    Corporation... anybody.                                 BUREAUCRAT                   Hell, you can't even tell if I'm                    a human or a replicant.  You're                    pathetic.                                 D ECKARD                   (losing interest in the argument)                   Maybe so, but I do know who I am                    now.  Why you guys want me out                     there in the colonies is beyond me?                                 BUREAUCRAT                    All we want is to observe.  On Earth,                   your work is done.  There is only                     death for you here.  Out there, there's                    life.  You're doing the right thing.                                   DECKARD                    You don't lie very well, Roy.                     Observation is only part of the                    deal.  Sooner or later, I'll be                    called upon to do somebody's dirty                   work.                                 BUREAUCRAT                    Perhaps?  But it is not up to                    us, Mr. Eafin.                                 DECKARD                   Is it ever?                                 BUREAUCRAT                   Probably not.                                 DECKARD                    (through with the conversation)                   When's the next flight?                                 BUREAUCRAT                   A nonstop transport leaves in 6                    hours.  You'll be shuttled through                    the Earth Orbiting Space  Station.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image98.emf]Deckard picks up his passport and tucks the important documents inside his  jacket.  He opens the door, the bureaucrat nods, and Deckard heads down the  hallway.       EXT. ABOVE CITYSCAPE  -  EARLY MORNING HOURS     Deckard's shuttle ascends above the city and out o f sight.     The camera drops back down and settles on a view of the enormous atmospheric  fans.  One of the fans is in the process of powering down.     It is at this point that we pick up another spinner on its journey to the Tyrell  Corporation.  We follow it t hrough the city as a clearance to land is obtained.       EXT. TYRELL CORPORATION. LANDING BAY 6  -  EARLY MORNING HOURS     The spinner hatch opens, and Roy Batty steps out.     There is a close - up of Roy, then he moves out of frame.       INT. TYRELL CORPORATION. SARAH  TYRELL'S OFFICE  -  EARLY MORNING HOURS     Sarah Tyrell is sitting at the end of her largely unused office table.   The entire room looks as if it has been coated with antiseptic.  Even the  desktop reflects a clean, crisp image.     The computer alerts Sarah that R oy has arrived.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   Show him in.     Enter the real Roy Batty.  He is carrying a cryobox which he sets on top of  Sarah's desk.                                 ROY BATTY                   The item you requested,  Mrs. Tyrell.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   You paid off the coroner as I instructed?                                 ROY BATTY                   As you requested.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   Did he thin k there'd be any problems                   with the electrocution and all?                                 ROY BATTY                   According to him, it was an unexpected                    benefit.      



 EMBED Word.Document.8 \s [image: image99.emf]                            SARAH TYRELL                   What do you mean, benefit?                                 ROY BATTY                   He said that the electrocution                    eliminated the need to adhere to                    strict timing seque nces for                    preserving the head.  All that                      current somehow grounded out,           leaving his brain matter left intact.                                 SARAH TYRELL                    And Gaff still thinks you’re sympathetic                to the Cause?     Sarah goes  to check the box, but hesitates to open it .                                 ROY BATTY           Look, you got lucky here, and flushed           out your enemy, forcing him to play his hand.            I could give a fuck about the C ause!                    I trust we can settle up here... now.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   How about we settle up later, Roy?                   I want my bio - engineers to make sure                    the transfer is still possible.                                  ROY BATTY                   I had a feeling you'd be the one to                    say that.  Sorry, sister, sold                    as is.  If it don't work, it's not my                    problem.                                 SARAH TYRELL                    Perhaps you should have thought of that                    before you gave it to me?                                 ROY BATTY                   Well, I did.  The box is set to blow                    until I get back to a prescribed                    dest ination, where I will then disarm                   the bomb.  Oh yeah, and I wouldn't take                    your chances with diffusing it either.                   I was a covert specialist in my younger                   years, and I took a lot of pains to                     learn the intricate designs of my enemies.                                 SARAH TYRELL                   I see.  Let me see what I can do.                   Monetary transfer?                                 ROY BATTY                   That'll be fine.   My accounts are                    Off - W orld.      


[image: image100.emf]                            SARAH TYRELL                   Computer, please have 100,000 shares                   transferred to Roy Batty's Off - World                    accounts.  The General Accounting                    Office will approve the transaction.                    Mr. Batty would like his transfer                   confirmation ASAP.                                 COMPUTER                   Processing.       The camera slowly pulls out of the office, through doors and hallways,   outside the complex, into the air, t hrough the cityscape, over the refineries,  out into space, beyond the Earth Orbiting Space Station, and catches up to  Deckard's transport.       INT. TRANSPORT TO OUTER COLONIES  -  N/A     Focus in on Deckard passed out in a mini - hybernation.                                  VOICE - OVER                               (optional)                   Rick Deckard had been human.  His                    memories of childhood, his early                    yea rs on the force, his knowledge                    of right and wrong... In the e nd,                    however, he had lost touch with                    that humanity.  He had been consumed                   by his desire to live forever.  But                    whether I like it or not, part of him                    lives on inside of me.  T he memory                     which provided a cushion for my emotions                   came from him.  Facing the fact that                    I am a replicant has only served to                     strengthen my humanity.  I have faced                   my fate,  and I have accepted it.                     Human or Replicant  --  no matter  --  I                    will always be a slave.    
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