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THE EYE

Magnified and deeply revealed. Fleks of green and yellow in

a field of mlle blue. A cauldron of icy fillaments surround

the undulating center. In the metallic surface below the screen
where in the eye is expossed the words ("VOIGHT-KAMPFF'jare finely

etched.

The inst#frment is no bigger than a music box, a touch-lite
pannel across the top and two dials on each side of the screen
registaring dialation of the iris. It sits on a table betwean

two men. &7"
The room 1s lar and cold with rows of(salvaged junk)ne
stacked against/walls.of corrugated iron. The man™takKing the

test is big, looks like an over su stuffed kid. "LEON" it says
over his breast peee pocket., He's dressed in a warehouseman's
uniform and his pudgey hands are folded expectantly in his lap.

Fachng him is a lean hollow cheeked man dressed in grey. De-
tached and effiecient, he looks like a cop or an accountant.
His name is Holden. and he's all business.

LEON
What you looking at now?
» HOLDEN
Your evye,
LEON
Okay if I talk?
_ HOLDEN
Talk all you want.
& LEON
I Klndéghervous when I take tests,

,I already had my 1.Q0. test this year and

Tewe
,/ LMW

i HOLDEN
K Don't move.
\ ad
\ LEON
. Sorry.
- HOLDEN

Reaction time is a factor in this so
answer quick as you ‘can.

Leon compresses his lips and nods his big head eagerly.

HOLDEN
3¥. A man goes ;nto the Waste Land.
He's walking along in the sand when he
looks down and sees a...



LEON s S
What one? g

, HOLDEN
What?

What Waste Land? BN R O e

HOLDEN
It doesn't make any dlfference whlch
one - it's competely hypothetlcal,,you
understand?

LEON
But how come he'd be there’

HOLDEN :
Mavbe he's fed up, maybe he wants to be
by himself - who knows. Anyway the man
looks down and sees a tort01se crawllng
towards hlm.

: LEON - .
A tortoise? Y e o

Holden nods.

leow Wobs. vy,
" HOLDEN
Same thing. Tl

Howoew sTARES BT

Leon his PAT ceamef
‘ LEON el ‘W (-7 %

But I understand what you mean.

HOLDBB £ !
Good. The man reaches down‘andhfilps the
tortice tortolise over on ltS back;
UBjeCT . : ‘ i
Keeping an eye on- E:aﬁ‘ Holden notes the dn&l& Ln;the Vblght-f
Kampff. One of the needles quivers sllghtly,':- ;

You make'these questions up-or ;A'TN,j.f‘z

'em written down? )
e T T @i DT> Foac o
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Disregarding the question Holden continues, picking up t=e pace.

HOLDEN
The tortoise 8dAys on its back, its
belly baking in the hot sun, beating
its legs trying to turn itself over,
but it can't - not without the mans
help - but the man's/ me% helpins.

LA 7RSIy

LEON
Wait a minute! Why would a man want
to turn over a perfectly good turtle?

- HOLDEN
To kill it Leon!

Leon looks shocked, =md surprised. But the needles in the
compute(kieg; tar little., Holden goes for the inside of his
coat. Heta-fd43&; Felo—a—fast—mowe. But big Leon is faster.
Much. His laser burns a hole the size of a nickle thru Holdens
steameh stomach., Unlike a bullet a laser causes no impact., It
goes thru Holden's spine and- comes out his hack clean as a
whistle., Like a rag doll he falls bac rds from the waste up.
By the time he hits the floor big, slow Leon is already walking

away.



THE BEDROOM

Deckard opens his eyes. The chimes from the alarm are faint
but persistent. He listens a while then reackhs out and turns
it off. Fifteen yer years ago Hodden might have been a light
heavy welght - he moves easy, . the muscles are still tight, but
the face is showing the time. | Not all of it good.: :

He turns to look at the woman lying next to him. Shes staring
straight up at the cieling. ™ An 'Irish face, ‘stubborn jaw, WWQ?ygft

beauty that's starting to harden bat—the-eyes-—they*f@‘“f'rl Toce
v s “blue. \ e
’ : BYT The Booy Mg gose T~

, DECKARD AL vy ’“j‘ Gacs To» Meow
Iran? \T Shows. ' N

She doesn't maev move. Not even a blink.

DECKARD
" You set your Penfield too weak.

‘He reachss across her to the night table.

IRAN
Keep your hands off my setting.
He Guwes vt A
Deckard lays back. There's a moment.

DECKARD
You dial what's on your schedual?
IRAN
Yes.
DECKARD
Then why so gloony?
IRAN
I dialed a six hour self accusatory

depression.

There's a note of triumph in her voice. Deckard takes a deep
breath - he doesn't want to ask why.

\Q w386YoEckarD
Why?

 IRAN
It use to be considered unhealthy
not to feel bad once in a while.

Her voice comes out flat, accusatory.

And besides that I want to get used

to it. d—y. S a8 ALy
i\\ WAL T8 B

Deckard jumps up and goes to the bathroom.



She listens to him wash his face, brush his £ teéth;

DECKARD'S VOICE
Why don't you dial B-227.

Iran consults the mood organ next to her - runs a dquick finger
down the index and stops.

- IRAN
"Pleased acknowledgment of husband's

superior wisdom in all matters".; No
Thanks. A

Feeling a little %punky from his joke Deckard comes out of
the bathroom and starts’to dress. She's not talking.

DECKARD
I don't like going to work thinking
about you lying here in the dark all
day with no t.v.

IRAN
I don't want to watch t.v.

DECKARD
Dial eighty eight then.

.- "The desire to watch t.v. no matter
(| what's on it"? That's more depressing
V  tahn my depression. Go fuck yourself.

£ IRAN

He bends down and kisses her lightly on the ¥ lips. She &wR--
turns away, stricken. He=mIrs—away» He starts to go.

IRAN
DecKeo«

kQ IV g
'DECKARD

Yeah?

-’&She pauses, - - - - . .ohe 7
DECKARD
I gotta go to work...we'll talk &t ooy~
it later.
ETTEEIR M MRS .

He stares-at her a momend, turns and gees leaves the room.
Iran lies there a moment then reaches out and touches a switch.
The bigger than life T.V. on the opposite wall comes to life

in lurid color. A overly handsome announcer with a velvet £
voice is speaking:



ANNOUNCER
Note on todays wheather -~ Mongoose
satalite reports that fall-out will
be especially pronounced towards noon
and then taper off,so all you kigdys
who'1ll be venturing out, be sure to




THE ROOF

The elevator doors slide open. Deckard steps out onto the
roof garden of his apartment bulldlng. There is no v1ew, the
sun is obscured and the grey morning air spills over with -
radio-active motes.

Deckard walks thru the ka hovercraft parking area, past a
tiny recreational facility enclosed in clear plastic and stops
at a round, windowless building with a speaker in the door.

DECKARD
Deckardd, conapt I1998.

The voice-lock activates, Deckard walks in and the door swings
shut behind him. The sounds of a barnyard greet his ears.

The contrast is abrupt and delicious. In here the air is
sweet and the light is clean with the reassuring warmth of

a manger.

He walks around a small paddock of rich brown sod encircled

by stalls of various sizes, most of them vacant. Of those that
aren't several are decorated with ornate insignias and

colorful canopys. A couple of owners are already up tending
their pets.

Deckard enters his stall. The sheep lays in the hay, legs
curled under, facing the wall.

'DECKARD
Morning Babs.

Slowly her head swings around to face him. Babs is a fine
looking creature. Her wool is curly and thick, white as the
clouds, a noble story book face with a muzzle as black as
velvet. If there were a prize for the perfect sheep, Babs
could £Z win it. Her eyesstay fixed on her master as he
prepares a vitimie~ vitamin supliment for her morning grain.

The-hefse—weuiéalt—wan-aay—pfazes—but-she— -d-decent-100king-
The horse in the next stall wouldn't win any prizes but she's
a decent looking, well cared for animal. Woburn, her owner,

appears at the fence beamlng at Deckard, his soft pasty skin

flushed with excitment.

WOBURN
Hey Deckard,my horse is pregnant!

Deckard looks up. It's not one of his favorite faces, ex
especially first thing in the morning.

- DECKARD
By what the wind?

\ WOBURN
" Fertilizing plasma...

Woburn leans in closer, the eyes Sgé little and irritated, his- -~ 7

smile"big and juicy.



WOBURN
I fet got a contact at the state
husbandry board. Her foal is gonna
. be what they call an unmatched up--
superior! What do you think of that?

Deckard brings the oats out of the hamper, pcurs them into a
pale and puts it on the floor. Babs scrambles to her feet,
ambles over and starts munching. Woburn hangs in there
waiting for a responce.

DECKARD
Congradulations.

Woburns eyes mist over with pride. He thumps his horse
fondly on the neck. P‘]Dee:»}«ﬁa-rd—-\ch.zm.);Jsmi:l:ua-w0J_d~-waﬂ:e-r‘»-down-the-w
drainm-and refills -t

WOBURN |
Look at those eyes Deckard - the first
flush of mother-~hood.

Deckard dumps the old water down the drain and refills it.

DECKARD
Ever think of selling her?

WOBURN v
Sell her? It would be immoral to
sell my horse.

DECKARD
Sell the colt then.

Deckard has set the hook. Woburn takes the bate.

WOBURN
Why should I?

~ DECKARD
Two animals is more immoral than not
having any.

Deckard flashes him a, sarcastic glance.

DECKARD
Not everybody lS as ferw fortunate

as you Woburn. gz

WOBURN -

What are you talking about? You -got ’
your sheep there. Gravestob has his
cheiken and Kelly Joe-over there has
his weasai weasel, Oakes and his wife
have that big red dog and I tkr think
Ricketts has a cat down in his place,
least he says he does. Every family
in this building has an animal.



DECKARD
But nobody has two.

Woburns voice rises lndlgnant and haughty,(;roth gathering
in the corners of his mouth
WOBURN

Lots of people 4 have two! Look at

that fellow Giovanazzi who owns the

algae plant, heg owns four! You see

that as&ei article in the Chronical

about his deek duck? The largest

Moscovy on the west coast.

.3 g

Deckard scatters fresh hay on the butrem.of the pen.

DECKARD
You could probably get full catalouge
value for her Wobmem. Hell, I'd pay
you five hundred a month plus interest.

myself,

WOBURN
Full catalouge value!? You don't know
what you're talking about Deckard.
Look 1in your Sydneys. You can't buy
a horse like this for love nor erey-
money. I went all the way to Canada
brought?her back myself. You take an
animal 1like this anywhere near Colorado
or Wyomlng they'1ll knock you off to get
a hold 4f her.) I wouldn't sell her for
51x.t1més catalouge value. The f foal
either. )

DECKARD
Suit yourself., But if you're ever in
the selling mood you just let me know.

He turns to leave.

WOBURN
Deckard.

Deckard stops.

WOBURN
You just stick with your sheep. If
you wanna sell something, Sell your
sheep., If 4 you wanna buy something
go buy another one. There's plenty
of sheep - if you know what I mean.

Deckard stares at him for a moment. Woburns lips peak peal
back in a triumphant smile.

DECKARD
See va.

WOBURN
Have a nice dav. Haksbah.



THE DOCTOR'S OFFICE

Deckard's in a swivel chair facing a wall of insterments,
read-outs and degital displays. He's concentrating on a -
screen transmitting electronic patterns. Pieces of a
puzzle, on the move and difficult to read - a nose, a ehipne~
chin, part of a head, discernable only for an instant before
they are scrambled into a new pattern.

The man standing behind Bim in the white smock is Dr.
Modesto. He's thin and boney, aloof, but a promise of
compassion in his sunken eyes. The only weund sound is
a mutted bell - it rings constantly at irregular imgin-
tervals.

MODESTO
Three seconds.

DECKARD
Mount Rushmore,

Modesto touches a long knobﬁy finger to a light on his
pannel and the puzzle composes itself. It is Mount Rushmore.

. MODESTO
Good.

He touches another’lightéﬁﬁ?hé bell stops se ringing.

MODESTO
How many rings?

DECKARD
One eighty two?

Modesto touches a light. Above it, in red, the print out
readsg: ****%789

MODESTO
Almost. Okay, that does it.

He shuts down the complex, takes his clip board and sits.
Deckard swings around to face him.

HMODESTO
First of all, the cybernetic-
veritron tested out under norm...
you have an emotional problem,
Deckard?

DECKARD
Better ygust give me the results Doc,
I'm in a hurry.

MODESTO
Okay. Chemico analysis A-I.
Blood pressure higher than last month.
Pattern recognition fine. Cell reso-
lution fine. Dexterity good. Too
much aminothyliso-thorium in your system
or maybe it's just age, but your mot1v1ty
rate is lower than your last exam.



DECKARD

Meaning?

MODESTO
Meaning you can't run as fast as you
use to ., But on the whole you're still

in good shape. ~Last 0of a breed.

Modesto signs his name at the bottom of the list, glances
over it then looks up, concerned. Dekcard is getting dressed.

MODESTO
You got a birthday in three days.

Deckard nods.

MODESTO ;

But you didn't put in for emigration.
DECKARD

Nope,
MODESTO

You're going to be over the limit, Deckard.
DECKARD

¥epy I know.
MODESTO

So far you're still a man who can reproduce
within the tolerances of the %awy law. If
you left you could have a baby.

DECKARD
Who wants to brigg a kid up under Mars?

MODESTO
Lots of people. What about your wife?

DECKARD

Tt
T Me ol

J

He finishes the setence with a shrug:

MODESTO
Apply anyway in case you decide to.

Deckard's dressed and ready to go.

DECKARD
What about you?

MODESTO
Too old.



DECKARD
But if you could?

MODESTO
My job is here.

DECKARD
So is mine.

They shake hands and Deckard walks out. The sign above = - -

the door reads:

FHE CHOICE IS YOURS
EMIGRATE OR DEGENERATE



The APARTMENT BUILDING o
Located in the abandoned suberbs of San Fransisco, it's ten
storys and running to ruin. Floor after floor of unin-
habited apartments and long lifeless hallways. The tour

of its dust ridden, crumbling emptiness is accompanied by
the cheerie voice: of=a”t.v. Announcer.

THE APARTMENT BUILDING

Located in the abanodoned suberbs of San Fransisco. Ten
storys of uninhabited apartments and running to ruin.

Floor after floor of deserted appliances and long lifeless
hallways. The tour of its dust ridden, crumbling emptiness
1is accompanied by a-fast a cheerie voiced t.v. Announcer.

ANNOUNCER
This loyal trouble free companion
given to you on your arrival] abso-~
lutely free |~ equipted fully as
specified by you before your de-
parture, to use either as personal
body servant or tireless field hand.
The custome tailored, humanoid robot
designed escpecially for your needs.
And now, BUSTER FRIENDLY AND THE
MORNING SHOW!

Applaase. \And the tour stops several storys up at the
apartment of J. R, Isidore. The t.v. in the front # room
is ancient, the reception poor, but it's hard to miss
Bugteer Buster\. He sits behind his illuminated, blue glass
desk, his fat little body at war with the stitching in his
gold lamay suit, opening the morning mail. He smiles at
his applauding audience. iagpq & Vos B2 v O ﬁ@J%ﬁ;?
BUSTER

Only one letter this morning folks.

Either everybody's gere left or

they've forgotten how to write.

Let's hope it's the former.

Laughter as he holds the letter away from his baby blue
eyes to read.

My, my, we have poetry.

"I'm sick of this place

It's just & “UNéa in space.
And living down here is a bore.
" Tell the "specials" don't cry

They can ki kiss me good bye
Cause I'm moving next week to L-4"!
Ho ho ho., My, my.

Applause and laughter. But Isidore wasn't-listening so- he
didn't catch the joke. He's stooped (hunched) over his

bathroom sink shaving:. Slack mouthed and dim eyed, slowly

he gides the razor over his pallid face. Lp//’
~Slowly, earefully he. gides the razor over his # pallid face.
Slack mouthed and dim eyed, he's not a man easily able to

_do. two things at once. (more than one thing at a time.)
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BUSTER (CONT)
That little poem was from Billy Flggens.
Thank you Billy and good luck to you,’

A% You're going to need it,if-youw're—stiii-
~heres Now lets talk to someone who isn' t.?
ITS TELEPHONE TIME! ¢

Applause as Buster picks up the reciver.
Operator? You have my party?
To the audeince.

This is a tran-gravital looooocoong
distance phone call all the way to Mars!
Hello? Yes? Can you hear me? This is
Buster Friendly calling from Earth! Who
am I speaking with please. Hello? Yes?

A Woman's voice comes thru the static, weak and delayed.

VOICE
Mrs. Joy L, Mothman, Buster,

BUSTER
And you're speaking to us live from
New New York are you Mrs. Mothman?

MOTHBEAN
Yes I am Buster.

BUSTER g
That'®s wonderful! Just think of it.
And we're all sitting down here listening
to you -~ arn't we ladies and gentlemen.
And tell us Mrs. Mothman, how is it up there?

SYNIN MOTHMAN 4
e B UNINTELLIGABLE STREAM OF WORDS). »\S\
S t —\Jai) RAL L EBAMeA D
Buster heids th \%éc1ver away“f m hiis ean,\raises his
brows ar):;l bats s eyes for the audiencge., They # laugh.
In the bathroom Isidore stops shaviag ‘Eo¥-a2 moment to listnen,
but again he's missed the joke and goes back his shaving.

BUSTER
Well, that's so nice to hear. Tell us
Mr.s Mothman and all our friends X down
here, how would you compare your life \
back on this poor old contaminated planet |
with your new life up there in a world
rich with every immaginable possibility?
o5
The transmission clears., It's a dry, middle aged voice
that crackles thru space,.

MOTHMAN
I think what me and my husband noticed
most was the dignity, Buster.
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BUSTER
The dignity Mrs. Mothman?

MOTHMAN
Yes. It's hard to explain, but having
a servant you can depend on in these
troubled times is somehow very re-
assuring.

BUSTER
I'm sure it is. And back here in the
0ld days &8 did you and Mr. Mothman
also worry about finding yourselves
classified as, ahem, "specials"?

Isidore stops mid stroke and listens.

MOTHMAN
Oh yes, my kusnad husband and me
nearly worried ourselves to death.
But ofcourse since we emigrated that's
nolonger a problen,

Angry, Isidore drops his razor in the sink and heads
for the t.v.

BUSTER
In other words, your husband felt no
protection in owning and continually
wearing a clumsy radiation proof...

But Isidore snaps off the set.

ISIDORE
Fork you guys and your radiation proof!
I hope the dust blows up there and every
body who emigrated turns out to be s=s-g«
special.

He stands there asserting his power gf over the inert
T.V. then suddenly remembers something.

oI et ay .

\OUv4 6onn o Ge LaTe TS jore.
THE HALIWAY
Isidore comes out of his apartment dressed for work. He's
forgotten to finish shaving, there's lather still on his
face. Across the back of his white ve coveralls it says:
VAN NESS PET HOSPITAL. He hurries down the hall past
the empty apartments. Some of the doors are open and warped
offering sights of shaddow and decay. Isidore trys not
to look, keeps-— —eyes-seraxrght-ahead-argd heads for the
staxi stalrs. % W R e e STRUKRT

Y e =
—r T ! T ,.,*‘V~ e

o P R 2

151dore ‘comes out of the bulldlng and walks &ea towards

his truck. An old panel job with ambulence siren and llghtS.
He wipes the nlghts accumulatlon of dust off the WlndshleldF —_—>
and gets in. = PRk




Settling himeelf behind the wheel he inserts the key and

turns it over. The o0ld engine fires up without a pusepause
hitch. Pleased, Isidore pats the dashboard and drives &RtQ /A
@t Pt the POWY TN DerTeE  STheeT .



ANIMAL ROW
A street in the heart of the city featuring pet shops with
garrsih‘signs and colorful ads reminicent of used car Lots.

Deckard joins a small group of mutants watching an Ostrich
behind a bared plate glass window, The Ostrich stands in
its heated clear plastic caage, majestic and superior,

Keeping an eye on the bird Deckard reaches into his coat and
brings out a well thumbed Sidneyvs animal catalouge and 1looks e

up Ostrich. The man next to him with the enlarged Lormnead‘ﬁwueﬂﬁ
leans closer \\ﬂe s —got-a voice ltke-a-wedk TGy horn. oF & _nI2]

SPITEDT

> £0
frb-g s pitadige g el e Ty e e g", TP ) B

DECK’A‘RDM_\

An ostrich. —~ k i,
hes eyes ejerwo avd Livee s,

MAN

How much &% they cost?

. v Yl
DECKARD ™ s
Thomeete et <O
)

Without looking at the man Dec&afa turns and moves away. B
Bt he doesn't get far.“ stops‘%o 1look-at Ehe animal in t
the next window.-—NO cro ere. ;mggt/&fgoazfﬂ No+h1ng
so exotic as the ostrlch but she's exceedlngly expressive wi
with big floppy ears and cute little horns. Captivated, Dec ‘j
Deckard stares -at—hex... And with her big,keen eygg‘the gﬁuw»va”~¥
stares back. As Deckard pulls himself away she " puc er§

mouth and bleats,-dwe Fhru the thick si=ss window it sges--
goes unheard.
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B8

THE INSPECTOR'S COFFICE
They re Slttlnc é across from each other, Decakrd and Bryant.

The Inspector is in hlS _lftys. If he took off a hundred
pounds he might be in good shpe. But then again maybe not.

The && deep creases in his face, the bursted capilaries in

the nose say brawler, spoiler and drunk. But the diseidiplomas
on the wall say something else. He's got a voice like a tired
fog horn. He opens a drawer and takes out a hand sized micro-
file,

BRYANT |
I-M-4-P-D, refered to as Nexus Six, the
Rossen Corparation's new pride and joy.
Hold@p was administering the Voight-Kampff
when it nailed him.

CNU

DECKARD

How is he?

BRYANT
Bad., Severed his spine. They're trying
to get one of thoee "¥clever metal" sections
+0 take, but who knows.

DECKARD
Hard to immagain an andy that could waste
Holden.

BRYANT

This isn't your average andy. In a forty
fifth of a second it can A#4 assume any of
fourteen basic reaction ¥ patterns. It's
capable of selecting within a field of two
million £ seperate neural pathwarys-apé---
pathways and except for some of the
skeletal structure it's a hundred perser&-
percent organic.

DECKARD
What about body capacity?

BRYANT
The life span is # short,ret no more than
four vears, no less than three - it's what
the bio-guys call a &rade---9££f trade off -
what it lacks in longevity it makes up for
in speed and brute force. At eags least four
\times stronger and faster than your-average 4 ’?
\yhat ever your average ass hole is these days f a
DECKARD

How many? Uegmgih

BRYANT
Originally eight., Came down back East,
8plit up, character chamges, all the usual.
New York got one. -d4s-Two more retired in
Miami and what's X/ left tracing thinks
is Y€ here. Youzg}urlsdaeéaan now.



i SBRYANT (CONT)
The leader was called Roy Batty, a manual.
laborer or field hand with aspirations. )\
He engeerered-the- enginered the escape.
Killed several people inculding his owners
amd the crew of the ship that he commandered.

DECKARD
Leads?

BRYANT
They're working on it. Mean time you fly
up. to Seattle, The Rossen People have a
model. Check it out on the Voight-Kampff,
There's a chance the nexus six is beyond
our ability to detect it. If thats the
case everybody's up shit creek. Hereg's
a micro file print out for each of them.
Get an ICS clearence and I'l1 have more for
you by the time you get back.

Deckard rises to leave.

_ BRYANT
Deckard.
Deckard stops.
‘ DECKARD
rYeaﬁz
BRYANT

I don't have to tell you - we don't

want to get in a position where we have
to explain anything. Be effective but be
£ careful,
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The Rossen Association rises out of the thick brown air of Seattle
like the Tower of Babel, Febwmpimpewm—and the artificial plants on
the tropical roof garden are covered with sleet. With a gentle
rocking motion Deckard brings hiS ped-ce—aermsiesd hover@cakt down on
the landing pad and gets out. A trim young lady with huge dust
filtering glasses and dressed for the cold comes forward to greet
him.

RACHEAL
Hello Mr. Deckard. I'm Racheal Rossen.
My uncle is waiting, so if you'll follow
me please.

If she wanted, her pert little body and pretty boyish face could
be sexy, but she doe§n t, she's all business, formidable without

trying. = W@@_

RACHEAL
It seems your p&ksee department doesn't
believe our new unit is to the public
benefit.

DECKARD
A humanoid robot is like any other
machine, it can be a benefit or a
dtdtumgk, hazard. If it's a benefit it's not
our problem.

RACHEAL
But because your department can't do
“ an adequate job in the simple matter
of detecting the miniscule number at

large, it's a problem, -Régh%—%r*—ﬁeckard?

They've just passed into #A a canopied, air filtered corridor

and Deckard doesn't answer the questlon because he's looking at

the animals. Small northen animals in neat "enviormental" cages.
The-armed-gaurd-at-the-exit-never-takes-his-eyes-of- He 1looks atee? e
the rabbit, the raccoon and the squirrel, but ==$8 the owl Emafi<y peRF
stops him. The armed gaurd at the exit never takes his eyes off
them,

g 2 RACHEAL
You like our owl?

Deckard st nods. Racheal claps her hands.aréd The owl opens its
yellow eyes Z4 and blinks at them.

DECKARD
It's artificial?

RACHEAL
Ofcourse not.

DECKARD
But there are no more owls, They're
XX listed extinct. Look 4 vour sydneys.

Absently he reaches inside his coat to prove it,
bt
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RACHEAL
But we don't buy from Sydnevs. ear—

. oSy .

<e have our own haturallﬂts—worﬂleg__fﬁ Ckﬁmﬁﬂ\

up in Canada. —There's still some forest

it 2 there, comparatively sveaking

anywvay -~ enough for small animals and

once in a while a bird.

Irf

The owl closes its eyes to resume its slumber, <®me chest rises
and falls as if it sighed.

RACHEAL
What kind of animal do you have Mr.
Deckare?
A’;v 1 - QH:C L.-\-J-olal.\-lh.. P _.l.ﬁ :‘.:i':::q..- —d

Still 1nvolved with the owl & :
his repc1 cbnesovr HecH4~‘Cch.

DECKARD
A sheep. A black faced Suffolk ewe,

She flashes him a bright perfect toothed smile.

RACHEAL ‘“Q)
Well then, you must beHVery happy. ’

Hands thrust in her coat pockets she strides off towards the
exit without looking back. Annoyed, Deckard hesitates, then
trails after her.

The exit is an elevator. Deckard enters and the door slides shut,

Racheal removes her glasses. Deckard trys to ignore her cool
apprasing stare.

RACHEAL
Are you apprehensive Mr. Deckard?

DECKARD
(}d“\ hould I be? Lalraraliar ey
RACHEAL

\
You're in a very unique position, you o ORAANVIVET—

could effect the future of this whg;e@VVV‘
campapy according to how you work your
little test.

DECKARD
Wy, how much of your current outputis
coneaks—0E Nexus 67

RACHEAL
The entirity of it.
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DECKARD
The test should work.

A STITAT
nALLDLA L

Sut i€ it doesn't it's possible we'd
have to withdraw from the market.

DECKARD
It's possible,
The door slides open. They move down a brightliy illuminated

+

hallwvav, their foot steps resounding on +the metalic surface,.

RACHEAL
So now you understnad why I thought
you might be apprehensive.

DECKARD
wo I don't.

RACHEAL
For the responsibllity of your
power Mr. Deckard. Being a little
police department bureaucrat, vou've
got more than your share.

Deckard stops and looks down at her.,

DECKARD
You got it wermg- wWrong il - \\Emgy
I'm not a bureaucrat, I'm a
bounty hunter.

He lets it sink 1in.
DECKARD
My job isn't to discontinue aAndys,

i£'s to retire them. The more the
better.

This timeit's him who walks away frist.
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THE INNER-SANCTUM OF DR. ROSSEN
The office is dimly 1lit and anticeptic, the furniture antique.
So is the dapper Dr. Rossen. He leans against his desk looking
into an 91d fashioned pocket watch., It's not the time he's
Racheal and Deckard walking down the hall, their

watching but

foot steos tiny but audiable. The only other sound

insidioug nerking »f coffee brewing &k in the

Rogsen sSnaps
s they come

Rossen pours

s

is the

back¥ground,

the 1id shut and slips the watch into a wvest Socke:

th-r1 thru the door.

RACHEAL
Mr. Deckard this is my uncle, Or,
Rossen.,

ROSSEN
How do you do, Mr, Deckard. Please,
sit down. I was just abott to have
some real coffee, would vou care for

a cup?

_ DECKARD
Love omes YU -

ROSSEN
Dear?

RACHEAL
No uncle.
from an old time sylex into fine China

ROSSEN
Your Inspector didn't mention he'd Q
be sending a bounty hunter,..pream
or sugar? '

DECKARD
Black.

cups.

————

—

ROSSEN
Somehow I didn't expect the man
who did the dirty work would be
be the man to do the technical
work. Here you are Mr. Deckard.

DECRARD
The dirty work has been done. Thanks,

baac

-

Deckard breaths in the fragrance of the coffee,

ROSSEN
Mav I ask a personal question?

DECKARD
Go ahead.
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ROSSEN
Have you ever retired a human by mistake?
DECKARD
NO.
R0SSEN
Jut in vour wrofession that is a liability,
DECKA 2D _
ZJothing is infallable, but so far the Voight
scale s has been sufficient,
ROSSEN
ﬁ’m,An empathy test?
DECKARD V“"? -
Yazth, ) i
ROSSEN

Capillary dialation of the so called blush
responce? Plus flucuation of the puoil, plus
time lapse between question and answerf- Right?

DECKARD
Right.

ROSSEN
Like you said Mr. Deckard, a machine can be
a hazard. The Voight scale is a machine isn't
it?
DECKARD
?rAu—-One that relys on human interpretation.

ROSSEN
A humans interpretation of a machines
interpretation of a suspected machines
interpretation of a human?

Both Racheal and 0ld Dr. Rossen laugh.

ROSSEN . P
Lets get on iwe&- with it then’

DECKARD
Where's the subject?

ROSSEN
Sitting next to you.

e

—~ —— ——— ——= — L
Delighted, Rossen takes a sip of coffee, Deckard stares at
the unflappable Miss Rossen then back at her uncle,

ROSSEN
She may be an android.

Accepting the challenge, Deckard opens his brief/case (and starts
fishing out the apparatus.) .



The electric hum of the Voight unit and the silence of
blend a soothing sound. In the soft green glow of the
needles in both gauges are at rest., Dr. Rossen stands
behind Deckard, who sits in front of Rad-heal Racheal,

the room ~
dials the
silhoutted
a penisi

beam trained in her eve, the wire mesh disks attached to her cheeks.

DECRARD
I'm going to outline a few social
Situations - ypu express vour re-
action quick as possible, Understand?

RACHEAL
Go ahead.

DECKARD
You're given a calf-skin wallet for
your birthday.

The needles in both gauges swing ¥i* violently nast green into

red, then subside.

RACHEAL
I wewe-- wouldn't accept it, Also
I'd report the person who gave it to
me to the police,

DECKARD
You have a littlebe¥- boy. He shows
you his butterfly collection plus the
killing jar.

Again the gauges registar but not so far.

RACHEAL
I'd take him to the doctor.

DECKARD
You're watching T:V. and suddenly you
notice a wasp crawling on your wrist.

Deckard IOORS atthe—gauges—The—needles—are—still.—ire—tooks-
Tt—oe—Ressen—themrtatk—toRachea?.
RACHEAL
Wasp?
ROSSEN

She's only eighteen Deckard.

DECKARD
A flying insect that stings you.

RACHEAL
I'd kill it.

3oth needles go to the red. Dekkard makes a note, takes a sip

of coffee and continues.
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DECKARD
In a magazine you comeé acrogs a full page

cambar- Dhoto 0of a nude girl...

RACHEAL
Is this testing weather I'm an android
or a homosexual?

DECKARD
vou show the picture +0 your nusband.
He likes 1t and hangs it on the wall.
The girl is lying on 2 bear skin rug.

Jeedles registar slightly.

RACHEAL
I woouldn't let him.

=4 2" oecramp .
vou're reading a novel from before macohﬁ'ﬂhmt\rmd .

The characters vist Fishermans wharf

San Fransisco. They go into a e
resturant. One of them orders Lobster

and the Chef drpps the M@= live jobster into
a tub of boiling water.

RACHEAL
That's depraved! A 1ive lobster?
But the needles hardly move. Peckard T oietedmer—tb- Lhe—paee,

DECKARD
You become pregnant by a man who runs Off
with your best friend and you decide to get

an abortion.

The KEZ€ needles palpate restlessly but no more. DecZAfo S

prexnde we ™e ynce-
RACHEAL

I'd never get an abortion.

DECRARD
Wwhy not? '
Her patience is A » wennidie T
RACHEAL

Because it's against rhe law., You can’'t.

DECKARD
1ow do you Know that?

RACHEAL .
Everybody Knowe that.

DECKARD

3ounds like you sake spoke from experience.
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He notes the needles. One goes to green, the other remains

DECKARD
last question. You're watching an old
movie, - It shows a banguet in orogress.
The gueste are enjoying raw oysters.
e 4 RACHEAL
Ugh.

3o0th needles swing swiftly.

. DECKARD
The entre consists of boild dog stuffed
with rice.

Needles move less.

DECKARD
The raw oysters are more acceptable to
vou than a dish of boiled dog?

Deckard remowes the adhesive disks from her cheeks, and swtiches
of f his sowne= beam.

DECRARD
Fim~£inighedr Lights please.

The lights come up. Deckard brings out a hand computer, loBks

at his notes and punches out the input. He slots the mini compvies
onto the V®ight. The read out is immediate. 1In electric red
across the viewer it reads ANDROID ., There is a moment of

silence as the three of them lookK. Racheal is very still and

very pale.

DECKARD
You didn't know?

She reds- shakes her head.wistuEdldy.

ROSSEN
Falso-memerey-Memery~ ralse memory.
We programed her completely. But I
shap- think toward the end she suspected,.
Yes my dear?

She nods her head fixedly.

ROSSEN
Don't be afraid of him., You're not
an escaped andy on Earth illegally.
You're the property of the Rossen
Association.

Deckard isn't doing a very good job of hiding his disgust.
He starts packing up his equipment. te-wbestres

RCSSEN
How many questions did it take Mr Deckard?



.

DECKARD

Ten.

ROSSEN
How many does it usually take?

DECKARD
Four, maybe five.

The 0ld man claps his hands. tomesisss,

ROSSEN
Ah ha! You're going to have to be
on your toes Deckard! Why don't you

take cousin Racheal with you?

Deckard puts the last of tne abbaratus in his brief case not

bothering to answer., & = oirbers @,
ROS3EN
She could be an advantage to you.
(in sing song) Andys can be handy
at detecting other andys.

DECRARD (Dend SR
Keep her, you can ¥ “use her a¥ your
sales partys.

He snaps his case shut and str=orireess—eo—ieave—
Deeje—rd starts #d¥ for the door.

N

ROSSEN
Cousin, tell Mr, Deckard, if he takes
you with him, he can have your owl.

Deckard StopS. R.SoiPe—rfepsaseeind ,

RACHEAL
You can have the owl mr. Deckard,

Decka rd turns to face themn.

DECRARD
What's so important about her eeime
coming with me?

ROSSSEN
We might say that having an "in house”
observer in on this nasty business might
give us information that could lead to
avoiding future nasty business. e meith-~
sa¥-- might say that Mr. Deckard, but we
won't because its not the #urk&-~ truth.

014 Rossen leans closer, a mischevious glint in his eye.
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ROSSEN
The fact is if anything happened to . L
you it could be bad for business. Lo & \i
I recomend you ek take her along. N
The Nexus 6 1s very dquick on its feet £
Also a lot smarter than some of the ;9
humans aroudd here, go¢ PCP/ra L(oda, v -

e winks at Deckard sending home the implication
DECKARD

Like you say, if it wern't bad for
business I'd bust you right now for

bribery.

ROSSEN
Don't threaten Deckard, it sounds
unpatriotic, L

The oldA man is becoming agitated.

ROSSEN
e could have stopped with the old
electrlcs, but noy¥ we had to keep up
with the Russians! I knew it was going
to lead to trouble but we producepwhat
the colonists wanted. If we hadn't of

maée—tﬁese—chemieai—t¥aeeaother firms

would have! We're just following the
time honored principal of supply and
demand! The emigrants ultimate incentive!
THE ANDROID SERVANT AS CARROT, THE RADIO
ACTIVE FALL-OUT AS STICK! THAT'S HOW
THEY'RE USED UP THERE MR. BOUNTY HUNTER,
AS DONKEYS! ©No wonder they're trying to
escape...weud;- wouldn't you?! WE'RE
DONKEY MAKERS

01d Rossen starts to bray likxs o rrazot—taor==o® right into

Deckards face.

ROSSEN
HEE HAW! HEE HAW!

Deckard grabs the old man by the lapels and yanks him silent,
Rossen smiles like a mule.

DECKARD
(quietiy)
You're an android.

xk
Deckard looks up as the door opens. A second Dr, Rossen enters. Y

1 ROSSEN 82

In all due respect Mr, Deckard, I don't
know how you're going to deal with the
Nexus-6 1f you can't handle him.



The new Dr. Rossen walks across the room, a little 4% tired,

a little less wvital than his counter part.

ROS3EN 32
Ixcuse our enthusiasm, but latelv
he gets a little carried away, don't

you Eldon.
Zldon nods enthusiasticlly.

ROSSEN #2 We's
He's me&- no lexus-56, Towlye not
even a 5, are you boy.,
= i . ¢ L\
Zldon shakes his head. 1#FA7 b".
ROSSEW 32
Take off your head for the gentleman
=1ldon,

With some difficulty he does, wires vertrudreg form th
aperture on top of its neck. A moment of silence, then

Deckard looks at the real Dr. Rossen, -
E"\ DAL rd s

4 DECKARD
ghé?é%a impersonation is against the law.

ROSSEN
S—roro—ttme—ago—we—used—Rim—as T
prometional—E devrire—— _Just an
innocent joke. A long time ago w®
Z used him as a promotional devise,

DECKRD
And to handle your bribes?

ROSSEN
That wasn't so much a bribe as an
inducement; to get the job done.

DECKRED
I could have an injunction brought
against you. You could be shut down
for ths,

ROSSEN
I doubt it. The manufacture of andys

is become so linked with the colonization
effort tht if one whe- were to stop so
would the other. 3So AM'don't threaten
us with shut down. Like Uncle Eldon\says,

3_{(

it sounds unpatriotic. %ﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ’fﬂvp

Deckard turns to leave.

RCSSEN
Are you sure you won't reconsider?




DECKARD
3e happy the test worked Rossen. Let
it go at that,

He »auses,

One thind.
R0S3SEN
What's that?

DECKARD
Is the owl real?

ROSSEN
There are no more owls Mr., Deckard.

= " = =TT t_i;' o L.‘tl"i T'm
Rosgen smiles politely. Deckard looks at Racheal, then at
ehe-and uncle Eldon standing there holding his head, he WA/
shakes his own and walks out the door,

rt
e rder



THE SUBURBS (;"fi)

The dim lights of Isidore's truck make their way thru the
dark empty night for home.

THE BUILDING

Isidore pulls up in front, turns off the engine and gets out.
He trys to shut the door quietly against the silence but the
silence misses nothing. Making sure his little truck is safely
locked, he turns,and with kevs held tight in hand, walks
reluctantly towards the dark and meloncholy building.

THE APARTMENT ’<A

He comes in the door, sss pauses a moment to catch his breath
then goes right for the t.v. As he bends dmme to turn it on
something stops him. Something he hears. ©On the alert Isidore
gets down on his hands and knees and puts his ear to the floor.
Faintly from below the voice of Buster Friendly can be heard.

ISIDORE
That isn't my £.Ve....

Brows knitted, he listens intently for another couple seconds
then jumps up.

ISIDORE
Somebody's here!

Confused, s agitated, his excitment growing, he moves around
the room trying to think. Suddenly he stops and slaps himself
in the head, hurries into the kitchen and throws open the
refridegerator . All he finds is a rancid cube of butter -
but that's good enough. He grabs it and with heart pounding
runs out the kitchen, thru the front door, down the hall and
decends the dust striken stairs muttering to himself,

Isidore arrives at the floor below and @oes along the hall
ear cocked for sound. Half way down he stops at a door,.
From within the voice of Buster is ¥ heard. Isidore opens his

mouth to say something but can't. He lifts his hand to knock
but doesn't.

ISIDORE
Jesus.

He knocks. There's a moment. The t.v. goes dead. Isidore
strains to hear but nothing comes just hiw own heavy breathing.

ISIDORE
Hey!

Nothing.
IZ live upstairs.

His voic is shaking.



ISIDORE
I heard your t.v. Let's meet - Okay?

jd

€A
®

~-waikss His words pry nothing loose except more silence.

ISIDORE
I brought a cube of margarine...

He's standing close to the door trying to speak thru its
thickness.

ISIDORE
My name is J.R. Isidore. I work for
Mr. Hannibal Sloat - you heard of him,
I'm reputable., I have a job. I drive
Mr. Sloat's truck,
Meagerly the door opens, just a crack. It's a girl. The eves
are large and frightened. Isidore stares at her, surprise
she's more surprised than &hhe is,

ISIDCORE
You thought nobody lived in this building?
You thought it was abandoned?

She nods kere- her head. Her voice comes out a whisper.

GIRL
Yes.

There is silence. It's up to Isidore.

ISIDORE
Well...it sure is good to have deighbsrs--
neighbors. Heck until you came alone there
wasn't any.

GIRL
You're the only one? In this building -
besideg me?

Isidore nods. Her face is calmer now but she says nothing.
Isidore trys to break the ice.

ISIDORE
Good old Buster. I watch him too,
Every morning. And then I watch him
again at night. Agte After I get home ,

£

from work. While I eat my dinner. :]?:é[;é&x -

And then hisZ late show till I go to
sleep.

GIRL
Who?
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ISIDORE
Buster! Buster Friendly. Where did
you come here from?

GIRL
I don't see that 1t matters.

She's beginning_ to take command. Isidore stares at hear with
his mouth =y Spen. :

GIRL
I'm from back east. Now 1if you
don't mind it's rather late and
I'm just moving in so I'd better
finish unpacking.

ISIDORE
I could help you.

GIRL
NO' |

hanEQ It's melted o

He realizes he's got the margarlne in hlS
He-tafes-dewa-at &t £ROR SO BE e

T W Tt TR, N R AN 7 A‘T‘ Hed'
ISIDORE

Guess I'll go back up stairs.

: She
watches him shuffle awaycw'ﬂ:mﬂa Wt SOGG\-\ ‘r\;&mﬂe—- ey ot

GIRL
Wait!
He stops and turns. \\RJTJ L (WDe
: (T Vot
ISIDORE / Q J b M,%L
Huh? [ N,
. i ! : . \ QH {P¢§
She comes into the hall., Tke voice is different land so is til
the hair, but the face, the body 1is Rachael Rossen. a

GIRL
I'1l need you. For getting furniture
and things. Probably there's some in
the other apartments., Don't you think?

Isidore nods his head eagerly.

ISIDORE
Sure there is! There's lots of stuff.
Everything you need. I'll get it for
you.

She strolls toward hlm,Ashlrt open, breast sllghtly exposed

5% e - - 4
. - P
N '1 . '/ . j “ . v, 2 P i o -y

GIQL
What time do you get home from work?
You can help me then.
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ISIDORE
Buster! Buster Friendly. Where did

you come here from?

GIRL
I don't see that it matters.

She's beginning to take command. Isidore stares at her with
his mouth My, open,
GIRL
I'm from back east., Now 1if you
don't mind it's rather late and
I'm just moving in so I'd better
finish unpacking.

ISIDORE
I could help you.

-

GIRL /

No. ( mewﬂ“w'““ See..
He realizes he's got the margarine in his han It? s melted S

He—tafes-dewa-ae et ehea = =
AT D R e o L e Ve & m“ &T H
ISIDORE
Guess 1'1ll go back up stairs.
She

watches him shuffle awayc\_UT‘tH\'Sfa Wt S—OG'G\.\ Maeerie~ - =

GIRL
Wait!
He stops and turns. \{Q5ﬁ> a*g-(JDQ,
. / C ( Wt
ISIDORE [ .‘ | \k‘,WWLQQ
Huh? [ o N Wsteg

| A TS

She comes into the hall., Thke voice is different land so is G*Fiuﬁ

the hair, but the face, the body is Rachael Rossen. A
GIRL

I'11l need you. For getting furniture

and things. Probably there's some in
the other apartments. Don't you think?

Isidore nods his head eagerly.

ISIDORE
Sure there is! There's lots of stuff,
Everything you need. 1I'll get it for
you,

She strolls toward hlm,rshlrt open, breast sllghtly exposed

@ o e =
PN ,, g .o . . = [ - g e

’ GIRL
What time do you get home from work?
You can help me then.



ISIDORE
Six, )

GIRL
That'll be fine.

ISIDORE
We could have dinner together. Mavybe,
if I brought home the ingredients?

GIRL
No., I have too much +o do.

Isidore nods, disappointed.

GIRL
Some other time maybe.

She moves back towards her door. Isidore's voice @ comes out

loud.
ISIDORE
John Isidore. I work for...
GIRL
You told me who you work for...John
Isidore.
She almost laughs.
ISIDORE

Well what's your name?
A-pauser- She pauses by her door.

GIRL
MyA name? My name is Pris Stratton.
That's my married name. I always use
it. I never use any other name. You
can call me Pris,

. AT Mn
She smiles like an angel and closes the door.

1SVoore $Taves A Tpe POTN Fom~ B
rore~yv e~ TUYs 4—C wiler o TN
SJtenns. Aed Likeé Tv pgpvce Bve—
SeTTf v TWATTIVL  |(« uveie s
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On ‘wimee ctage : - four iexican
acroboats in matching Jump suits, roll head over heels
in their rand’tl on of a human wheel., From the P.X. system th=

announcers vaice blares thra the cavarnous thaater,
AITNCUNOD
lets n=ar
Zcatterad anglausse. Onl
nogkly by "specials” and
Spothars bHovw deeply, sSHr
AE'II CUNCER
Next we'rs <onna 22 a little charmer
who keeps her dancing partner in a
basket! 3he caﬂe* to ug all the way
from exotic C '
Thz 513 boys in the pit strike up a tinny versisn of "In &
Tersian Market" as Zhora dances out on stage. She's a hlacx
hairad beautv in a scant belly dancer cdostume, a couple pounds
sver wieght, but all ¥ in the right places 3he Rneesls scakar
~eramoniously center stage and sets the Dackct down bhefore her.
Carafully rewov1n3 the 1i1d she reaches in and 1lifts out a four
. foot harlequin patterned Fython. Srinding her hips to the music
6" she rises, holding the coiling snake out like an offering.

:ﬂ Sounds of approvel from the au”*pnce./ The gold coins covering
/69 her breasts jingle and shimmer as she weavesg cenuors}j arcound
\'ég the floor like something out of A Lhouqand and One Wights. b“

l

s

/
; The dressing room is small and cluttered.
Zhora flounces in,
If she's startled she doesn't show it.
black wig and throws it on the table.

Deckard sits at her dr
She pulls off her ¥&
With her yellow hair

he door opens and‘7
gsing room table.”

-
J.
28

che looks like a sun flower but the ¥84 voice comes out lower

east side, New York City.

- ZHORA . br
What do you want? T W PO
‘?- \hTensne Sec
) DECKARD
I'm/Aith the San Eransisco Police

department.

Yithout taking his eyes off her, he flips
ZHORA
So?
DECKARD
You Zhora Teasdale?

out his S+o+— Feersé CALD.



Deckard ¥

He nods,

.
3 vy
1N

‘ars make contact there's an electrical

here to

rv-\ e

et 4HECRA
Cf course =8 not real. You
be working £Y¥ here if I had a

think I'd
real snake?

DECRAR
I A peesiy good job.
ZHEORA
You mean the snaxke?
nods.
ZHORA 3
The best. PpWa Craft-Ebbing.
DECRARD
Does it eat?
ZHORA
It's not that good. Naw.
DECKARD

I got a sheep that does.

ZHORA
Electric?

e

His hand reaches out to touch

F—g
his hand back from the shock.

19}
oy
1)

She

goes

ZH0ORA
Jeesus!
for the snake.
DECKAR

Don't movel

freezes,

What do vou mean, don't move?!
vou're scarring me?

the snake, 2s his
"snao"., He jerks
HZOoW come

i



DECKARD

Jon't move so fast.

ZHORA
A circuit just blew! You wanna buy me
a new on=ati I
hat kinda test ig this?

Standard person
take long.

Rattled, she reaches for her purse,

DECKARD
Hold it.

His hand goes inside his coat.

ZHORA

P A

L I was just gonna get a st

i,.l.

cik

e
ler purse andh.omakes a gramﬁégéggﬁae

gestrue of bringing e oup.GuUts.
JUpSnie oF
ZRQRA

She pops it into £¥ her mouth and chews vigorously,

ZEORA STENaRcu il
Look, I already had my I.Q. I can prove it.
gepne € pefAaLs
She dumps the contents of her purse on th# table, 1ooks
thru the junk for her I.D. finds it and handsLit to him,
Roceweead, The snake slides thru thel\cosmeticty, tounge flicking
from its blunt nose trying to get back #&-i&- td\its mistress.

J
ZHORE es ?‘:"‘u’"
I might sound dumb but I'm not "special”. mﬁeaﬁ,
ve®
DECKARD

I didn't =say you were,

ZHORA
Then how come I'm getting an I.Q.7

DECKARD
Wwho says it's an I.2.7

A pause. Absently she reaches out to stroke the snake. Sudenly
she laughs.
ZHORA .
Hait-a-mintue-hese-~- yvou think I'm a *'droid?
Hai! Wait'll my old man heres about this!



Ye stares at her a moment then down at the I.D.
closes around the snakes head. Deckard 1ooks up in time to
see it coming but can't move fast enough. 3She strikes him so

hard 1t knocks him 0off the chair 3efore he hits the floor

she kicks him in the stomachal —4 st =S oo
hasg Znarlicgabedisrs tiho 2l ETzTomear ¢_;1af“fizn?5istles
thru the air as A 22 1ame down

zo hard it rust for hisz lassar
but she's alreas ant oF the room
and sSees nher g0 the hall., ==
sprints after 1 £ it op=2n.
Slackness e nd of her high heels clattering aoimymetal
steps qTWmYC Pere | penf: > By TOTOL Packees,

15 0 Dy D 2 ,
nto tha\enormoas whale belly of the theater basement.ag de-~
cneds. Thv“%éghgfgfﬁioo swings shut behind him, ~Ais foot
steps slow X8 he el s total darkness., IO= bve disappeared
B3 _‘-L-_‘-\-—‘_‘" —___,_,.-"’"H

compédetaly, —
e hits bottom\and stops, holding his breath to listsn, The
silence is hugeY A wicked laugh from behind., He spins and
fires up the stairs. The lazer beam gsplits thru the dark.
Theye's a wask- gas- gasp at the other end, S3ilence. Cautiously
he Mo¥Ves berek—ilp, oOne stair at a time until he's half way up,
ten,atlvelv takes a couple mora steps and$o%gse The laughter

erupts again from below and further away?* “e fires into the
blackness. Her voice echos back thru the hollow distance,

ZHORA
You're a dead man!

Quietly he moves dom the steps, gets to the floor and creeks
+hru the dark towards the voice.

ZHORA
(mockingly)
I can see ya Deckard.

He keeps coming, trving to get a beat bead on the voice.

CKARD
How'd you Know my name?

No answer. He stops. Her voice breaks the air with the
clarity of an oracle. It comes from above,
(f
ZHORA @b"‘
WE KNOW WHO YOU éRE.(US
< "

Laughter followed by a "snap". Instinctively Deckard jump

to the side. “hat sounds 1like a concrete block crunch es into
the floor where he was standing. He fires into the air sever
time.

’-! '-\77
DALV

Mother fuc&er!

n
Q
)
[
=)
Q
l.J
o)
(U
(-1-
[
by
o
or
oy
D
jal)
}-l-
[

HJer ohantom voice sounds like it

LT YT
_JI‘.\,K“

5 n - Ty ry Al e
Don't bDlow vour wad honey!



bz

Looking for cover he runs blindly into a wall and calapses
against it. Breathing hard he walts for his heart to stop
nounding so he can listen. The taunting voice comes from

close bv.

e sninsg and fires twice. A long silence., Ier laugihtar 2eel
sry the void, There's a flash of light at the s&85 2D D
gtairs as she whisks thru the door and sliams it behiad her.
Deckard charges across the basement £100r, hurtlise up the =ta
way firing as he goes. The door 1ooks like swiss cheese by &
time he goesg thru.&&.

el

e

W

D

{



M3 =e
/ ) K -

S 8 >l street at the front of the Opera is ozen only £o foot
traffic these days. A bizzare place 2n a Friday night; nawvkers
and whores wandins thgiz poemea, the rabhle, the noor and the
curious mill arcund the randy Zullit sals & and br d
: i 211y dancers costume
= ph@%e. Trving ¥ nok
ghe can., Zeckart n
LD te=2D un,

3he comes 0 an innersgectisn and Lurns osut of the m2all onto a
lezgs crowded street, 3he glanc=s over her shoulder as she breaks
ipse- into 2 run and ruans right into a couple 57 Ussasials
"specials'"., All three go down.
N . Se=T
Deckard comes out of the crowd in time to =aas her getting to her
feet., 3She sees him and runs. The two "specials" getting up,
shocked and helpless are in his £ line of fira, He runs =mast
them and lrops Lo one knee leveling his laszer.
DITRAZD
Stop or you're dead!
Zhora cuts into a store. A brightly lit Sharmacy, F203l=2
shopping in the in the comforting sterility of the nharmasuitical
silence. Zverything clean and cool. Here she's definetly out
of place. The customers turn and stare. 3he moves towards then,
&2 a3 frightened child. s
a’
ZHORA e g”;"a.s‘r"'.;e»'
Please help me...Dlease,..there's ‘<6“P

a man trying to kill me...

Deckard bursts thru the door, -zuk in hand, out of bre tﬁ,~;g?~
eack—bleadi Nobody moves. Zhora shrinks away. Hiz laser
s pointing right at her,

et

DECKARD
¥You coming...or vou want it here...
dnimpering and big eved she shakes her head. HZe motions her
around the front of him Keeping theZas laser aimed at her head
and £Z falls in behind her. They gseu~ go out the door into the
street,

Left.

She okeys. He walks close behind her concealing tha laser,
DECKARD

Next corner left,
Like a fl;sh the heel of har foot comes up and nails f him in
the sa3af(™ Dackard doubles over and crumdles to his kKnees, Zha
dasheg for the corner. T=eth clenched h2 1ifts his head and :takes
aim,




.

- e ° §eE -
M

e 3

N
& e he doesn't. The beam burns a hole right thru her 3aok and
N como~ sut her stoma ch. She screams but doesn's gtop, T
& ;3:; one “ches her BT the base of the sikull, The hi-s the
lesz d zlides for fifteen feest before she shobns,
> n A beap sha li=zs ming and broksn, BHlos osut of
¥ h=r naci.  Croutch com2s fozward an r oone
N 3 ints her head o Z raf“*f?ﬁliﬁps ittls
N crowd form + hers &ie~ dis isg her
) 7 bodv-—arrd : *..irig;t into s i
:_ ' i”orrﬂe:z', 202 = aone M (Ve (5-1.,\_/

- P |
‘/ﬁ ,J r& [ W
Subhe Drop it! PoAvs

Deckard does.

e ™

o=

ce comes out husky, barely audial

‘-‘-

VO

Cn your Dbelly! Jrme out!
Fainfully De rd lave dgoyn on tha »avement. Jith his free
. . LT T emeves Fivos AT
hand the cop N;@ﬁ S A oEen o oo wveapons, £ He Sude AT
AR ié‘-_,récare:ul‘v rsmove s‘and sticks his belt.

ReMaves eciaro A a 5& &

DECKAR
Android, ., (FREPERINE)




Late morning in the hall of Justice. Inspector ZEryvant's got
Deckard in his office, nither sme- of them looks too happy al
it. Deckard's ha-& had a rough wiZh night, it shows.

imBhe A ton]

Sana T L

Just because it's a ljexus-5 d:
change »roceedure! A little %nown
fz~at fact can becoms a bizy known
2a% fact and part 2F 2ur izb is to
make sure that doesn't happen, oW
now can we dd that 1if vou blow on=
avay in front of an audience and than
invite the cops to come and arrsest vou?
DECRARD
She was gonna get away.
BRYANT
Then let her get away! Jhat was it,
*

=
the money? ‘khy!'d vou do it?

DTCKARD
Loee ¢all it delayved self-defence,
e
BRYANT
If it happens again I'm gonna let 'em
/xeep you,

Point made,/éryant gets up and unlocks his saee cafe, He brings
out a bottle of whiskey and carefully pours a double, puts the

vottle back and hands the glass to Deckard.
/ DECKARD

/ It wasn't just the money - shegot—tos

/ 0, »

Ye looks down at his drink.
;

i DECKARD
\ I didn't like her. et
\___,.-—-—""">

BRYANT

You start liking or disliking andys -
it's time for-rebiremen: to rwkivme NAJG LT WP,

Here's something else vou're not

gonna like...In the interest of de-
esculation the Russians have sent an
agent in to observe the Nexus operation.
It was arranged last night, Eis name is

Dubkov, You're supposed to meet him at
resr-akt~-the Regency at noon. -&atzer»
—get—soia.,
Deckard gets to his feet but pauses.

BRYANT
ihat?



SEZCRARD
If this Russian assists me in some
way - am I expected to s=plit with
him?
TRYALNT
Thig is a gesturs of
ooozeration not nersoi
Jeckard. IF vou find
Lo ghare your f¥s 23ar
Ruseglan it's okay wit
Fromwe.
They almost smile, Deckard downg his drink and turns to leave,




W r-door—ocpens W The shaddow of
a man appraoches look1ng7at—%QA—éeef~slsw~u%éh lumbering foot

steps. Its Isadore. He'comes up to the door and ppesr-- veers
at it. TR& knocks thrreetlmes. The voice from the—inside
B the other side is gruff.

ZRICE
Yeah?

ISADORE
Mr.Avacoli?

AVACOLI
Who is it?

ISADORE

I called about the peaches - my
name's Isadore.

AVACOLI
Just a sexr sec.

The door opens. Aavacoli Looks out,ée-seeJﬁé sSees Isadore
is alone and lets him in.

The room is insulated and cold, not large,hat full of *toed.
staeksOef canned goods, sacks of fruit awé piles-ef crates
piled against the wall. Avacoli is swarthy—weth strong halry
arms and-eyéilTEbr51can eyes ¢ Therzt= a laser gun stuck in
his belt.

AVACOLI
You said three right?

Isadore nods <asd/ Avacoli bends over a box ard picks out
three 4 fuzzy peaches, asd /when you gonna eat em?/tognight/
he's wrapping them in tin foil putting them in a bag. .
AVACOLI
These babies are perfect...not too
- soft - just right - keep em out of
the light tho.

Isadore nods, excited looking around at all the good stuff.

Q AVACOLI'
I-eam~give-yo4~-~-How about®cheece?

I can give you a real good deal &#+s
afterneen on s cheege?d9"\’

Avacolif takes a wedge-ard-~ gives it a good whiff and passes
it to Isadore. In imitation Isadore puts it to his nose buk--
and smells. His head jerks back.

ISADORE
It smells sort of...bad.

AVACOLI
Its supposed to. Its good #£4 stuff.



ISADORE /
No thanks. 4

Avacoli shrugs and grabs it back. Isadore tg.kes out his (/Ii

money to pay for the peaches. \\‘—Ei/

AVACOLI
What about wine. I can give you
a_helTof—a—sawings right now.

—

.//‘. gy
Isadore woudld 1i ] g

AVACOLI
Vintage wine -Zise—w;;:;;zzg
talking abouE;:fggsf :
its-gonpa-~go~-£fastr e The real thindg.

He ho up a bjttle., Its not a full b
He holds™up a bottle of Gallo. Its not eve

— -

ISADORE —
Its been opened.

AVACOLI
Ofcourse it has. You gotta let it
breath. Di#n't you know anything about
wine? °

ISADORE
How mcuh is it?

AVACOLI
Regular the price s would be two
fifty but I could give it to your
for two.

ISADORE
I ha ven't got that much.

AVACOLI
Hew-mueh-you-got?-~
What do you got?

Isadore counts out his money, and starts to speak.

AVACOL
You got a hundred sixty five dollars
thererI'11 tell you what I'11l do -
the peaches are fifteen a piece thats
forty five dollars and I'll throw in
vine for a hundred and twenty. Okay?

T
Av;:;I;HEﬁkes-t

bottle of Gallo.

ISADORE (SpMLSS)

e money out of his hand and gives him the

AVACOLI
Don't drink all that by yourself
you'll get sick.
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: T e
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3% ksl
Q (oom ‘ -
N ISADROBE~ |
I gonna shg@fit with a friend.

AVACOLI
Atta boy,

THE STREET h!
Isadore's in his truck driving down t road whistling.

He's interupted by a noise from the %gg - :
A rat. In good spirits Isadore S #8% hovider
ISADORE

Sounds like we got a sick cat back there.
He goes back to his whistlingZ but the cat noise gets persistent.

ISADORE
Can't you hang on till we get to the
shop? '

It doesn't sound like it.

ISADORE
Looks like maybe I shoudld recharge
Ny U‘/OU'

He pulls over and climbs into the back. There's a not too
convincing redentinon of a squirrel lying in one cage perfectly
still ev except for i&s-mal fumctioning tail wihich (jerks cizcces
continuously and the cat who's in a plastic carrying case just
like a real e would be. Isadore pulls it out tenderly,

turns it #d uﬁHand gropes around in the belly fur for

the controls. The cat lies there mouth open tounge out panting.

ISADORE
Hmmmmmm.

He can't find what he's looking for.

ISADORE
Maybe a shut off.. ..

He runs his finger along the f cat's spine.

ISADORE
Boy you must be a wheel wright and
carpenter. Good work.

By now he's got a no longer functioning animal in his lap.
He realizes it has stopped breathing.

ISADORE

-"“._

He considers-this a momeﬂt.
V4

" ISADORE
Boym this is gonna cost.






e | REIAN

As he gets YAX pack £ behind the wheel it staxrts—+o dawnson hin
that he might be KX held respohsible L\§

ISADORE
Probably the guy didn't get his
darn three times a year preventive
lub apd cleaning job. Its not my
faul

Blinking and full of doubt he steers into the street and
drives away. v"
=]
/«pﬁ G

THE ¥AN NESS/PET HOSPITAL
Jﬂﬂ The—beek—room }s disarranged and dusty, spare parts and
false animals laylng around in various states of disrepair,
q?é? electrical equipment and diagrams plastered everywhere,
¥ Hannibal Sloat, proprietor, glances up, his gray seamed face
irritated oy Isadore as he enters with squerrle and cat.
\\H_///Old Sloat is a small spindly man who sees the world thru
thiek glasses literally thick with dust.

7
ﬂ\ SLOAT
a What do you hae there?
ot
/ ;— T rg"] ISADORE
¢ A squerrle and a cat. The cat iS....

He puts the cat down on the littered desk,~ FresT &k $L307

ISADORE k?
The cat looks like hets got a short hv

—nmayhe—ta—the power—suppliy iz —

SLOAT
Why show it to me - take it down

<dn-the—-shep- to Milt,
aJTAdw BeGss Mo

But rgé}ex1vely he opens the cage and tugs the cat
examl e

ISADORE
He just pooped out on me-right
after I picked him up - % coudln't
find the pewer-suppiyrpannel.

Sloat takes off his gldsses and peers at-the--into the cats
half open mouth,

SLOAT
son of a bitch!

Isadore jumps back.

SI0AT
Mother sons of bitches! This
cat isn't tificial I ew
sometime thiis would happgn...and
it? dead%# Bastard!
\/



— - LS - - i
Milt appears at the door, approned and fat. <:iji>\&g

MILT
What's the matter?

SLOAT
Look what this ass hole bxzeght-inhexe
¥ brought in here.

Sloat is seething, Milt comes in for a closer look. — Beso B eAN——

%§y>qr'cxb
Wow. Wonder how much it's worth? P ST FOF <
SIOAT
Was worth,
ISIDORE
Don't,..doesn't your insurance c-c-cover
this?
SLOAT

(snarling)
Yes. But it's the waste. Couldn’'t you
tell? Didn't you notice the difference?

ISIDORE
I thought it was a good job. I thought
it fooled me.] 7 I mean it seemed alive.

SLOAT A P
It was! . :}/
HJV“

MILT Wy’

He can't tell the difference! To him
they're all alive., He probably tryed

to save it. What did you do try to recharge
its battery?

ISIDORE
Y-Yes.

SLOAT
Asgs hole.

MILT

Listen pretty soonfim- I'm not gonna
be able to tell the difference. Let
him off the hook it could happen to
any of us. Besides living animals
do die thats one of the £ risks.

SLOAT
The god dman waste.

He sdquints up at Isidore.



2.
5%&

1 you geé rAthru youAhea once and for all
g/ Head ,th s is not/a pldce K‘“briqq—rﬂETMls'
,e do no¥ rer 1 anlmals) "
Y ,
% #f>you ';
ZDV if somebody gets dalled cal__rls us be by mistake T
/when you pick up t‘t\ne aniami ask if its real or not.

\)\\y M\ some £ people will mot adfrnlt it,

\,b’/- then make sur sure t"\ey understand we car%are not really
% vets but electrical répa irmen.

—(3 /DI e
om W - -— '
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SLOAT
Okay Isidore since you brought him in
you make the call,

Isidore stares back at him in disbelief,
MILT
Hey Hannibol - f!ii-de-itédemit—maketrim)
I'11 do it. What's the number I®?

ZPaniced Isidore strarts fumbling thru his pockets.

SLOAT
I #¥ want the chciken head to do it.

ISIDORE
I c-c-can't use the vid phone - I'm no
good - I feel sick - from the radlatlon,

I than I'm gonna dier i ——
> MILT
ZBme on Isidore if you dont give me the
,(number I can't make the call) i
g e U~
— SLOAR——————

The chicken-head makes it - or he's fired.

MILT
Aw Haaniba

But gnnibal doesn't budge, Slowly Isidore brings out the
invoice and stares at them., [ — M3~ DA~ o Paw 2 Me .

SLOAT
Go on.

With a shaking hand Isidore reaches out-azré picks up the vid
phone reciever and punches out the numbers., A casefwelds middle
aged lady answers.tgg;ahaaa=g§th-hef—hais:baek~

Y

IADY
Yes?

ISIDORE
Mrs. Pilsen...I w-w-w~want to talk to
you about your cat.,.

Terror spewing thru his voice.

MRS PILSEN
Yes? Did it turn out to be pneumonitis?
That's what Mr. Pilwsen thought.

ISIDORE
vour eae-~ cat died.

MRS. PILSEN
Oh no God in heaven

 <ESE50RE

)



bepetlas o oyer of hod Sare g revE,
i Isidore wai: pauses feeling out his nex¥ move®, “ Mrs SPilssen
| // looks around her grief turning hysericall

/
n / ISIFDORE
) The owner of our store will personally...
SIOAT
We'll give ‘'em a check - sydneys list price.
upJC»&G DA eMm

Gaining confidence Isidore ignorettiim and—goes oM.

ISIDORE
Personally\ick the replacement cat out
for you.

Sloat and MQlt stare at him amazed.

ISIDORE
Give us the specification, color, seXx,
sub type such as Manx Persian Aby....

MRS SPLSEN
Ahhh little Buffalo is dead...

ISIDORE
He had pnuemonitis He died on the trip to
the hospital. Our senior staff physician
Dr. Hannibal Sloat expressed the belief that
nothing at this point could have saved him.
(she sobbing)
But isn't it good that we're going to re-
place Buffalo - Am I correct?

MRS SPSICEN
But kere-eniy- there's emre-only one cat
like little Buffalo. He used to when he
was a i kitten stand and stare up #£ at
us like he was asking a question. We
neber understaocod what the question was.

ISIDORE
Maybe now he knows the na answer.\& %‘ é-\

Fresh tears roll down her pounchy checks. LO&/0 v B

MRS PILSEN
How can I ever tell my husband... \Lﬁ(
When my husband find out he'll die. ze- b
gl
ISIDORE v
What about an exact elécEriE(éuplicate

of your cat Mrs Pilsen?



<~

bakesteshias e

mrs pilsen
Oh that's dreadful! What are you saying?
Don't ever tell my husband that ~ he loved
little Buffalo more than any cat he ever
had and he's had a cat ever since he was a
child~(1little boy).

Milt grabs the reciever away from Isadore.

MILT
We can agive you a check in the mme---
ammount of Sidney's list or as Mr Isidore

suggested we can pick out a new cat for you.

We're very sorry Mrs Pilsen.

MIS PILSEN
I can't tell my husband.

MILT
All right ma'm - we'll call him if
you wish = you-just give us the number

at his place of emg&;nent.
2

S

eacnes .

9\3\- MRS PILSEN

Llsten maybe the-other—genti®man is right.
(she bitether K 1ip)

maybe an electrical replacement is a good
idea...could it be a faithful reprodution
one so good that Ed would never know?

MILT
If thats what you want but its been our
experience that the owner of the animal
is rarely fooled - only neighbors and _pd
casual observers - ; =
W

MRS PILSEN
Ed never got physically colaese~close to
little bufallo -~ even tho he loved him.
he's alergic to cats.

MILT
Well in that case....

MRS PILSEN
How long would it take?

MILT
Eight to ten de days.

~MRS-RILSEN-

She hesitates then suddenly: R
__‘_“__.=‘___n.——=’f
g [ MRS PILSEN
Fine, then do it: WBuT-.- »

ki LJ;lTC >

Y S PavA. Pws T NEsta e,

-3 JE

a wheel wright and carpenter every detail of the old animal
faithfully reproduced in permanent... .xﬂf\'



opeTio 18 G DArT B SO (TR g
DRstE= ‘f;' .
NILT
Okay Ma'm.,' I'll call you back with

the”est imatess \
égi?gl MRS PILSEN (suddenly very intent - she
Wish

nd_must pé&ver Kknow. whispers)

MILT
Don't worry Mrs. Pilsen, ‘we re
use to dealing in these matters.}

MRS. PILSEN
Bless you.

MILT
&2» Bye.
There's a moment of relief as he hangs up, then he and Sloat ST&r<
@i at Isidore, BT G e A © . i e e i
MILT

In some waysyou're not so stupid after
all Isidore. You handled that pretty BSEND— BvT...

good. Mn’,‘r & TO STep IN FOR 4yovw g ™e
= ClwCr Frolienr.
He Shawes his heap Like M-Qn%iwmmc “
No kiddin' - I never heard you talk so
good Iz - what got in to you there?
You saved the day. He saved the day

didn't he Mil&.-Han.

181dore dellghts in thelr attentlon.aﬁé—éeeeﬁ4%—er¥—ta—hrée—*é

Iis good to see I fQ s zlame burn brlght He's beaming and
for a moment they're like brothers

SLOAT
Okay}lets get back to work.



I 7.
THE REGENCY

Hushed and luxurous. Deckard comes in thru the revolving
doors and crosses the lobby for the desk. Amid the guilded
mirrors and potted palms a diamond studded o1ld doweger
struggles over an enormous jig saw puzzle, smoke curling out
of the cigerette holder clamped between her teeth. And
except for the o0ld gent asleep in the next chair, that's it
for life in the lobby.

The clerk at the desk responds to Deckard in his most con-
desending voice. It's not often he gets the chance.

CLERK
I believe you will find Mr. Polokov
in the bar sir.

Deckard turns and crosses the lobby.

The bar is swank and discreetly 1lit, The-oaly-customer-
Only one c%é;omer. Eg's a bear of a man hunched over a
platter or?8dZRRYVASEH 2 glass of beer. He 1looks up as
Deckard approaches.

DECKARD
Polokov?

POLOKOV
You are Deckard?

DECKARD
Yeah.

The big man wipes a pudgey hand off on his sleeve and extends
it. He's got a smile that could melt your heart %28 if it
wern't for the russian accent and s shaved head he'd lock
just like the Nexus six that lasered Holden. Deckard shakes
his hand and pulls up a stool. Polokov slides him the oderves,

deCuyp eys
DECKARD
No thanks,
POLOKOV
Beer?
DECKARD
Yeah.

A dryed up & old fossil of a barman comes out of the shaddows
t0o serve them,

BARMAN
Sir,

DECKARD
I'i}l have a Great Dane plesase.

PDLOKOV
And I too please.



The olcl man draws the beers. - ;g°

POLOKOV
I hope you don't mind that we meet
without formality - but

The barman se up e beers and withdraws. Polokov leans
closer trying te=kéep-his-wveiee to drop his husky voice to

a whisper.
| POLOKOV M “
Please don't iwewte- think I will be _ ' . yooy

trouble for you = 1 am here only to
observer—3ut if you need me I will be
ready to help.

Polokov's lumber jack sincerity is hard to resist.

DECKARD
That's good to hear Polokov. Thaadiks.

POLOKOV
You call me Sandor @lease.

Deckard nods and starts drinking his beer.

POLOKOV
Now I would like very much to hear
what charackeristics you could tell
me of this Nexus six.

More at home with technology Deckard clears his throat and
puts down his glass.

DECKARD
Diversity of function I think was an
aim that makes the nexus six an un-
reliable item. For instence the cor-
t¢ial core is built up from N.N.9
fluidic chips with a projective
compexity that may exceed our own.

POLOKOV
But that is not unusual. The kKo- -
ballium chip modual is equally @ -7~
compiex. : We haew have one now in
Russia that can read mind -uba:_g:u; -
—rTtiGlarasreyernt’§ S— o
7
DECKARD
But h@ motor controlf of the Nexus
six, Fﬂ gic and memory function ax:-
are all beyond anything the koballium
chlp ever produced - plus its persoamality
is based on tradional character types
which makes it very popular and very
hard to petecy (F They Go FF The GRAan,
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gf‘;{éﬁ';’, w . TTs Lk POLOKOV
B Je~Gece. Are you saying U.S. andy is superior
 MowmBe ﬁx/Be Ve Yoo to, say, the Soviet T-37
&r e Twere i
s leyiamecy BOLS L DECKARD
W’“"-/T““'r pves : It's possible,
/ POLOKCY
// Then why dces so many defect?
/ DECKARD Saseer

When they figure that one out I guess
you and I will be out of a job, I===pr.

e IS B OO L Gt T e B L SR o St | L S—sereesadrrr ,
Polokov takes a moment to dlgest that then erupts into laughter.

4 evasg :11v¢. with affamtinn

HE I.U..O‘* .HIE Ilanﬂb C\)QCL—&A 111
EYES ALV Y AlecTio~ he Loek( ac Peckove B Clavrr KIS rgwials
POLOKOV 8
I like you Deckard. ;Egg;ari%agéﬁj ( .
AT R4 BaRe With YOu—tatAYs erroesr

I am privilaged to partisipate with
you in this, wm&ss®an.

Returning the compliment Deckard salutes him with his empty
== glass,

POLOKOV
Barman, Vodka!

s -i [ 4 - FRe e g Ty e B - -~
The— oL M &Exs & BOYTLe ofF UaoK&D 2o ANL BR(AES 1T Cuenr
WAy 2 SAeT Gursses- POLOKOV
No! . Big Glasses!

&= se.c¢
Fhe—parman outs up two bigh-- high ball glasses... Polokkov
ga—- grabs the bottle away from hlm s pours both competely fulla-A
<2 hands one to Deckard-zand-Tifts-his- gtass—to-toastT

POLOKOV
Prost!

DECKARD
Prost.

POLOXOV

To America and all her children!

Eve to eye Deckard follows him down to the bottom. Polokov
finishes first, slaps down his glass and pours again.

POLOKOV
In cold countryv like mine this is
way &£¥iend strangers get warm fast.

He pours Deckard glass fullRfs~ -

e ()(L;N 4
o POLOKOV ,
0 To Russia -asw. And all her children.
Dead or alive,



4. N - 60.

Eyes locked they drink again. This time Deckard finishes #igs--
first, Polokov is delighted.

POLOKOV
You must be Russian,

Deckard coughs. His smile is on a little ¥ crooked. Polokov
slaps him on the back.

POLOKOV
I like you.

DECKARD
Me too. I mean I like you too,

They sit there in the glow of it the bottle half empty between
them.

DECKARD
You got an animal Sandor?

POLOKOV
Remember I am from Communist country
everybody has animal.

DECKARD
What kind you got?
~ POLOKOV
Polar bear!
DEKACRD
No!
POLOKOV

Deckard stares at him eye incredulous andhfed from the Vodka.
POLOKOV
Everybody in my building own Polar
Bear. Collectively. We all own him
together,--8-- One bear - five hundred
people.

That's the funniest thing Decmard ever heard. He's laughing
so hard he can't get his breath. Polokov's laughing too.
Even the old barman manages a thin smile. They hang over
the bar their arms around each other until they laugh them-
selves out.

POLOKOV
what animal do you have?

DECKARD
I have a sheep.

Deckard doesn't look very happy about it.
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POLOKOV .
What's the problem my friend, is he
sick?

DECKARD

He can get sick. He's got built in
disease circuits., The best you can

buy. Ioor—jusi—iiRe—a—irraer~Tdced

POLOKOV
I am sorrv.

DECKARD
It's okay. Soon as this job's over
I'm gonna get a real animal.

POLOKOV
Buy a cat. Cats ars £ cheap.

DECKARD
I don't want ¥ a cat. I want a large
animal - I want a...

POLOKOV
+  Buy a cricket. For twenty five bucks
you could buy a cricket.
. . DaSeN]
He's begining to loose his accent but Deckard deesalt—seem
te- notice.,

DECKARD
Listen Sandor if RSy, O.'re SO
hot for crickets you go buy one =

mammeme= vhy don't you trade in your Polar

bear,, .. yoe—w—. got all the crickets they
RELGVREES

got er the fucking cricet market.

Deckard starts to laugh again - webemaEoms=TieET 12 ToCLS

P ittt S e B e D e D il

But stops when he feels something jab him in the belly.LJc Lb‘l(&
Its Polokovs laser.

DECKARD
Hey Sandor, I was just joking.

The accent is gone.

‘ﬁnﬁ&:ﬂ%n POLOKOV )
The joke is over. Pay the bill.%,

Deckard is very sober very fast. et e—aoebios Lo Sredie.claTrt,
He stands, reaches into his pocket == 7 carefully and—aeEs
puts money on the bar,.
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In the lobby the o0ld doweger is sflll sucking =m,her

cigerette trying to place a piece The sleeping man is

now awake and bllnklng, trylng to unblur his little eves.
cetekev—rts—fotiorino—Beckart across the IObby

The man at the desk is winding his watch and Polokov is following

Deckard across the lobby.

The woman that comes in thru the revolving doors a
out is Rachael Rossen. She-éeesnié—seem-ée-aetiep-- %aé-—-
nabody—saemad_ta—nctzzmﬁ

She doesn't seem to notice and{if Deckard dédsvou'd never A ?

Know 1t.\ M

S~

PHE S I RDER.
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RUSSIAN HILL
The late afternoon sun filters thru the dust casting a
crimson light on the quiet empty streetg. Deckard is
ushered around a corner and into an alley. They turn
again and Leon marches him up a narrow passage between
twvo buildings. It's a dead end strewn with abandoned,

dust encrusted animal pens. In one of them a no longer
functioning chicken lays on its side., Deckard steps over it,

LEON
That's far enough. Turn around,

Deckard does. Leon smiles but his eyes no longer twinkle,
they're as empty as shot gun barrels.

LECN
Do you know who I am Deckard?

DECKARD
What happened to Polokov?

LEON
He's sorry he couldn't make but
he broke his neck trying.

—ike—a—hunegry-map—about-to eat Leon puts away his laser

and owwsi=m clos@$ in. Deckard backs up until he's against
the wall. Beehayééhruyb HTro g =P IiT SECOMT CEOUcH aTd e cvouicue To

draw but his laser is missing.Go~e.

LEON
I took that when we were on more
intimate terms.

Leon is right over him now, ‘eseatirinmg orririm, trembling
like a cat before the kill.

LEON
Life expectancy of a Nexus Six
Deckard!

DECKARD

Three to four years.
Deckard is pale, the sweakBON- sweat is starting to run.

LEON
That gives me at lesat three more
years than you, But don't worry
I'11 kill you as slow as I can.

Deckard's khee comes up fast but Leons fist comes down
faster - like a hammer

LEON
Painful to live in A fear isn't it.



Gl

Deckard's doubled over holding his thigh.

1LEON
But that's what it's like for a
glave. The future is sealed Off.
He grovels and he waits.

Deckard has practiced the move a thousand times. He
comes up with the ankle Xd#€ laser fast as a man can but
not fast enough. The shot goes thru Leon's hand as it

closes around_the laser and crushes it ligs ag of
tooth paste.‘(}eon lets go and studies hils ! -'m7 AL
LEON

*
Inconvinient, yow mTght even say F

cruel - to be given~+he basic.
drives and not be able to satisfy them.

Leon opens and cloes his giant hand. There's a hole in

it but it's working fine. With every atom of might he's

got Deckard hurls himself forward hitting Leon low #&

¥ and hard., It knocks him off balance and Deckard scrambles
to get away. He doesn't get far. Leon grabs him by the
foot and drags him back, jerks him up off the ground and
slams him againstthe wall., Deckard is reduced to a man
struggling for air. The words come out of Leons mouth rapid
and wet. Two incheg-from Deckards face: fires-out -the words

mapid-and-wett Iw R0 e e T T N

T [ L R e SO R N Jmg Ty T S T

LEON ;_,},'”,,g g2 o < :,v\: R
R A N YT ol D

Sex, reproduction, security, the | PR,
simple things Deckard - to be homeSjeK

sdek with no place to go - to have

potential but no way to prove it -

iots of little oversights in the

Nexus Six.

- o -

R e
Thar s VA S 2 ‘.‘/.bf“"

& . , .
He lets gop” Deckard siie-— slides down the wall to his
Knees.

LECON
Not a very pretty picture. Better
you might say than nothing at all -
but I'm here to tell you that nothing
is better than having an itch you can
never scratch.

Leon X folds his hands together and lifts them over his
head like a club. Deckard crouches trying to protect his
head with hes arms.
LEON -
But I think I'm about to have a litte
satisfaction...

RS

P-4

A spasm' runs thru Leon's face but it's not from satisfaction.
A laser beam' just opened up his neck. The knees bucklsa

and he hits the ground ‘ahd twisted, his big teeth bitting
the air like a rabid dog £1:'{ oo Taen oo
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Rachael stands at the entrance to the passage way putting
away her *aw laser. Deckard stagg=srs toff his feet,.

RACHAEL
Hello, Deckaard.

p—

DECKARD
How'd you find me?
What are you doing here?

RACHAEL
Your inspector told me where vou
were., Arne't you glad?

He stares at her wild eyed and shaken. She's looking
back calm;and amussed,

RACEALE
I just saved your life --anlié--
arn't you going to thank me?

He looks down at Leon. The Android has stopped thrashing,
e lies there by the chicken, lips pulled back in a deaths

head smile. Deckasd=+ooRS RES=_ U0

DECKARD
TP Thanks.
%@ﬁ&é;&p R2acwa; v Id Nig paLeew
BLTINATR WMo PN T TS b
,,(7&,:‘:,7\)’“-1».. /

r'f .
DELEARE

A

ol Tee REtoRw .




~ T~ 0 l"J‘ C’)b@fd - -
/bm&ﬁtﬂ SU'J "O‘a s‘ernJc ok s?i 151: 6‘ ¢
THE ROOF

Rachael has accompanied Deckard to his hoyercraft and is
gpttlng in the passenger side. ‘e SUN LS AW

< et 1S OY CULRLC El”' - IANE W-T¢

& v oA S DERCAT -
Trw couss A& Can I drop you somewhere? GLows sCT T
B S TV

ety .
ceaes RACHAEL CSLor 8F CLeBS /AT
I'm going with vou.

DECKARD “
No you're not,

RACHAEL
I'm supposed to protect you.

DECKARD
Thanks for your protection but good
bye,

He has said this very clearly like giving an order to a
machine. She smiles at him like a eat. 3 Fehtﬂ\i*\ﬂ“b ,sa’")a

RACHAEL
I think we should talk it over.

DECKARD
That's what we did.
RACHAEL
You look terrible. Do you know that?
DECKARD
I know that.
RACHAEL
You need help. Y ner o gpet
fileshed.
DECKARD /
I donks t want help. Ifdorf't wan
fieshed.

RACHAEL
There's no way you're going to get
rid of X me.

Deckard considers it. It's a frustrating prospect.

RACHAEL
Look, you've had two chances and
almost blown both of them. You're
not doing very well.

He can't deny it.

DECKARD
I got drunk.

RACHAEL

|
I wouldn't tell A anybodyv. LgyD
TG PBOAT T . .thy?f"iu ’



DECKARD
How'd you know I blew two.

RACHAEL
Well...you wern't very discreet,

He's got nothing to say to that.
RACHAEL

Ié j'o’u”‘tm‘m e teiigh T i’t 4:‘é
i1l veu-—meat the rest.

You think Paul Bam Bunion was tough ?
was something - wait'll you meet —ie ne-..\ X
Battys® .

’/
' RECHARD
What do you suggesst?

RACHAEL
U-LMI suggest we go back te-tha-down stairs,
get a room, take a shower and Rave— ao,

Ps T mel
\{,"“ i¥Ase Qe SUCGesTLS

He stares at her. Her ammusement is defintely feline.
Cul GYITIE D, Rar ST

" RACHAEL '~
You're not afraid of me are you?

DECKARD
I don't know what I am. e
\ A{( _.4:'&‘\ ",__J_...r
= open his d . EOE-RiMyr——
sirss-time~ ekaa d-smitasSy—
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THE APARTMENT

On the t.v. Buster Friendly is chattering away unfieard
because the sound is 0ff. 1In the flurescent f gloom from
the tubes, Pris sits, arms folded, staring at nothing, in-
tractable and meloncholy. A knock at the door jolts her
to attention. She stands, unsure, every inch alert., Two
more knocks.,

PRIS
who's there?

ISIDORE
Isidore.

% éhe crosses to the doora-A Wste~r.

PRIS
Who?

ISIDORE
Me, J. R, Isidore.

. e 13
Cautiously she opens the—door. He's standzﬁg—there smiling
expectently, clears his throat and trys for a little dis-

tinction.

ISIDORE
I've got a few diesirable items
here...and I think we can put to-
gether a more than resaokable din-
ner.

PRIS
You sound different. More grown up.

ISIDORE
Well, I had a few routine matters
to deal with during businesss hours
today. ‘

Just for a moment she studies him then suddenly shifts
into a more scoiable gear.

PRIS
Well come 1in.

She opens the door and Isidore ese comes thru, reaches
into his package and proudly presents her with the Gallo.

ISIDORE

\£ That's real wine and \it$ from-before »- =" 7"
the-dust))so you better’ put it in the

'*fridgerator. -
o T\'\

Playing it graciousfsﬁé accepts it and 1ooksgimpressed.
PRIS

Well that's wonderful Isidore,
Thanks for very much.
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Taking courage;Isidore follows her into the kitcehn.

ISIDCORE
Wait'll you see what =2lse I have,.

Pi&psiqg—ea-%ha—l&gat-ehﬁ-

She flips on the light and outs the wine in the mouldy
fridge. Isidore has unwrapped a big furrv peach and holds
it up for her to see.

ISIDORE
Look it.,

His smile fades as he watches her stare at it, the resmotness
£ returning to her face.

ISIDORE
What's wrong don't you like peaches?

PRIS
It's not that.

ISIDORE
What is it?

No answer. She goes back into the other room and he follows.
She sits in her chair and Isidore watches her concerned and
quiet/ until it comes to him.

ISIDORE
I know what's wrong with you.

If she heard she's not acting like it. He nods his head
knowingly.

ISIDORE
Being alone, huh., I know. I can tell.
You don't have any friends.

He nods ‘his head knowingly. She looks up at him, a contemp-
tuous glint in her eyes.

LY PRIS
Sp you?

ISIDORE
Nope.

She looks away. He trys to think. It takes time.

ISIDORE
Nobody ever comes here. They die.
They emigrate. They move out. 3But
nobody ever esmes-heres, moved 1in.
How come you came here?

PRIS
Because I'm in trouble.



ISIDORE
You're not sick are you?

PRIS
Somebody's trying to kill me.

Isidore is shocked.

ISIDORE
But.,.nobodv kills anymorea,
PRIS

They do me.
ISIDORE

I'1ll call the police,

. PRIS
They won't help.

He Kneéls at her feet, peach in hand,

ISIDORE
I'1l help you,. I'11l Protect you,
If they try and hurt you I'll stop
them. If they try and kill you then
I'1l £ kill them.

She looks down at him,ka3£-ir half mockingly but half
touched.

PRIS
You'll be my hero,

Isidore nods solemnly. Pris smiles faintly.

PRIS
That's very nice of vou J.R.Isidore.

Suddenly she stiffens. He starts to say something but
she makes a fierce sighal to silence him,

PRIS
(whispering)
Somebody's out there.

ISIDORE
I don't hear nothing.

ARIS~— =
The voice is a woman's and it comes in a whisper.

VOICE
Pris?

Isidore X and Pris huddle close £ and listne.



You better excuse us now Isidore -
we have some things.to talk over. Okay?

Isidore mumbles something3t¢§§iluhbers towards the door. He
stops to watch Buster for a secdond, almost loocks back, then
walks out, shutting the door behind him,

ROY
Whew, That boy could use a battery
eahrge charge.

Pris and Mary giggle.

MARY
Who was that?

PRIS
ThHat was a chicken head.

ROY
I thought nobody lived here.

PRIS
He's nobody.

ROY
Are you sure?

PRIS
You saw him,

Roy looks around the room.

ROY
A fitting place for robots last stand.

MARY
Ch, Roy.

ROY
But this is where we longed to be.
Our destination.

MARY
Don't be sardonic.

- ROY
What should I be?

MARY
We've come this far.,

ROY
The end of the line, (he smiles)
HAmalicious and amussed) Thru the rarefied
'‘airs of outter space (freedom) to wind up
in the mummyvs tomb,
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he @~joys

e
Hore

PRIS
Oh you can do better than that.

RCY |
e cottld try a plastic surgeon then
head out for China.

Pris and Mary zegie.glggle.

?’L \Y
Roy's been intolerable lately.

LS sed .

ROY
It suits me.

He takes a pipe out of his coat and prepares to light it.

PRIS
And the rest?

ROY
Garland never made it.
Garland never €d even got here -
(he puffs on his pipe getting it
going.)
They retired him right after we
seperated,

PRIS ‘
And Farmer?

ROY
Ah Farmer. Farmer decided to hunt the
hunter.

MARY
He actually did get one ¥ of them,

ROY
(pipe going now he smokes
contentedly)
But the next one got him.
Apprehension in her voice now.

PRIS
And Zhora?
Mary looks down.
ROY
Same.
PRIS

How do yvou know?

ROY
2 I was there.
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He smiles. y 2 ﬁ?f !
MARY we &

Roy likes to hunt too. di?s<”'ﬁ /.

Roy shakes his head in mock humility. LT —
R0Y 2
Now now Mary. ~

Like lightning Roy reaches out and flings éﬁgg the doorCNQH
Isidore stumbles off balance. Roy grabs him by the back of

the head and f£lings him to the floor planting a knee in the
small of his back. Zsidere- Ineffectually Isidore gropes for
the iron grip pulling back on his hair - another inch andhis
neck will snap. Roy stands over him looking down,pipe clenched
between his e teeth. Spellbound, like a couple cats Pris and
Mary wateh-# spellbound as a couple cats watch for a moment
before Mary snaps out of it.

MARY
Roy, don't,
PRIS
Yes, don't.
ROY
Why?
PRIS
Because he's so...so stupid,
ROY
So stupid he listens at the door?
MARY
Roy, let him go!
ROY
Why?
PRIS

Maybe he'll help,

ROY
(Without relinquishing the
hold -~ thru clenched teeth)
Is it help you want to give us Isidore?

Isidore gurggles.and-shricks.

ROY
It doesnt sound like it to me -
but it's pretty to think so.

He forces the head back a little further. Thru a mask of
agony Isidore shireks for air. Pris steps forward in a last

ditch effort,
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Nobody would even listen to him!

He's a special - a chicken head -
biologically unacceptable -~ a menace
+o the pristine heredity of the race...
he's worse off than you!

ROY
W7ell in that case...

He lets him go. Isidore easa calapses to the floor rasping,
whimpering. They satrd-th~-~ stand there watching the man try
to get his breath., Isidore gets to his knees and looks up at
them, bottom 1lip quivering, a note of defience ir-his- of
accusation in A his ruptured voice.

ISDIOR
I wasnt listening. I was leaning on
the door...
(trying not to cry)
I heard what you said...but I wasn't
listening.

He struggles to his feet,

ISIDORE
And don't call me chicken head.
I don't like it. I wont help you
if you call me that.

They stare at him, shocked,aﬁd.ammused at his resolution.

ROY
Okay Isidore.

PRIS AND - MARRY
We're sorry Isidore.

e 5@01471:" AT Ve

Isidore nods like a'sullen kid., Tha~ L=ows P

Their o pe TN MWL Thegr e Sl cere . ko 1T Twews TV
5ee\PL(«w B

!
Ney its Sim who—losks

and &&~ig5- %hem-whe-

ISIDORE

Okay then.

And he disappears into the kitchen. There's a moment then
Roy comes closer.

ROY
Iadies, I think we should taﬁe-L*”“
a vote on this matter.
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Pris and Mary look at him. .7&

/ - ROY
( kg cimple - we st or we go.
A solemn ceramony duiet roll %y
MAR
I vote we stay here. In this apartment
In this building.

v ROY
And you?

PRIS
Why not. For the time¥ being.

= ROY
" Then I vwote we extinguish Mré)
( Isidores dim light. ~\§9(the* I vote we pukextingusih
- mr. Isidores already dim lite)
PRIS
I think his £ value to us out-—
weighs his danger,

ROY
So we hang our trust on a blighted
sub-standard chick...

MARY U I iy« 1:
I'11 tell you what we trust that/”/
fouls us up Roy...its our Goddman
superior intelligence. ‘

She glares at her hushand as he puffs at his pipe.

MARY
Ye're so smart - Roy, youre doing
it right now, god dman you, youre
doing it right now.

ROY
Lets not sqﬁhble now dear just teid cast
me your vote. Vote now sgwable later,

Before she can Isidore returns with a tray with a platter
enters the room., The platter he's carrying has

comes back to the room JOARIZCS M

on it is the wine, sliced peaches and s cheese,/ 17 20 =14

trying to do it right [ 52T 3400 )

not to drop it in his excitment. | T e Tl | et gt

Mary and Pris help clear off a tabie- rickety table 7 mewltecind o,/

and they stand around the offering not quite knowing what to™~:.) o/

do. 3
ISIDORE

Everybody sit down now...and eat.

They do. I sidore stands over them like a pleased propritor,

‘y&oaw @fﬁva
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DECKARD
I'd like to spend some of it now.
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Deckard switches off and looks around the room It's large and
luxurous, the wall paper floral patterned, mutted greens and
antique furniture from the forties, a large picture window
simulating a % blazing sunset. Wrapped in a towel Rachael opens
the bathroom door and looks out.

RACHAEL
Aren't you coming in? There's a hot
bath waiting for you.

THE BATHROOM
Deckard submerged in the tub his eyes at half mast. Rachael
sitg on the toilet staring at him.

RACHAEL
You don't trust me do you.

DECKARD
It's a little disconserting for the
hunter to be the hunted.

RACHAEL
I won't lie to you - about anything.
I'm here to help you not hurt you.
Relax.

DECKARD
If you're going to tell me the truth
tell me the rest of it.,

RACHAEL
HJ) Okay. I have to observe the affective
manifisations of y¥e our new product so
I can make a report to help the modifi-
cations in the next series.

DECKARD
Fine.
(indicating bath)
So what's this all about?

RACHAEL
This is my own personal experiemen-
experiment,

The tone of her voice doesn't change, the look is direct aas- as
ever, but something in her eyes betrays the need.

RACHAEL
Watching him hurt you made me feel
something.

DECKARD

How much did you watch?

RACHARL
A lot.



DECKARD

It ammussed you? ez S 2dn

o

RACHAEL
I wanted him to stop.

DECKARD
Then why didn't you stop it.

RACHAEL

I did.




THE ROOM '

The peaches aag=@eewec have been eaten., Evervbody's on their
second glass of gallo and Isidore sits on the floor content to

be aomng friends.

MARY
We're going to have to clean up around
1 N > PR
here Isidore b99§<xw§3h

ISIDORE
I don't know. « -

: MARY [ 1|
But we can't live like thisaV/g%;vﬂﬁnﬂ HJJ/

ISIDORE
Even if you clean #%& up it comes right
back again. Not too many services out
here. They call this the "district".

MARY
Nobody lives around here?

ISIDORE
Just specials,

ROY
Give ‘'em just enough to keep em from
coming closer, right Iz?

ISIDORE
I guess so.

ROY
I like it. And you can bet your ass
somebody's making money on it too.

ﬂ ISIDORE
N\ You're androids arn't vou.
P e

There's a bause. They look at each other,

PRIS
Why do you think that?

ISIDORE
Heard about ‘'em on the T.V,

He looks up at them smiling in comradery.

ISIDORE
You can't come here and I can't go ==
there,

There's a moment then Roy's voice booms out with unexpected warmth,

ROY
That's right!



Gl —2.

And they all laugh as Roy refills the glasses.

ROY
You're a great man Isidore. A credit
to your race.

PRIS
If he was an android he'd turn # us
in about ten tomorrow morning.

ROY
I'm overwhelemed with admiration IZ,

MARY
And we imagined this would be a friendless
world - a planet of hostile faces.

ROY
I feel better already.

PRIS
I don't think we could have found
another human being who would have
taken us in and helped us.

) ROY
Mr. Isidore 1is verv...

He searches for the word...

ROY

"SBECIAL"Z!
e AT LT

[ There's a pause then they all have a hearty laugh. Isidore
| laughs heartést of all.
\\.
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I don*'t know how to dream either.

e s

DECKARD
I know.

RACHAEL
I wish I could.

DECKARD
Wishing is dreaming.

RACHAEL
I mean asleep.

Memgw®t, Deckard looks at her and smiles. She doesn't., He puts
his arms around her and holds her.

RACHAEL
Nobody is freer than what he dreams.
I read that. Do you read?

DECKA RD
Yeah.

RACHAEL
Storys?

DECKARD

Huh huh. Westerns.

" RACHAEL
Do you like me?

DECKARD
Yes.

She stares at him a long time her big dark eyes direct and
couragesous.

RACHAEL
If I was real would you like me more?

DECKARD
Maybe 2ee-~less,

She laughs. They hold tighter.

RACHAEL
You make me feel good Deckard.
DECKARD
~¥9Ever done this before?
RACHAEL
No. ~You?
DECKARD

Made love with an android?

RACHAEL
Yes.



. P | . : .
DECKARD oo
NO . ‘ r

; RACHAEL %
Ever wanted to?

He shakes his head.

RACHAEL
And now?

DECKARD
Yeah.

RACHAEL
Teach me.

THE T.V.
It's wke Buster Friendly and his friendly friendslaauv. Buster
is interviewing a young good looking cosmonaut in uniform.

C Seexp RegeS )
sustEr ~ GBS g ¥ <O

So what's it like to be back on old kera
Terra Infirma?

COSMONAUT
In all honesty Buster I'm looking for-
ward to returning.

BUSTER
Tell me something off the record Capt. is it
true the blagt off is an erotic experience?

COSMONAUT
Heh, heh, well Buster I'll say that it is
extreamly satisfying...l mean there are
sensations that are akin to...t0..,.

BUSTER
Like?

COSMONAUT
Sie-~ Scientifcally speaking you me know there
are frequencys that can induce involuntary
sensations that are similar to sexual ones.
And they do occure at blast off...a taking
leave of the senses so to speak which is very

thrilling.
BUSTER
And how 4 long do they last?
COSMONAUT
Maybe a full minute.
BUSTER
That's a dman sight better than a lot of

us get.

Deckard's lying in bed - Rachael next to him her head on hisSiovises
watching the show. \\x Lo, prreap- «7






BUSTER c%t'
What about this myth that only dull people

can stand to make the trip without going %S.Cr'
nutz?

COSMONAUT
That's not true. It's a—tet—eof—fun-just like
taking a luxury-eruz long luxury cruz. There's
a lot of fun and games,movies, dances, we even
get your show on board Buster.

BUSTER
Great! WE&1ll then why do you think there's so
many of us still healthy natural individuals
afraid to make the trip?

COSMONAUT
Well the phychologists think that the reluctance
to leave the earth is like refusing to leave the
cardies—- cradle, )

BUSTER
So what you're saying is if we want to grow up
we has~ve to go up!

COSMONAUT
Exactly. Actually speaking strickly in terms
of time you add some on to your life by taking
the trip...in other words you arrive not as old
as you'd be if you stayed here the amount of time
it A takes you to get X there,

BUSTER
Woa! Wait a minute! You mean if you travel
forward in space you go back ward s in time?
Is that why you look so young Capt?

COSMONAUT
Not quite. I'm saying that time abeasd-aboard
a space ship is nothing like time on your mantle.3
It's complicated to go into but.... -

BUSTER
Intellectually it makes me sea sick so I'd
rather you didn't. Couldn't you just # give
the people a simple explanation?

COSMONAUT
Lets just say that hearts and clocks naturally
slow down as they apprach the speed of XiMgH¥/ light.

BUSTER
So for you who'd like to get younger by going
further you shouldn't miss it! Right?

COSMONAUT
Right.



BUSTER
A once fou're there would you say the pace )
is ?

COSMONAUT %
Oh efinetly. They're not hungry up

Deckard's eyegfgg:_hgzg_gggggiqa

o e | DECKARD
/// Horse shitl

“:)He snaps off the t.v., They lie there in the milky light from
false moon in the synthetic window the black velvet night
splattered with stars.

RACHAEL .
Why do they call it "retire"?

DECKARD
Because they do.

v RACHAEL
Why don't they call it murder?

DECKAD
Because it's not.

RACHAEL
Anything that can £ suffer deserves to be
considered - wheather it's a goat or a man
or a so called humanoid robot.

DECKARD
Andys only simulate sufferlng -1§they if
they're programmed for it.

> RACHAEL
It must beVconvinient to think s/ so.
In other words if you burnt me with a
match I only simulate suffering?

DECKARD
I thought you were talking about anthes-
another kind of suffering.

'RACHAEL
How many kinds do you need Deckard?

DECKARD
If killing androids is murder then you're
a murderer.

RACHAEL
I know I am.“\

~ There's a ¥ quiet./?



DECKARD
If you murder somebody you suffer the
consequences - doesn't make any differerees-
difference if you're a man or an android.

RACHAEL
But a man gets a trial.
cos Ticlln
DECKARD G )
And an android gets "retired"., &hsigew? )
(o T=T=IE 5 =22
RACHAEL
Do you think I simulated what happened here.
DECKARD
Us?
RACHAEL
Yeah.
DECKARD

I don't know. Did you?

. RACHAEL
I felt it Deckard.

DECKARD
So did I.
She smileg., He does toe. THey hug(and #d laugh.] She kisseg_ _
3 o A 3 i e % LI )
h]—m. ) M*_ -‘r-' e vﬂi.-_ \rD\LWWW
RACHAEL s =
Maybe I love yoil.
DﬁCK;RD
) T
He pulls away.
DECKARD
What time is it?
RACHAEL
Three.
DECKARD

I've got to go {homeds
He gets up and pulls on his pants.

) goe¢» RACHAEL
ngr[’. Tell me a story.

- e )i
He pauses.. Pk W,J/uc_c.r a1 Keers P

RACHAEL
Something about yourself - about when
you were a boy.
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He sits on the edge of the bed to put on his shees.

RACHAEL
Where Wreryou from?

Dacmgﬂ Yoroeh Rt/

MlSSOU.rl. \
RACHAEL
WhatShms it like? :
DECKARD b, 7
Before the wam2. FatxC O\A’ O /
RACHAEL
Huh huh,
DECKARD

You've seen pictures., It was beautiful,
It was green the sky was blue.

RACHAEL
What about the people?

DECKARD
They were nicer to eak- each tehesother
at least where I was from - or at least
it seems like it now.

RACHAEL
Tell me one little thing.

He looks down at hér and smiles at her /daughter like chaemw, O
(bedtime s cha rm) e

DECKARD |
Okay, I'11l tell you about the Prarie.

DEGRARBRACHAEL
What's the Prarie?

\ﬂ’ Lo B
DECKARD R

The Prarie? Sh%;zgfﬁ; Prarie was a

p¥aee real flat full of water ways

and little animals, thousands of miles

of it, it's what the desert use to be -
you never heard of the Prarie Chicken?

RACHAEL
Nope.

DECKARD
Coyotes and crickets and owls - lots
of animals there. The owls were the
first to go. In our town I remember
we use to see 'em in the street ¥ying
there dead. It was s&arpge- strange
because owls were night creatures and”
you didn't see too many of ¥#£ them and \(gs

then there they were - owls lyi all 4 ‘-’ T
over the place. !
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The Bedroom et

They're lying quiet Rachael craddling His head in her arms.
She looks at him and smi- smiles. He looks back but in his
eyes something has ¢ retreated. .

RACHAEL
What were you thinking just then?

DECKARD
xNMﬁ!,wondering when you were made.

RACHAEL
I don't know. They won't tell me.

He turns his head away to look at the windew. 1It's displaying
the first golden slivers of dawn.

DECKARD

It's late.

He Goes 1o Tue Wingow. There]
I>- CRing BLde }-\sur rLcaNG\: ;;»\;_
widle SK ecxave 2 -~
RACHAEL D\:w-(\:eﬁ RA?SCJ Tue “Scneen=-Sitase’
You're afraid of me again arnt you. We TuUvws Suvay Froh
Tee TeAL Honwive
il LDOXKS arT Kacuael.
DECKARD Shei Bee~w WaTtwinG

No. ot

Ready to go he stops bey- by the bed and looks down at her.

RACHAEL
Do you love me?

DECKARD
No.

RACHAEL

Say it anyway. You don't have to mean
ite I jest want to hear what it sounds
like.

He's not saying it.

RACHAEL
Never mind. Don't.

He bends down and kisses her on the check. She doesn't respond.

C RACHAEL
wWhen did you change your mind?
DECKARD
About what?
RACHAEL

Taking me with you,



s Q7. g
DECKARD

I never said I would. TT;«VJ

He goes to the door/ and %ﬁTnS“ﬁé-baekv(Mh”Ef,STﬂdGﬂ4J‘ LT TR
Feelivli 1KBe Tuai, AdT RKaMmYl WSu 1o uz? Uen-

DECKARD
The nap was nice. é\”"r"l A G
1
RACHAEL Eove Stac

? » 3
They'1ll get you with out me.

DECKARD
Go back to Seattle - I'1ll call you if
I need help.

RACHAEL
No you won't,
He opens the door.
DECKARD
Good bye.
RACHAEL
Deckard.,
DECKARD
What?
RACHAEL ml
You're going to mess up the progra

I'm not gomng to get my job done and you're
going to be dead.

He stares at her a moment and leaves. She lays back on the bed,
her face expressionless. A tear forms in the corner of her eye.
She feels it runainrg down her check and touches it.

Wo. 3ab She wipes T Awey



THE HAPPY DOG ANIMAL EMPORIUM 87

The goats face is Qldert and inquisitive, kh# her nose has the
classic roman hump of the nubian, her hide is silky and the

tail is twitching. From behind the show case window Deckard
watches transfixed. A nattily dressed salesman with thining hair
and an oatmeal complection siddles up next to him

SALESMAN
She's a real beauty.

Pretendlng to admire the goat he sizes Deckard up. Not a very
promising sell - the customer looks a IE&&®e haggard, glazed~

Sl his suit is wrinkled.

SALESMAN
Are you in the market today sir, or
just browsing?

DECKARD
I'm interested in the goat.

SALESMAN
The black nubian, a serie#s serious
contender 1n thlS years ma-r- market.

serlous an1ma1 lover she S an unbeatable
investment. Are you a goat man JtHaW

DECKARD
Not exactly.

SATESMAN

#@en let me point out a couple of things
to you - notice the confirmation, the
spacing between the shanks - those babys
are graspable (no sag there). A distigct
adb advantage with the nubians is they
come in heat three months earlier than
other goatafand if you feed her proper

a continous flow of milk all year round)
Were you thinking of trading in a used

animal?
DECKARD
Cash.
The salesman brightens.
SALESMAN

I see., Well you couldn't do better,
You're looking at a lot of longevity
there...she's only a year old. Sired
by Panama Fred and Princess Shirly, out
of Lyle and Betty Penrods goat rancho
up in M Northern Ontero. When you say
cash are you talking total price or der
down payment?



DECKARD 1
What is total price?

SALESMAN
Twenty nine thousand nine hundred and
ninety five dollars. That's almost a
thousand under book.

DECEKARD
(1et down)
I'm talking about down payment.

SATESMAN
May I ask if this represents a new price
bracket for you sir?

DECKARD
More or less.

SALESMAN
Well now, you tell me what £ kind of
down you can afford and we'll see if
we can't talk eurkey) terms.

DECKARD
Ten thousand.

The salsman smiles like a CA~ AND PUTS out his hand.

SALESMAN
The name is Sply but everybody calls me
Jimmy.
They shake.
DECKARD
Deckard.
SPLY

Looks like you're gonna be a goat man
Deckard. Lets go talk to the sales manager
and get his big oaky.

Decka rd is grinning like a kid as Sply walks him away. ‘7‘)
¢

g

THE ROOF

Deckard watches as the employees load the crate into his hover car.
Sply hands him enveloped contracts and manuals and slaps him on
the back as Deckard gets into his car.

SPLY
Don't forget, you read your manual and
when the time comes we got a big company
buck who'll sew~ serivceyher for free.
He HelLcur oF heR
DECKARD
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SPLY i J;ikiﬁ
Good luck to you!

Ané Deckard lifts into the sky and flys away with his brand
new goat,

THE APARTMENT

Carrying the contracts in one hand and a bouquet of flowers in
the other Deckard nudges the front door shut and quietly crosses
the living room and into the kitchen. Iran's preparing some-
thing at the sink.. He sneaks up behind her andg slips the §lowers
around in front of her. She turns, touched and glad to see him.
She takes the flowers and smells them.

IRAN
They're beautfiul.

She kisses him on the eheek cheek.

DECKARD
And...

He brings out a small bag and hands it to her. She opens it
and takes in the aroma.

IRAN
Coffee! Deckard.

He stares at her not quite knowing how to break the news. She
searches his eyves.,

IRAN
What is it?

His voice is low and shakey.

DECKARD
Come on up to the roof - I wanna show
you something.

She studies him a moment. Her eyes widwn.

IRAN
You bought an animal!

He takes her by the hand and leads her &u® thru the apartment.

IRAN
Deckard!

Out the door and down the hall, big eager strides to the elevator.
He punches the buttom. Reflexively Iran smoothes back her hair.

IRAN
You should have &% told me. Why didn't you
call me?

DECKARD

I wanted it to be a surprise.



They get in.

IRAN
What is it?
DECKARD
You'll see,
IRAN
How much did it cost?
DECKARD
Don't worry, I'1l tell you all about

it latter.

The door slides ogen. He leads her out onto the roof garden
B points to the cageé*”ﬁe’waits for her reaction., She's
dumbfounded., Tears well up in her eyes.

ErGE e fi=

IRAN
(softly)
Oh my God.

She walks to the cage and peers in. The goat regards her with
bright eyed perspicacity and makes a little bleating# sound.

IRAN
Oh, Deckard., Is it real?

DECKARD
Absolutely xsead real.

She circles around it viewing it from every angle.

IRAN

A goat. A black nubian goat!
DECKARD

Yep.
IRAN

We have a goat!

DECKARD
A female, Later on we can mate her.
Even milk her,

IRAN
What shall we call her?

DECKARD
We'll hawe to think of a name.

IRAN
Can we let her out? Put her with the
sheep?



Qs é5.

Deckard laughs and puts his arm around her. She looks up, eyes ,
sparkling like a child, N

DECKARD
She ought to be tethered for a few days
at least until she gets used to it here.

Smiling she leans her head on his shoulder and very softly,
in an odd little voice,begins- hums a melody.

IRAN
"My life is love and pleasure" You
remember? When we £ first met.

She kisses him fondly on the 1lips.

IRAN
Much love and very much pleasure.

He looks down at her, They swim in each others joy.

IRAN
I love you Deckard.

, : WoBU R ,
Their neighbor, Barbour £ has come out to groom his horse and

takes in the occation.

BARBOUR
Hey there! That's a nice looking goat
you have Deckards, Congratulations!

They turn and smile.

BARBOUR
Afternoon Mrs. Deckard. Maybe you'll
have kids. Maybe we'll trade one of
my colts for a couple of your i kids!

They all #4 laugh. Arm amd- in arm Iran and Deckard walk toward
the elevator.

IRAN
Now we can\ admit to everybody that the
sheep is £agse- false,

ECKARD
No need to do\ that.

I
But we can, don\t you see, we have
nothing to hide.\ What we always wanted

has come true., I%'s a dr .

)
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The door slides open.
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THE BEDROOM

Deckard's lying under the sheet, hands behind his head staring
at the cieling. He looks troubled. Iran's aprawied-sukt-
sprawled out with her head »essies on his chest dreamy and

content.
IRAN
Baklava. Too sweet, Euphemia,
That has a nice sound to it. Euphemia, —
g DECKARD & 1 )
r) It's suppgséd to. Thats when you /
comes from Buphoria - take some g ugly and give it a '
a false sens; of well beautifu me. Comes from Euphemism,\ | 4

bej.ngo i j N A
y Well that's ﬁ%ﬂ%d then., ]ﬁqat about

something simple, like Molly?

= 1\\Dﬁdﬁ§§9\43}571*‘feﬂj .

IRAN
Or Penelppy. No. I think we ought
to keep it plain. Mollysdernit not bad,
dentt~-yeu-ehink2--what do you think?

.9,

/ She seows—mt—iram, Tiles Srwom T TAel “"'h\\

S IRAN
What's wrong?

DECKARD
I think I'm in trouble.

IRAN
Why, what's the trouble?

DECKARD
I don't want to da it anymore.

IRAN
Do what anymore?

DECKARD
Retire andys.

IRAN
(she stares at him)

DECKARD
I'm starting to empathize with them.
It feels like murder.



i ‘
IRAN
Murder., But they're just machines.

DECKARD
I'm not sO sure,

_ IRAN
That's absurd. They're manufactured -
like cars...they pop them out like bottle
caps - you said so yourself.

DECKARD (7
Not the new ones. Blreyt e e addeG .

THE LIVEING ROOM
He sits on the couch in a funk., Iran comes in with_the coffee
and sits #X next to him. She lights two cigerettes /and hands

one to him, ‘“wxhrﬂgffﬂ’”’
AN e

DECKARD ,
Thanks.

IRAN
What are the monthly payments?

He reaches down and hands her the envelope with the contracts.
She opens it and looks them over.,

IRAN
Jesus, the interest alone is more
ta'h- than. 2 e

DECKARD
I could transfer out of the department.
Go back to animal theft...

IRAN
Yeah, but without the bounty money
coming in - they'll probably repossess
the goat.

DECKARD
I'11 get the contract extended - from
thrity six months to forty eight...






- IRAN
There's still time. We have one
more day.
He shakes his head.
DECKARD

Not now. Now that we have an animal,

IRAN
But we won't for long if you can't...

The vid-phone buzzes. Deckard jumps up.
DRAN

Why are you so afraid? They're not
repossessing it yet.

DECKARD
It's the department - say I'm not
here.

TooZ late, she's already picked up the reciever. Inspector
Bryant sees him. Deckard walks back stiffly.

TRAN
We bought a goat Mr, Bryant. You A pa ” T
should come over and see i&y- her, . /& [/ME

BRYANT
I'd love to. Let me talk to Deckard.

She hands up the reciever.

DECKARD
Yeah?

BRYANT
Code alert.

DECKARD

Just a second.

Deckard hits a switch on the console.



BRYANT #‘ !
DECKARD NODS, \,D \‘

BRYANT 7
Agitator means well march hare and
red queen P Q four as in Philip K
0ld children find bed time near.
Ge&-i&2Some gave drum cake plummed
out of town, Got it?

DECKARD

Ready?

¥eahe—=m

Yeah,

BRYANT
By the way I talked to Holden., He's
going to be okay. Said congratulations.
Couldn't believe you did two already.

DECKARD

I'm glad., . ' 3
wies~{ LOsw_ (T .

§¥;4ﬁr4r+F—¥¥£5ﬁ%“**ﬂ”“'Ebr s
E; BRYANT

THE BEDROOM

You eaky-- okay?

DECKARD
Yeah.
BRYANT
Iran tells me you bought a goat.
DECKARD
A female,
BRYANT

When you're finished I'1l come over
and take a look at it, We'll celebrate.

DECKARD
After this is over 1I'm going to buy
a sheep.
BRYANT
You already have a sheep.
DECKARD
It's electric.
Y) ~t ‘f KWJ'

\‘« & BRYANT "
ohy "\ Good 1luck Deckard>)

LY [
Thanks., e -quﬁt:t*J( .

MESSAGE READ OUT: nexus location alter-
ation cannpat build.

Iran is watching him dress. 22760 - jursidiction

valid move immediately

one tena e -
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IRAN

Couldn't you go in the morning? \'01,.
5 DECKARD
Too late, & COuld be gone.
IRAN

You should rest.

Deckard dcesrtt—rcoporEs continues dressing.

IRAN
Do me a favor., Call Buster Friendly's
hot line., Tell him everything. See waht
what he says.

DECKARD
I kak- know what he'll say...he'll
say IMIGRATE,

IRAN
Not necassarily. I've seen him talk
to people who didn't want to leave who
had problems they couldn't solve and they
were a lot better after he advised them.

DECKARD
Where are my shoes?

He looks around unseeing.

IRAN
They're right there.

-

He slips into them,.arpd-sbaps-er~his-ankle-iasSerr Concerned -gie Friso
watches him snap on his ankle laser, He starightens w® and they

iook at each other. < e TRt TeeFe Sl DU TS hen~
DN {rovnm Vv».‘\_b}e L ’@

) Trow < Q
Tts ok vty e V= R ra S AT
v G Downc G\ HDJ /
R v WS T C;UQN - 5 /
Deecwarw /

There s M Chole =<
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THE ROOF

It's not a warm m.ght. The wind is blowing. Not wanting to \03 ¢
breath what's in it Deckard lowers his head as he walks toward

the compound. He takes a key from his pocket, turns off the alarm
system and enters the dimly 1lit, anticeptte stables.

As quietly as walking into the room of a sleeplng child Deckard
moves down the asile to Molly's pen., Unaware of his presence Qﬁw
she nibbles away at the artificial wool on her artificial cousin,
the sheep. The sheep doesn't seem to mlnd Either does Deckard.
He's delighted. The sound of his laughtturns her around. Tail
twitching, she prances over to greet him. Deckard kneels, puts
his hands thru the encloseure stroking her head and murmers

those things only pets get to her.

Suddenly he freezes.,--His-bleed-runs-eeidsr The smile dies.
The steady hum of the air filtering unit runs thru the silence.
Deckard hurtles hlms %gﬂg%geways hits the floor and rolls over
with His laser out Eea y-£e-tzrer aimed into the shaddows., A
moment passes then Rachasl-steps—imto—the—tight, catily, Sf”LdJé
Cooweel S7ews 19Ts T Lilwt
RACHAEL
Excuse me. I didn't mean to startle
you.

He doesn't move.
RACHAEL . O\ w

Just admiring your goat. ‘°.”¢ v

Hls expre351on doesn't change. The lasersdeesali-mever SeERtimg
at h

RACHAEL
Would you like to “retire" me?

No answer.

RACHAEL
If you want...

There is something seductive about the way she turns.

RACHAEL
YOU Can.

Baek-ko-him, she slowly lifts her hair and touches the back of
her neck with a poised index finger.

RACAEHL
Right here at the occipital bone...
that's where it is isn't it? At the
base of my preety little skull....
you could warm up on me,

She looks over her shoulder at him. Deckard gets to his feet,

puts away the laser. ShestssmesSaabsomeain The TUrY L Are—Tuee,
- ~
e e —— Q- TRceyr WAL .
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DECKARD
What are you doing here? . \OL
‘ -

RACHAEL
I'm on a good will mission. I've
been instructed to give you this,

She holds up a shpere resm~ resembling an oyster with a stem pro-
jecting from it and hands it to him,

RACHAEL
You sgeeze that stem and presto an
android is rendered cataleptic.
Suspends respiration. Yours too.
But as you probbably know the vegus
nerves on a nexus six can't cut in and
out,like yours so it gives you an # edge.
Its from our autofac on Mars - it's used
for putting new modles thru inspection checks -
don't you love it?

He looks at it.

RACHAEL
Go ahead, try it.

He hesitates. She laughs{ sardoniclly.

RACHAEL

Don't worry Deckard I wouldn't hurt -

you for the world.
He takes a deep breath and squeezes the stem/ Rachael goes lnto
catalepsey - she looks like a/ manakin/ 1, ]

to Deckard trys to take a’ be-t--- breath. It won't
come, He-hits-the-s He actitvates the stemg® HE breaths again.

Rachael is release

RACHAEL

Reme it's only effective up to

ten SemEieaeme@esaatgsd lasSts no more
sahm-a-m+aute than a minute - but htat
that should be enough time for you to
take care of business, no?

DECKARD
Thanks.

RACHAEL
Thank the Rossen Corparation.,

Deckard nods his head and looks at her ready to take his leave.
She stares back at him weaving #Z a little.from side—to—sidew

DECKARD
You okay?

RACHAEL
For killing androids you get your
goat...what do androids get?



He nods.

politely. };

\\\ DECKARD
What?

RACHAEL ;
Personality.\ Everybady's gqﬁ one.
Even me. DonVt I? F4

*;I

DBCKARD
Hum-humrHuh huhj, S
\
RACHALE

5
x

But not everybody‘pasjcharacter. Do
rd
they.

No.

Your goat has gharacter, You've got
character. 4

EDECKARD

RACHAEL
ThakeTHIAK god.

goat more than your wife?

Do you love your

He stares at her a moment then it hits him,

DECKARD
You're drunk'.

e PO e
~RBur Ti prete™
RACHAEL

NO...I drank a whole bottl%/ézz I don't
Ehp~-~tha~ think it worked./ I—ehinlke—F4mr
pretendiae, ( : i

¥You-gee~1-e9ti~—

e N"m e u—vﬁ"ﬂw
R s AT A T

-h.,_,_‘_-.

e,



There's a silence.

RACHAEL \ O ¢

You see, I couldn't have helped you
anyway. The only thing I was good at
g-s- I seem to have lost.

DECKARD
Whatla-ehat?2- What?

She looks up at him wistfully.

RACHAEL
My objectivity.

She lowers her head ifig to smile but 1 oesn't work.,

He puts his arms arou her and she lets he¥self be{ held,

her hands hung limp at Yher sides. GentXy ha pulls her head to

his chest and quietly begins to sqgd. They stay like that

for several moment thgn XNinally she JAfts hern\ face smiling and

tear streaked, almos ing at hegfself. Yo \Buisegs prre K= TCoam,

I have to go.
gec”

She nods/ané Deckafé-abruptly/iurns and walks away. Not wanting
to watch him leave Iran keeps her eyes on Molly who lets out a
long and mournful bleat.

Yises Don_Tears oo e UBLFES



A7
THE T.V. STUDIO

The marquee says BUSTER FRIENDLY AND HIS FREIDNLY FRIENDS. z>-7
Under it a long line of people huddled against the cold wait l

to go in. Deckard past the crowd around to a

side entrance. A uniformed gaurd biak- blocks his way. The

name tag on his chest says NEAL. Neal looks normal enough

except where his nose should be a mutation has taken place.

It resembles a nose only that it is between his eyes and north

of his 4 mouth.

NEAL
Can I help you?

DECKARD
I have an appointment with Buster.

Neal reaches for his list.

NEAL
Name?

DECKARD
It won't be on there - goverment
business.

~NBAE~—

Deckard flashes his Ze«S+« I.D.

NEAL
I'1l have to call him., If you're
not on the list I can't let you in.

DECKARD
If I was on the ligt I wouldn't want 4~
£0+ This is confidential., If you don't
want to get A busted move your ass out
of the way.

Reluctantly Neal mewvwes-~ steps aside. Deckard enters and stops.

DECKARD
Where can I find him?

NEAL
Up the stairs down the hall on your
right - you can't miss it,

Neal waits £g¥ till Deckard's gone then picks up his phone.

NEAL
Mr. Friendly this is Neal down at the
west gate., Theres a cop on his way up
to your dsss- dressirng room. I couldn't
stop Z him long enough to see if he's
atreight~~ alright. You want me to
notify security?...eees
Right. Thank you Mr. Friendly.







BUSTER l D g

Thank you Neal,

THE DRESSING ROOM

Buster's sitting at his dressing table in a tight checkered
suit, his thick wavey hair sprayed and set. %Thee- there's
a knack at the door.

BUSTER
Yes?

Deckard stands on the other# side of the door
staring at Busters name, a big star above it.

DECKARD
I'd like to have a word with you
MR, Friendly.

BUSTER
Who is it?

DECKARD
My name's Deckard. I'm with the Swrr= T\
SraTrtseo-—seiree, | 5.4,

Buster smiles, checking his teeth wwt in the mirror,.

BUSTER
Come right in.

The door opens and Deckard enters. Although Buster's eyes
are full of welcome and good cheer, coming face to face with
a public idol causes Decakrd a loss of certainty.

BUSTER
Well well, are we here on official
business?

DECKARD
Not exactly. I need-seme advise.

BUSTER
That's my job Mr. Deckard but I'm
just about to go on - wouldn't you
rather come out front with the othersz

FQLLg—

DECKARD
This can't be said in front of others.

BUSTER
Mmmmmmmmm | sounds good.| I'm all ears.
won't you‘have s seat?

DECKARD
Thanks. i

LQgéka2dL;itS’dQWHﬂamiﬁsh%F&ifnff“
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Deckard sits down’and starts to speak but there's a rap at the
door. Buster raises his eye brows in mock exasperation and sings

out:
BUSTER \,Dq "

Come ilnnnnnnn.

Two plain elethemen-emter- clothesmen enter. They're got that
unmistakable CIA look.

BUSTER
I think we're okay boys - no problem,

They nod almost imperceptably, give-Beekard look Deckard iever--
over and depart.

BUSTER
My, my.

And he hops up on his dressing table resting his little feet on
the chair and gives Deckard his pleasantest wide eyed attention.

DECKARD

I'm wa

o?bh_bna-aangaipénm55§=§g§§§ian__.ErJ
android hunter. //)

Buster nods his head understandingly, encouragingly.

DECKARD
Recently I've been assigned to a case
that involves a new breed - Nexus six
they're called - I've distroyed two...

BUSTER
Good for you,

DECKARD
...But I don't know if I can go oOn.
I'm beginning to empathize with them,
They're like real peopole to me.

BUSTER
Hmmmmmmmmm .,

A soft modulated voice comes out of a speaker.

VOICE
Five minutes Buster.

BUSTER
Will you excuse me, I have to pee.

Buster goes into his bathroom, closes the door and unzips his
fly. He presses his abdomen and a cylinder slides out of his
pants. A miniture bank of computer keys runs the length of AREN

His fingers play over them expertly. A moment pass and—the
Toad-out-gheets—out _the head of the sylinder. ¥E& tears it off
and Y{ reads it.

S g I e persd e

(Tse Fast~ T v o T Cq L /e e




- - fzé;. 
Ahhh, vBUSTER % \&D .

He presses his abdomen, the cylinder retracts.
He £ drops the read out in the toilet, flushes it and goes back
out zipping up his pants.

BUSTER
It a2iwsy always happens I have t0 pee
before I go on.,

He gets back on his dressing table and stares at Deckard like a
mother hen. Vecarw s ruNoker Forad~v B Heas BOwee,

BUSTER
Let met ask you something Deckard. Have yemJ
had intimate relations with one of these
units?
pecksaes e TErKs e -
The perception was not expected. Deckard stares back surprised.
Buster smiles like a cherub.

BUSTER
That is one of the liabilities of your
trade - plus you are at an age now where
a man needs a little romance, preferably
with a young beautiful lady and there's
not much of that around these days - so
you choose the nextest (heh heh) thing
best thing. You're suffering from guilt,
You had sex with your prey Deckard, that's
bound to create problems - unless you're
a black widow.

DECKARD
What about - not sex - but love?

BUSTER
Ah ha! Love is another name for sex.
Iove is sexy and sex is lovely., I don't
care what you call it an android can't
have it.

DECKARD
These arn't just transistorized androids
they're...

BUSTER
Don't knock the old electrics -~ they
have their job to do too.

DECKARD |
But these are organic, chemical andys,
they feel.

BUSTER

Maybe they can pretend to feel but far as
the raw hot emotions of the heart.......

He taps his heart and shakes his head sadly.



=7,

DECKARD
How can you be sure? \\\ .

BUSTER
No matter how good a man gets he's never
gonna make an artificial animal that feels
that's a contradiction. Man can only make
what he understands and believe me he's a
long way off from understanding his feelings.
Right?

Deckard nods his head, unconvinced. Buster jumps off the table.

BUSTER
But he's not gonna survive long enough to
understand rething nothin®' if we don't do
our part in getting every abled bodied
regular off this planet. Preferabl¥ repub-
licans.

Deckard's not amussed. Buster is starting &e-eeek-- to cut the
air and clap his hands, moving into high gear.
BUSTER
Don t look so glum. We are at ﬁaa-ﬂwTDﬂﬁjk““‘”ssa°Aos

thggiltare.my-dear boy. One goes into
the future and _the other is a dead end.

/Yod have the honor of taking part in
helplgg»us ‘along the better path., .

Don'tgive up now Just when we need you ~
+he most. Do your job, accept your fate '
and you'll f£ind your freedomg~ '

DECKARD
That's what they're looking for.

BUSTER

But their fate isn't freedom it's service.
Every man has his job to do and so does

every android - if one of these lovelies

runs amuck it's your responsibility to turn him
22X off - you are an integral part of keeping

the human ball rolling Deckard. Don't forget
it.

He stops to catch his breath.
BUSTER
I gotta save it for the show., Its been
good talking to g4 you.
Deckard sasand~- stands and they shake hands.

DECKARD
Thanks.

BUSTER
My pleasure. _ T, = .






DECKARD
Good byve.

G LYck A~2 BUSTER
Adioski,

gusTen.
— \AJ\“L‘*”' s
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Pris is at the table curled up in & chair readiny War and
Peace. Mary sits near by, knitting® and Roy's on\the tattered
scfa, leg° crossed, puffing his pipe engrossed‘wltﬂ an electronic
devise. The Bach cello sonata playing softly in the background
is # drowned out by a terrible screetching, but nooody looks up.
v* It's only Isidore. 1In his continous efforts to improve their
?ﬁ? comfort,he struggles an over stuffed chair thru the door. Mot
wanting to aggravate their ears,he stops, takes a breath, then
égj/ bends over, hugs the cha%r with both arms and quietly as he can,
éf works it across the floor to where he wants it. Job done, he
—1looks up pleased with himself and clears his throat. Nobody

seems to notice.\w \
Uﬂ:r\*ﬁ,’ w.s \,ﬁ} vu"
ISIDORE <

Well, that about does it. ?‘.acf': ¢ﬁ"QaU“p N7
/

.\___

Mary glances up, smiles and goes back # her knlttlng.

The t.v., is on but soundless. Igidore watchee—austenaéeeag his

stUTf for few _seconds then reaches into his pocket and fishes
out a clear plastic tube. He gses over to the table where

Pris is reading,ard holds the tube under the light fiddling _,
with it. Pris looks up annoyed. =

e

What 1s that?

%
@

ISIDORE
A spider.,

Interested, she takes a closer look.

PRIS
Where'd you get it?

ISIDORE
I caught him this morning.

Mary looks up.

MARY
What is it?

ISIDORE
‘A gpider.

MARY
A spider?

ISIDORE

Huh hun.
She comes over to see. Isidore glances over to ROy,

ISIDORE
Look ¥# what I got.

He's &e&aiiy involved 1in spilicing a connection..



%
Look Woy. \\ H

“to T ThBL~-
He puts nis work aside and comes over for a 1ooks

PRIS
I've never s=een one before,.

She takes the tube from Isidore and studies it. Eyes shinning
she holds it up to the light, watching the spider circle round
in search of an opening.

ISIDORE
I use to catch lots of 'em, The’They
don't live too long but they're nice

to have,
PRIS
Spiders.
= MARY
Ugg.
ROY

Look at this guy.

Isidore smiles at him,

MARY
He sure wants to get out.
ISIDORE
They're not worth much.
ROY
Let him out,
ISIDORE

Also there's a lot of rats around here,
The #¥ radiation doesn't bother 'em -~
but nobody wants 'em., Ill catch one
for you if you want.

PRIS
That would be nice Isidore. Look at
this quy go.

ROY
Let him out,

Pris opens the tube and dumps the spider on the table. Its

a medilim sized Daddy Long Legs. Haltingly hke- it advances
across the tabiel As it nears the edge Pris steps on one of
its legs with her finger. The spider freezes then struggles
to free itself. Fastenated they watch in silence. Pris lughs.

PRIS
A1l those legs...why does it need so many

legs?



TSIDORE R
That's the way spiders are. Eight legs. Nk

{ PRIS \ \(

wonder if @ could get by with four,
bet it could.

=t

R0Y
cut four off and see,

Roy reaches into Marys sewing basket and passes PRis the
scissors. Peis- She lines wp the scissors up on a leg.
Tsidore's face contorts as he realizes what's going to happen.

ISIDORE

It won't be able to run as fast with

only four legs.
Plmeals nothing-for—tk—te—earthr—arourd tere anyvway.
Sris pays no attention. Isidore groans as she ships off a
leg. The spider gets loose and bumbbies-away- trys to get
away but the si scissors catch up and cut off another Zegr-
of its legs. Franticlly now the spider bumbbles X around in
a circle. Pris stops it with a finger and cuts off the third

“leg,

ISIDORE
That hurts him.

Pris removes her finger but Z¥ the spider doesn't move.

ROY
Giwe it a nudge.

She dees.

PRIS
It won't go.

Roy takes his lighter out of his pocket and lights it. He
holds the flame closer and closer to the creature until it
~caewe feeblyyaway.
orelp:
PRIS

See I was right. It can walk with
enty four legs.

She looks up at Isidore smiling fresh as a kid. Isidore
looks comotose.

PRIS
What's the matter IzX?

ROY
Don't look so grim., It's just a
spider.

MARY

He's upset.

Pris reaches out to cut another leg. Isidors pushes her out
of the way and picks up the mutilated creature.



In his fist he crushec it nut of its misery and walks away
to the corner holding it in his hand.

MARY \ \v(‘

Poor Isidore,

ROY
He'll get over it.

dore stands in the corner staring back at them not

ut Isid
etting over it.

LQ

MARY
You better talk to him Pris.

She nods her head but its Roy who saunters over to him,
tounge in cheek.

ROY
oroblem Iz?

ua
D

What's t

ISIDORE
I don't like what you did.

ROY
You're a moral person Isidore but
I don't have that probelm, I under-
stand a lot but I don't judge much.
I'm a decendent of the Synthetic
Freedom Fighter mysief myself Isidore.
All I care about is freedom - that's
what I was made for.

Isidore is not buying it. Mary comes to the rescue.

MARY
Don't listen to him Isidore. He's
not decendednt from anybody - he just
likes to...we like to investigate.
That's all it is. We're sorry. It
won't happen again.

Expressionless Isidore stares at them a moment then walks
away.

MARY
Where are you going?

ISIDORE
I'm gonna take this spider down
and bury him in the ground.

he goes out the door and closes it behind him. As he
walks down the hall he can hear their muffled laughter
from behind. The muffled laughter can be heard from the

room behind.



A,

THE COUR YARD | \ n
The garden is parished and batter barren, only some weeds

to show in the dim nocternal licht. As Isidore bends to
nlace the spider in the ground he gaspvs. His neck stretches.
out, he drops the spider and G&4s his choeking throatowneoe
His face strains, mouth gapes,but~nAs-ais~asmesr~-his hands

go to his chest but no air comes. He falls to his side and
rolls over, fists clenched mouth open in a silent scream,
Like a drawning man breaking the surface at last he sucks in
a lungfull of air and lies there panting. ‘fhen he opens his
eyes a man is helping him up. Its Deckard.

pr

DECKARD
You okay?

Isidore stares at him suspecious and eeswer-- cowered.

DECKARD
I'm wiksh—ebe—SarT Lranklcco TETITe

Seacial Investi pragias
N X T-XVET Wer,
He puts-aﬁay—tha—e¥s~a;_and.f11ps out his I.D.

DECKARD
vou live in this place?

Isidore accomplishes a nod.

DECKARD
How many people live here? with yowu?

Isidore shakes his head. Deckard takes a closer look.

DECKARD
You're a "special" arn't you.

Isidore nods.

DECKARD
» Z-seer Shit.
Deckard s v01ce is barely audibale. He's bone weary and 1looks
1t.,The fathue ig startlng to turn to sickness.

ISIDORE
I have a job...I drive a turck...
A# van ness pet hospital....for not
real animals...Hanabal Sloat,..

DECKARD
Good for vou - now tell me who
else lives here.

ISTIDORE
N-n-n-nobhody.

~Riequstedy-Deckard turns away and walks towardsthe building.

ISIDORE
iat!



the-apartmentbeckacrd-ooka-baeks~ /
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TSIDORE il X o~ (S

Tm looking after them! "%*ﬁ_TITSEEIHQ oL _/!”‘\’
[after—tET! : = T { = \ A
' ) P ‘ 4 { )

Deckard twrm-- has turned back. ! (:pfffflf o

et S

DECKARD i T oo

3

Isidore shkes his head. <
7% 2 N qf
DECKARD ) v
What apartment? VS e / Z 2 e
Q‘D‘(!{g Od‘e S , d;‘
THE APTEMTNT. | vk 5
Rov sits on the couch with the reciver in his lap. ge Y

ISIDORES VOICE
Don't hurt em. Let em stay., I’

taking care of em. o
—_-___’_/

DECKARD'S VOIC E
You btter stay out here.

His £foot stops are—heard, Eout Loows LW AT h/b*\.

ROY
¥ou—-Ppetter turn out the Iwg lights.

Trembling Mary switches out the lamp. Her pretty face strained °
MARY
Where 1is he?

ROY
Groudd floor,

MARY
We can still get away then.

ROY
That woudln't be very sporting.

Mary grabs up her knitting and holds it close,

MARY
I vote we leave now.

ROY
why not give him what he wants.

MARY
That's stupid Rov.

Iy L\,{ : PRIS
Veu—ehdinle it t's +he same one that
got Zhora?



ROY
Sounds like it, ;f, \
T Q . . i !.' \
He enjoys wvatching Pris mind work. (H_#M/,’f

20Y
Ze shot her three times,
PRIS
T vote we leave - but after wa--
he's taken care of., I want to do it,
ROY
On one condition.
PRIS
Wwhat?
ROY

That you don't kill him. Just fuck
with him., Like the spider.

She doesn't like 1it,

ROY
Believe me it'1l1l be more £ fulfilling.
Lets make this. our masterpiece.
Save a little for every body.

THE LOBBY porTa-polk SarAn

In the shaddows Deckard has set up a perEa—semasr with revolving
detek~snout and blip screen. In the silence of the hall the
screen indicates nothing. He switches to verticle, On this
axis the snout absorbds a faint sighal waes shews up—on—tfme.
sereems— F/roh- ARV L. - j
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THE LOBRBY
Is steril and barren as an old skull The elevatnr, the STawwell
aoorduuveﬁ—:ha.ngga_;ie—eidnqo?ho - tray stand toppeled

in the dust - not much t£o see, but Deckard misses none »nf

it. Tspecially he notes the mezzenine as he crosses the

floor, brief cases in hand, 1o0King as casual as a salesman.

Zv the time he reaches the ¥ far wall he could draw a

diagram of the place. Positioning himself in the spot of

least exposures he puts the brief case on the f£loor and

snaps it oven.

Working quickly he detaches a portable antenna and mounts
it on thelid. The bottom of the case is a monitor sur
sourrounded by a touch light pannel, He hits "power", then
"scan" and the antenna begins revolving. Setting rarge-
"range" at twenty meters he activates "display" and the
screen comes to life,

Norking dquickly he detaches a pr pr portable antenna and
mounts it on the 1idZ€. The bottom of the case 1s a monitor
surrounded by knobs and switches . He hits "power", flips
on "scan" and the antenna begins to ravolve, Setting the
rangee at ¥ ##4 20 metere he touches the "didplay" light
and the screen comes to life.

The fouteen inch model of the Quan-Tec Suma Bio Scan III
promised a screen resolution within f£ifty microns with

a centimeter plus or minus two., But at the moment the
wonderful machine looks like an eighty dolllar philco on
the fritz, He trys turning up the "sybchronizer" but its
already on full,

DECKARD
Sh it .

He slaps the side of ¥ it with his hand. For a second(@;g’
signals phase. The "contact alarm" pulses light confirming
"life Presence' but not long enough to say where. Deckard
lifts the unit a few inches off the floor and slams it down.

The monitor clears., On the lower left # quadrant the
height to surface indicator suddenly flashes PRESENCE ABOVE
AND BEHINWD. Instinctively Deckard clutches XA the back of
his head and rolls out of the way. The laser beam from
above hite—tire—Suma i It, 17

fiseewToy CReigces The ng.; Tec S~ viSrestiag,
Deckard fires into the mezzanine but what ever it was is
already gone. If it didn't show before, it does now. The
fear., It makes him double fast. It takes # him#g a second
to get to the elevator. He hits the buttons. It doesn't
work. He fires the pannel to make sure it won't.
Suddenly he spins., Isidore aimost—get—+ts—He stapds
gawking in the entrance.sssr . . e HrSis Gor VA .

ISIDORE
What ar=s you doing? ;>

Deckard doesn't respond. He's watching the mezzanine “to ]

see 1f somebody else will. Nothing. Hestusas-te~Isidore,
He Loowy Brew T ISivone WD Lravds OV Tig ot

Thnesowv oF Tv— LN}J?‘-L C“@"—/‘CI--J(T



VAR
DECKARD
GET Out of the building, understnad?

Open mouthed and wide eyed Isidore nods, but he doesn't move.

DECKARD
out!

Isidore backs out fast. \f&ssed) Deckard crosses the floor,

He does't want to die, especially stupid. Running on all
burners now, he fires two shots thru the wall on the hinge
side of the deer-stare stairwell door, kicks it open and

drops to the floor at the same instent. It's clear. He moves
in.

The stairway rectangles ten storys up. As his foot touches
the first step a raw, terrified scream shatters the air.
It's a woman. It came from below. Deckard ejects the half
used cartridge from his laser, inserts a fresh one and quiet
as the silence, desends the basement stairs.
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12¢.
At the bottom he faces a corridor. The faint hum of machinery
comes fa om the eerxidex debl double doors at the far end.
Bach is fitted with a glass slot illuminatedf from beihkd.
They look like two eyes. M The Hum becomes & a
rattle by the time 1 ggts there., Beckesd*sSteps to the side
and ppeers thru the glass. 5

Its a gym. The mirrorlined walls are cracked and trarnished
the eguipment atrophied from lack of use. But someboydy has
turned on two of the wieght redcuing machines - they're
flapping and grindning away #p for all they're worth,
Deckard's eyes stop on ?ge woman.

She dangles a few feet off the floor hung by the shoulders
thru rings suspended from the cieling. Her head is slung
forward, the body heﬂ?ody'limp and slightly swaying.

Slowly Deckard pushes open one of the doors ujtil until it
touches the wall ard-gees-thrur- He goes thru, advancing

slowly towards the hanging figure keeping an eye ong the i
mirror to vo cover surprizes from the door. He's not breathing
hard, his heart isn't o pounding. Deckard's in his element.

Deckard pusheds open one of the doors until it touches the
wall and goes thru. Slowly he advances towards the hanging
figure, keeping an eye on the mirror to cover surprizes
from the door. He's not breathing hard, his heart isn't
pounding., Deckard's in his element.

Close enough to look up into her c face he stops. It isn't
grisly death that causes the reaction in his eyes - he's seen
lot of that - its her resemblence to Racheal.

It's not something he has time to consider. In the mirror
behind her he sees the door behind him starting to open.
Deckard spins. He shouldn't have. Pris's legs snap up, carck
the laser out of his hand andc calmp around his h neck before
(he's finsihed the turn.

Slowly the door wings coleed but Deckard dosn't notice, His
catoid artey is not longer sending blood to the brain. 0

There's only time for one move., He jerks up his foot and d&rb
grabs his ankle laSer but that as far as he gets. Prises

nd closes around his wrist. and deackrds fingers open like

flower., His eyes roll back and ghe laser falls to the

floor.,
T fuse
N_ -ghty naughty.

-

/P?1s lets go but before he can fall she rams a foot into his
/ back that sends him across teh the floor,

He slams into a
machine tan and falls. Pris flys off the rings and comes at
him. He reaches out to pull himself up but she's arleady there.
Not too hard and just in the right place she kicks him in the
stomach. He goes back on the floor gagging. Oh so presisly
she reaches out wi %9g index fnger and flips the switch on
the machine. Its B'eliminator with a vibrator belt.
Normally an encocuous pleve piece of equipment but on this one
the motor housing is missing. Lots of exosoing? lots of
churning metal I0TS OF GRINDING METAL., A BAD'PLACE FOR

FLESH AND BONE.



Sut that's where deackard hand is head. ‘
As Deckard looks up thats where his hand is going. Pris has
him by the wrist and is about to feed his hand into the
grinder. He-pulis-baek-~ He's about as effective as an eight
year old against a full grown woman. He grapples at the kack
of his belt for the Z-wave. In two more sSecond his hand will
be ground round. His figngers find the stem and press,

Pris freezes. Decka rd trys to pull his hand loose. .B&E 4t
won't come. He yanks ha rd but its welded in hers.

The z-wave's a good defence if you can hold your breath., But
Deckard nver got one, His 1lips stretched bac k.\e_tweeth
clenched he rasis his leg and wedges a foot against her chest.
Leaning k he puyshes with all his meight The hold breaks
and thevFopple back.. Deckard hits the floor and the Z-wave at
the same time. He bites into the air and gulps 2 breath.

Pris is up and m coming for him. He presses agian. Froazen
off balance she hovers over him. D3awrd rolls out of the way
as she comes down like a staute.

The clgset laser 1s across the room He c won a little air

but not enouwgh to get him there., He presses the stem as

he scrambles for it. Pris's foot lashes out and kdkc the zwave
out of his hand.

Deckard rolls into a protective position. Prish just smiles,
takes hold of his foot and pulls. She doesn't like to leave
a piece of work unfinsihed. They're going back to the machine.

A Wight stand goes by and Deckard grabs onwith both hands. The
contest lasts only Iaeds a second ahdhe'svglinding over the
floor like "Bels.an_ice. 1like it was ice.'™

she gets him to the machine he tﬂfg to kickiand pull away
bit he's about as effective as an eight year old against a
full grown woman. Intent upon hi her 1little experiemtn Pris
ig about to feed his foot into the grinder. is' has his
foot\at the mouth of the grinder. Deckard makés a long reach
and just barely grabs a five pound dumb bel He sits up
apd-with-all-his-mi--- and clobers her in the badk with it.

Intent upon her little experiment Pris gets his foot to the
machine adn and is ba about to feed his foot to the grinder
shen s when deckard sits up-apé-- sits up with a five pound
dumb bell and co clobers her in the bath back with it.
‘clobber her in the back.with. i i d d 1.

v,

It knocks her off balance but she does 't let go of his fot .
foot. He slams her agian. She hooks out with a fist but misses

and he gets her with r a round house in the face.

Pris goes to the floor. Deckad is up and(snarling) the five
pound dumb be,1l over his head he's coming down aw with it
all his might.

Fighting for he lifrg-ifie now Pris drives a foot in to him
that 1ifts him off the floor and sends him e1y% flying across
the gym. He al lands in a heap.



fV No more games., Pris is furious and moving a fast. She rips
a steel bar out of the wall and holding it overhead as a sword
-9l charges him like a samuri. |S As she comes down for the
Kill=she freezes. Deckasrd .

Deacakrd landed on the Z-wave. Hes got itin his hand. There
waw was no time to get a breath. His lungs are empty and his
face is gsk ashen. (He crawls away with his lungs empty and his
face ashen.\ It's taking forever to get to the laser. But

if it took twice aa  as long Deckard would get it, Heds
detefmined. He reaches out and grabs it, rolls over and takes
aim, He presses the stem and

she's releaseff and spins towards him screaming her rage.

He fires as_She comes.

He rolls/gzz; aims and presses the ZOwave. -\\
Enraged-and-bleedy Pris spins \
enraged Pris screams as she spin around and comes at him bar '
above her head. He fires. The shot amputates her rsoulder

her arm at the shoulder but the hand still clutches the bar
her arm dangling as she comes.

the shot amputates her left arm at the shoulder but her hand
doesn't let go of the bar. It dangles wild in front of her
as she charges forward as she flys at him. /

He puts the next one thru her neck. Her feet entangle and trip.
Her head jerks back as her feet entangle and trip. Pris

hicups a=rope-cf-blood as she

a rope of blood hicups out her mouth as she flys thru the

air and crashes next to Deckard. Dead.

She's dead but her body keeps coming. i\
she's dead but her momentum keeps her coming. Her feet buckle '
and she flys thru the air _
and for a secnnd she's flying thru the air hicups a rope of ;
blood and crashes next to Deckard. Dead. V4

V4
Deckard tl1l lies there e next to her, panting chest heaving,//
He rolls over gets to his hand s arda knees panting over her
body. He staggers to his feet and looks down at her

swaying over her. The sound that cm comes ou s thraot w
is dry and raspy. It might not sound like # war c ‘/},it is.
= P
fee '

He staggers to his and looks down at her. Swaying a little
looks down at her. The son sound that excapes his throat is
raspy and dry. It might not wound like w a war cry but it is.

it might not sound like it but its a war cry.



A, : l?—g
Like a drunk Deckard weaves around the room picking up his
weapons. laser in one hand, Z-wave in the other he kicks open
the swinging doors and talks into the h corridor very
dangerous man., Between breaths as he moves up the stairs he
quotes for memory from em memory:
Mumbles under his breath. between breafhs he quotes as he climbs the
DECKARD stairs.
Between theLgnggggpted agg;ylt and the 2
defensive responce igs ths advantage.
Don't 1lét the nexUs six take it. \ ﬁ{: .
kY '(,/
DECKARD v
Between the unexpected assault and
the defemsive responce there is a
recognition lag. Don't letllem take
adb-adn advantage of it. (you gotta
watch out for the lag Decka rd.)

There's blood lust in Deckards eyes as he gets to the main

floor landing and pulls open the lobby door. On his way in
againg Isidore is caught in the act. He stops and stands bobbing
in the entranceway.

DECKARD
Anybody come thru here?!

Isidore shakes hish head.

DECKARD
Qut!

Deckard fires into the doorway about six inche inches from
Isidore's head.

DECKARD

Warned! 1’ :
and with a mad little hop is gone./
Isidore gets the message. He does a mad little hop and is gone.
With a mad little hop he's gone. Deckard trn turns and rsuesh J
“fP=the stairs two ats? time, He's going to shoot the next °* /

thng thing that movesf{find out later if he was right or wrong;/£

A On the next landing he throws the door open. His eyes move
_down the hall looking for prints in the dust. None. He moves
up the stairs to check the next landing.

v ¥ Beat™. . lnt CONTIL S T - 77 & £, T o0

\
G%J/ /Aﬁf the ninth floor he finds what he's looking for. From a door
0 ~ half way down the hall, foot traffic coming and going.
(}dg-’ Prints coming and going.
They lead to the door half way down the hall,

- Deckard gets to the door and stops to the side of it. , le
3 listens, then fires three quick shot thru it., If somebody was
N on the other side of it they arn't now. He takes a breath presses
o the stem, kicks the door open and throws in the z-wave.
¥ Deckard dives thru head first and firing. He hits the floor
(i} and rolls pouring it into the far corners fo of the room just
like the book says.
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ROSSEN
The fact is if anyvthing happened to , .
you it could be bad for business. o & \;Z
I recomend you &ek take her along, -

The Nexus 6 1z very quick on its feet,
Also a lot smarter than some of the
‘humans aroudd here, o.¢ PCT % i3k, -

Ze winks at Deckard sending home the implication
DECKARD

Like you say, if it wern't bad for
business I'd bust vou right now for

bribery.

ROSSEN
Don't threaten Deckard, it sounds
unpatriotic.

The o0ldd man is becoming agitated.

ROSSEN
W2 could have stopped with the old
electrics, but ndy¥ we had to keep up
with the Russians! I knew it was going
to lead to trouble but we produceywhat
the colonists wanted. If we hadn't of

=aée—téeﬂe-cheﬂ&eaé—tyaaeﬂother firms

would have! VWe're just following the
time honored princival of supply and
demand! The emigrants ultimate incentive!
THE ANDROID SERVANT AS CARROT, THE RADIC
ACTIVE FALL-OUT AS STICK! THAT'S HOW
THEY'RE USED UP THERE MR, BOUNTY HUNTER,
AS DONKEYS No wonder they're trying to
escape...weud;- wouldn't you?! WE'RE
DONKEY MAKZRS!

Old Rossen starts to bray meg:a:zzazzﬂzgzcz=§se»rlght into

Deckards face.

ROSSEN

HEE HAW! HEE HAW!

Deckard grabs the old man by the lapels and yanks him silent,
Rogsen smiles like a mule.

DECRARD
(quietly)
You're an android.

Deckard looks up as the door opens. A second Dr. Rossen enters.%a

1 ROSSEN 32

In all due respect Hr. Deckard, I don't
know how you're going to deal with the
Nexus-6 1f vou can't handle him,
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Deckard dives thru head first and hits “the floor in a roll pourlg
fire into the far corners of the room,
Friendly fulminating soundlessly from the t.v.
P Still on the floor Deckard reaches out for the

Buster
is empty.
z~-wave and releases it,

5 _ 5 »;cﬂﬁ(e;

&
?i:-se"’ﬂ

nf-

Except for the irrepressable
the room

There's a kitchen bar, a closet and bedroom door, both closed.

Deckard's breathing is the only sound.
control pannel on the couch and turns up the vailmse

epukeh~=~- t,.V,.

BUSTER
I've heard the talk! Those
crack pot theroys that a rad
iation resistent man will e-
volve to reinhabate the earth.
Well lets know the facts what
doy you say? he facts a that
in the next t¥ree to h fiveyears
it has been calculated that three
quatrters of &hke our regular
population will nolonger be
regular. They will be con-
taminated and it has bee-
further been establised that
one guarter of the remaining
three quarters will be dead
in the following two years.
Now is that anyway to treat
your body?
The mistakes of the past have
been made. The future here
is condemned. But there's
no time left to discuss man
kinds guilt. None of us is
innocent., But all of us, or
almost all ofus. Can redeem
ourselves. How? well you
m know the answer to tat.
All you've got to do is take
your quality test now. Ohhh
maybe you say "Ill wait" see
what happens. ©Oh you poor
lambs - you hear of methods
and systmes of survival -
disertation on recovery.
but systems are invented to
be replaced, Eventually all
gystems fail. A system that
is firm today will leaee you
with the taste of ashes to-
morrow. (I say to hell with
the has neen beens lets her hear
it for the will bes.)

Ve

d sits down aﬂé sna
fl

Wi n r%z/yzzi_;i9ég§;é/

He slides over to the ygl =

There's no respnce from
either of .the doors and now
hsi breathing can't be heard.
Common sense says the bed-
room. He pumps up his lungs
takes the breath,and presses

\\vthe stem and moves towards
the bedroom.

Maybe it was a sound maybe
intuition but suddenly he
fiips-ever twists around
rolls the z-wave and at the
bedroom door but twisting
around and £iring~ blasts
almost emptys the laser

on the closet into the clost.
The smouldering door comes
unhinged and slowly opens.

Mary Batty is (aub huddeled
Tt theTrear—is as far back
wisbe get.

rowt a hand like somebody

/ afradi to catch a ball.

‘¢ @=m"hand out like somedne
about to catch a-ball but
afradi of i&v” Fhe-other-
One of her hands is out like
somebody who's had a ball
thrown at them they didn't
want to catch. In the other
she holds her monkey close

bewilder frozen in fear)
No~tsiakg~ v-*NO recognitio
gap here.“Her body ig riddle

with holes.> Buée—he oots
her thru the neck to make
sure., its 11ke shooting a
manikin.&P

~7

Deckard presses_ the st Fﬁa
Sem—— takesh-;‘ss”breath?‘?lJ
falls to the 1 floor llke
a puppet with her trings cut.

of tH’ t. v.zéﬂd sta%és at the pathetic

tares—4dt tha,patheéf/ figure in the



nt

BSacking away from the pathetic figure in the closet Dekcard
sits on the couch. Without taking his eys eyes off her

Deckard backs away from the pathetic figure in the closet:
Unable to take his eyes off her he sits on the couch j

e weTiC andd ¢ TRERBLINC-

F Erems

v . OFE Buster. $He~160ks at his hand. Its trmembling. He

. drops it into his lap, closes his eyes leans back and y
takes a deep breath. e

Deckard backs away from the pathetic figure in the closet
and sits on the couch. Without taking his eyes off her
he reaches out and shuts off Buster, He looks at his
hand. (Palm up he looks at his han It's trembling.

He drops it in his 1apnx'l€? his B&yes, leans back and

takes a deep breath.
&_____ ‘H»_‘H__‘___/

Buster's voice suddenly booms back. Deckard eyes snap open.

It's not dzxﬁrrg% the v, :Ln front of hlm. sterlg-
voiae- eling.
N

Slowly a twisted e¢pi*?
Deckards "€yes go to the cieling. The voice is goming from

the apartment just above. ﬁloWWisted smile forms Teon
L—ha_s l:z.ps

Roy battw.+... The voice from above is a clear

Buster's voice is a ¢ ear invitation and Batty's got theahdhm

home court.N!u 1A
Slayy, You wanna play"SATTy T WT““ Wk Rearyr P‘Lq}’

The tone of his voice is fg_}gned but the smile remains,

he reaches out and switchedf off the t.wv, Has-aaae}-—i—s-ux‘umq e )
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THE STARIRWELL :
Deckard comes out onto the landing. Taking his time he
climbs the stairs{ to the next level. He pauses by the
door. His voice comes out loud and friendly.
Deckard yells the following & in a loud but friendly voice.
DECKARD

I'm gonna tell you the story about

Roy Rodgers. , And_his new bsa&sboots.

You know who Eoy .ﬁodgers was don't you

Roy? He was a cow boy. Cow boys were

the guys who use to round up the cattle.

Deckard shoot out the hinges of the big stairwell door.
z&-eomes~-dewnr~~-He gives it a push with his foot and it
comes down with a hang. Calmly, Deckard steps thru the----
and standing on the door calmly reloads his laser.

DECKA RD
And a coe -0 vow cow in case you don't
know is a female cattle amd they go -
Mooooooooo! You must of seen ‘em on t.w

Seckards—eyes—move—down—threI@TT. The prints in the dust

go in and out of every single door all the way down the hall.
Deckard smiles and taking his time starts to walk down the

analle e [Mgi DEVER %;)M‘&he&ﬁlﬁ

DECKARD °
Well Roy gets a new pair of cowboy
boots. Custome jobs with pictures of
TRigger that his trick horse, a real
horse mind you and his dog bullet
stitiched up the side. Real fancy.T¥ooT™

DECKARD
SO0 Roy waxes up his new boots and puts
em ot out in the hot western sun to dry
and when he comes back ke~ to put em LY § Q?Q)

on he finds em all shewed gQL,WEeeke&fTJ,;L
e e 4yp‘

They've ben been wreeked. And
oot “re—wit—sits—rigtrt—od ¥
§ *o 95

He~hears-it-pewrtrying not to cry becuase he wants to die?
Buster's audible now. Deckards starts walking towards the
source. faintly audiable....m ve towerad the source.

DECKARD
Now here comes Gabby - that's his side
kick. And old BGabby says, looks like
your newuboots got chewed up by a bob
cat roy.” ¥Ww a bob cat or a wild cat
as they're sometimes called was a long
legged stuby tailed little critter who
lived int the moutains. I'm an animal
expert Roy. Aho~¢ CThen ™, J¢,.



129
/\} Deckard stops in front of a door. Buster's voice is coming from
the other side.

DECKARD

Now you gotta immagine the sun
going down if you can and our two
heros Now you goota imagine our

two heros sitting there watching

the sun go down when all of a sudden
Gabby sees a shape on the ridge. He
looks down at ao old roy and taps him
on the shoulder and sayS.....

In the melody of "Pardon me boy, is that the chattanooga sho
cho cho?" Deckard sings out:

DECKARD
PARDON ME ROY, IS THAT THE CAT THAT
CHEWED YOUR NEW SHOES? AW&

Deckard blasts(the £o0r door and breakﬁ\thru’iow and splnnlng
firing in every direaction, If there'd been a fly in here it would
ha ve been killed, But he killed nothing that wasn't dead already.
Buster being the last to go. Like a punctured f tire the

t.v. goes off with a bang and a fizzle. Deckard stands in the
middle of the room, reloads his laser

Deckard reloads his laser and stands in the middle of the room
breathless and listening. Listening to the silence. It doesn't
last long.

ROY'S VOICE
Keeping 'em laughing Killer!

The whoops of alugheter that follow-wssgBazy crack deckards
compousre. He charges out of the room

comes - | | !
The alughe laughter is coming from an open door just down the -
hall. It turns into a taunt as Deckard bursts thru the door gpg
into the room firing at anything and everyting but the jeering
doesn't stop. Either does deckard - doors walls cieling and fl or
he fires away ina a enczy until the law laser is empty . =
art i - ﬂeekar claws at his belt for r fresh cartridges but
there are none. He throws the laser to the floor. Roy's voice
gaffaws and clears A couple c gaffaws and soe some throat clearin
clearing . The voice is definetly in the room. Looking a little
mad Deckard's eyes scan the room.

ROY'S VOICE
Here I am, in the closet.

The 1 closet door is half open. It looks empty. The wall around
it is shewed to pieces exposing steela nd shards of concrete.
With a growl Deckard lunges for the door and throws it open.,

ROY'S GOICE
That wasn't so hard.

The little box sittin% ont he shelve has a fish eye lense and
#wi€Egeaker reciever. eckard grabs it and trys to stangle it

RV s kNJls.
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ROY'S VOICE
Easy ht there partner,

L
The box snikers. Deckard hurls it ‘30

ROY'S VOICE
Bon Voyagel!!!l!l!

The box crashes thru the glass and sails out the window,
Deckard's face tilts up in fury as he bellows:

DEA RD
OKAY BATTY!

He storms ot out of the apartemtn into the hallway.

DECKARD
COME ON BATTY! HERE IT IsS!

His voice rings thru the empty hallg, He whirls and assaults
the first door he coem comes to.

DECKARD
COME ON FUCKER!'

He lunges for the next one and kicks it open.

DECKARD
NO MORE CHICKEN SHIT GAMES!

The door to the next apartment is open. He oges thru the
place in a torrent kicking over tables putting his fist thru the
walls. He storms back out oand continues down the hall on
maniac power assualting doors and screaming his s challenges.

He arrives at the next to last door and kicke it open.

DECKARD
COME ON BATTY! WHAT ELSE CAN YOU
SHOW ME?!

The door hurls back in his face so hard it knocks him off his
feet. When he looks up Roy is stnading over him his laser pointing
down at beekardls-faeer-- hig face.

A

I can't say we haven't had the
jpleasure. At least I have.

DECKARD
Fuck you machine!

ROY
Machnie?

Ammused roy smiles and takes a step forwarxd Deckard flinches
and scoots back.



| ROY o \ 7!
Why does the mouse come calling the
cat?

DECKARD
You're not a cat - you're a mistake,

ROY
Ilame. Very Ilame.

Roy's right. Deckard's jaw is jutted forward in cowards definence
eyes glued to Roy's laser, retreating before it down the hall,

ROY
Interesting act but I don't byuy it.

Deckard's voicals v1trlollc shrill and vitriolic (accuseatory)

g ta L ing a ou OTHis moutls {J SHRILL AND,

ACCUSEATROY., /

i = DECKARD
UP your ass test tube junk!

% D\% m)(\cm'\'cs
Roy's%ﬂhmxﬂrfﬂﬂﬁanced. He 1lsues the suspense.

i

ROY
It's not .fair if you don't tell me
the rules.

DECKARD

The equipment doesn't need to know
the rules.

Ydu £ 1P 1 make the
r s.

ROY
I hope its good.

Deckard keeps shuffling backwards his hands on the floor,

The slightest wrong move woud would be fatal. Very duddenly
Roy stops. His face clouds over. He's looking at Decakrds
leg. Deckard looks down. In scooting back his pant legs have

‘pulled up. The ankle laser is revealed,

ROY
A laser taped to your ankle?

Roy fires, The beam di demolishes the laser., It didn't hit
his ® leg but Deckard yeowls hauls and starts scooting aginst
faster than before.

ROY
That was 1it? 90/,

Deckard's breathing ggé %§2tss-his eyes are £ terrified. Theyre
moving down the hall faster. Deckard's submission so total
is's getting hard for Roy to enjoy his domination.
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ROY
You disappoint me.

Roy's got a‘groveling man with a bad idea -~ the good cheer is
rapidly dissoloving.

ROY
Not exactly a masterpiece,.
e

Deckard spews the words out, the veins standing out in his neck.

DECKARD
Yes you are Roy! That's exactly
what you are ~ a master piece! I
know what I'm talking about, =Fim—

waun. Ikrew—everying about you.
I'm a fan y of yours., I've made

a study of the Nexus Six., .In fact
I'm in love with one - looks just
like that n one doe down stairs.
Ikve talked to your n maker - I've
ready the manuall! You're already
old hat...you're being discontinued!

Deckard is scooting over the h fallen door into the out onto
the stairwell landing. Roy's looking pretty grim his laser
never wavers, it's pointed right at Deckards head.

DECKARD
You're being replaced. Tne they made
a mistake! You wanna know what?

Roy's lip remain a thin line. He's looking down at Deckard
like a snake a rat.

DECKARD
Impotence! That's your problem.

Roy's anger has turned deadly he's tired of the game. Deckards
back is agist the railing. There's no where to go.

/ . DECKARD
/[ Don't vou know if you can't experience
’ get cruel thats the
first symptom Roy. ™ They gave you the
pickle but they left out the relish!
You don't have it down here!
There's a ppower shortage in one of your tools Roy if #yau can't
experience your sexuality you start getting cruel thats the
fisrt symtom. (ect)

Deckard grabs himself by the cortc®h. crotch. Roy Batty freezes.
The silence is sudden. Deckard's b creek as he gets to his
feet, He stands behind Roy who is slightly bent and facing

the railing. Deckard's lungs are empty, hels bitting his bottom
lip he leans on Roys back.

\\MH““Tﬁef// pushes Roy <esward. Like a manikin Roy falls forward
; railing stops him at the chest his head over it lookig down

I1 storys to the basement.. b
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Deckard takes him by the feet and 1ifts. When he's got Mea HeGO&~ thici
them level with roys head) he pushes staright up and foyS'FF H 4 Boas,
topple:o‘gger the railing 1ike a length of lumber. He ‘
plunge own the air bouncing e££- and banging off the railings

all the way to the bottom where he lands crushed on the

bagement floor, cerenr frovn
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V' (The drops of blood on the floor lead ba
t takes hi everal ents to awaken<“the resources 's got
HE 1%&5?@& wroom for signs. The(do drops of

\3Y

Deckard pulls the z-wave out of his pants, presses the Stem
and breaths. He stares oveer the ralllng dispassionately.

(at the smashed body below)

Slumped against the railing DeckardAstares down-at _the smashed
dispasisionately stares down at the smashed body below.

Its been a good night for bounty hunting but Deckard doengdt
look it. Worn out from fatlgue and slaughter Deekard desneds

the stairs ( S
ufﬂbwé

)
THE APARTMENT SR @Wé
Mary Batty makes a 1lurid plcture sprawled on the closet c ,
floor, Her blood soaked body is already vEFy stiff. - Ae—TOoRS™

like she™s been dead_longer thaa-she-has.

Deckard comes thru the door, goes to the window and pulls back
the curtains. Stagnant morning light filters into the room.

He takes the minnox out of his pocketé%ges over to the closet
afhd dispassionatelyYsnaps # Qff a shot Y6f Mary.

THE BASEMENT Slowly Deckard's foots, steps coming down the airsteps
At the bottom—oﬁ~the_s—a&=e—9eekarﬂ¥”teps over Roy s body,

aims the minmex-eamera--~ minnox and snaps the picture.

He turns and mecahaniclly walks down the corridor, thru the

w swingng doors double swigin dooor into the gym.

Prig-ig-gener

Two of the weight reduc1ng machines have died natural deaths
but the one is still going - barely cranking over. But thats
not ¥ what stops Deckad. Pris is gone. He just sa stands
there. He doesn't want to move. He doesn't want to think about
it. Unable or unwilling to move he just stands there.
UNWELEING-OR-U—~

Unable or unwilling to move Deckard just stands there.
Stultified. For several moments he-stands there stultified.
The old diehard flab eliminator finally peters out.

Re source !

Slowly Deckard rouses himself, He looks around the room

-for signs. Drops of blood lead out the double doors. mﬁ}#"
Deckard follows them. oWy
’ S%/6£thhe doub e'doors)

blood on the floor lead ©®) back out the double doors. Deckard
follows them.

____________ Brre o~ T AW Zopasg,
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Deckard follows the trail of blood into the lobby. The |
faint sound moanig sound
There's a fait faint moaning sound that grows louder as he

nears the entranceway. He puse pushes the door open and
looks out.

The chicken head' s in the couryard. Sitting on his heels
hugglng his knees frocking back and forth. Pris is layed out -
in front of him néxt to the spider. ;

(in his anguish)

Deckard a walks up behind him

steps up from behind him, and snaps off a picture of

the demolished android. Isidore 1lo0ks up tears streaming
down his face looking like some kind of angushied clown.
Expressionlgss, Deckard snaps off a picture of him too.
Its not his problem.,

~Impassive.

Isidore rasies his tortured tear streaked face Deckard
impassively Deckard takes a picture of it and Walks away.

\Q:t not his problem, ?

On his knees Xsidor€ straims—t1S—body-ereet neck strained

upward like a rooster Isidore voice comes out cracked with
flooded with condemnation.,
Killerman! ukewes M sTOves.
Deckard walks stiffly ahead his eyegrllke stone staring
straight ahead. Isidore's voice cracking out behind &im
as he moves into the sullen

out into the sullen morning air.
KITIERMAN KILLERMAN KILLERMAN MILLER MAN KILILERMAN



THE ROOF - ‘ v -
Depending on the size and quality of the dust particles .
(on a give day) a radio active sky can either blot out or
intensify heat waves. Today they're intense., Vapors rise
off the roof into the harsh morning light as Deckard lands
his hovercraft. ' .

Looking a little older and moving a little slower he step$
down. As he heads towards the elevator he glances at the v
animal compound. What he sees stops him. He pulls off his
flying glasses #dX and squints thru the glare. His eyes: ,
are red and tired but they read it right. The door is open.

He's not moving slow now. Deckard's almost running as he goes

(3¢

thru the door and down the asile. He gets to his pen and stops

As ever, the sheep is there, chomping away in simulated
contentment. But the goat is gone. Trying to hold back
the panic he moves his head slowly looking around, but the
voice comes out loud and paniced in spite of himself.

DECKARD
Moliy!

He starts to search rushing from pen to pen calling her name.
The other animals are skarsing-&6- becoming airame=d alarmed.
Woburns horse begins to whinny, the pig starts to squeel and
a racoon scampers back and forth in his its cage. From some
where further off away a dog starts to bark. But h there is
no goat. Deckard's checked every stall, even the empties,

He ZgK looks up. Woburn is in the doorway.

He backs away #¥ as Deckard comes at him. With the violence
of the righteously wronged Deckard grabs him by the collar
and yanks him clese.

DECKARD
What happened to my goat!?

WOBURN .
I been waiting for you Deckard...
the police just left about twenty
minutes ago... : '

: DECKARD
What happened to my goat?!

WOBURN v
You gotta let go I can't talk...

He does.

WOBURN ,

We tried to call you but nobody could
find you your wife's heen up here all
morning....Don't worry I'll tell you
exactly what happened, I saw the whole
thing I was the one called the police,
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He's interupted by Iran's voice.

IRAN
Dekkard! )

From the elevator she runs across the roof to them,

WOBURN
I was just telling him,

Deckard looks down into his wifes eyes.

DECKARD
Tell me what happened.

IRAN
Molly's dead,

YIOBURN
Your goats dead Deckard that's what
I'm trying to tell you.

Deckard looks at him. His eyes are burning. Woburn backs
away a couple inches but keeps talking. his voice trembiing
with excitment,
WOBURN

It was the animals that woke me up.

First I heard my Shane whinnying then

your goat started up, I never heard

Shane whinny-iike-that/# make a noise

like that so I knew something was

wrong and I came running up here

double time, didn't even wait for

the elevator, It was still darkBeT I 501 5000 84€f Ry

when~L got_up heredbuat I £6Z could
sSee her,(sner'r'-\ oo, .

DECKARD
Her?

WOBURN
That's right. It was a woman. And she
was dragging your goat across the roof
here and I....

IRAN.
Before you said she was leading her.

R WOBURN S |
She was draggin'® her. I tried to stop
‘em but I couldn't get there on time,
She was @uieks pretty quicke...

Iran's hatred stops him but only for a moment.

WOBURN ,
Before I could get to her she just picked
the goat up in her arms and jumped off the
edge. Ten storys stright down, There
wasn't much left of either of 'em.
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Silence. Deckard's staring at the spittal in the corners of

Woburns mouth. Z#-gan- Iran reaches out and touches her
husband gently on the arm,

IRAN
Come on Deck.

But Deckard doesn't move.

IRAN
let's go downstairs.

He's still staring at Woburns mouth.

WOBURN
You like to ### come down to my place,
have a cup of coffee? :

Woburn looks back and forth at them eagerly.

WOBUNR
We could talk about the insurance.
You must have been pretty well covered
huh?

Woburn smiles a little waiting for Decli&kards responce. Deckard
walks away. But not to the elevator. He's going to his hover-
craft,

_ IRAN
Decka rd!

Deckard steps up on the foot boost, opens the hatch and
climbs in. Iran runs for him. It's too late. He's already
lifting off.

IRAN
Deckard!

The hovercraft rises slow and level for fifty feet then tilts,
accelerating in an upward arc and disappears ragicds- in-the--
in®®the glaring sky.



THE SKY ‘:"‘fi

is the same but what's under it isn't. The earthly remains:
of a body of land no longer alive comes closer and closer.
Down thru whisps of cloud, the speed is cut and the Earth is
gently met. Dust boils up, the turbos wind down and the
hovercraft sits in the sraé sand.

The canopy pops open and Deckard'steps su down, He pulls
off his blue lensed filter goggles, shuts his eyes a moment
against the glare, then opens them.

The wasteimad waste land. Flat, vast and remorselessly barren.
Heat waves shimmer on the horizon. Above, curddled clouds
smother the land far as the eye can see,

Deckard's goggles hang motionless on the canopy latch. The
surface of the earth is paved with a thin brittle crust(that
breaks under foot)and there is no sound except the crunch of
it, as Deckard's foot steps £ disappear into the distance.

THE FARM s
What the dust hasn't ¥ buried and the winds didn't blow, the
sun has shriviled and scortched. Like the great Dust Bowl
daye of the thrities, nothing here is nurtured except ruin.
There's a combine machine buried right up to its rusted blades,
a barn roof rotted £ait flat against the sand and that speck
in the void beyond is Deckard trudging away.

The tree is stunted and leafless. It stands out like bone

against the sweltering sky. Deckard grabs hold of a_ branch

and hangs there, ssmedtggdripping-off-his-ehine staring, sweat
dripping off his ehimer- chin. (Where's he's going is where

he;s been and from the look of him it doesn't make a difference.) (?)

THE RIVER BED D
Deckard comes over the edge and stumbles down the enbankment.
The bleached out clay at the bottom is brittle and cracked.
Miniture ridges and peaks cd&llapse under his feet like camphor
flakes as he makes his way along the (dryed up) canal.

Deckard is breathing faster and moving slower, his lips are
swollen and partched. He sinks to his knees and slowly, almost
voluptuously falls over on his side. The dust rises and settles
over ‘his body as he pulls up his knees and tucks his hands
between his thighs (like a child about to nap.) glof) '

dust rises and settle over his body. Like a child about to nap
he pulls up his knees and tucks his hands between his thighs,

As his eye drift over the gray, insect like vegitation, a

gust of wind booms over the obsticle of him and Deckard closes
his aching eyes. ' o

Deckard's sight was blurred by sweat and strain but the vision
operating now is clear as a bell. It moves forward low and slow,
vearing a little from side to side. ;

Deckard lies ahead facing what crawls towards him, his eyes
closed. Nearer and nearer it comes, until two feet from
Deckard's face, the silky sound of it's claws against the
sand reaches Deckard's ears. His eyes. open.



e O N

TINGI )UG “'\'o @

S
Thru thg‘burnlng light a ponderous, primivel shape looms up
before him. Deckard doesn't move a muscle, his eyes strain to
focus. ;

The creature's Z flat, scaly head stretches forward., It
waddles closer, then abruptly stops, fifteen inches from
Deckard's face.

It's a tortoise. (Hé*§%%§§ibery large) (but) He's got a shell
like a battle scared heimusge helmut - it looks like he's even
survived a fire or two., But he's never seen anything like what'
what's lying if front of him and until he's sure of what it's
all about, =kt he's not moving.

Either is Deckard. Face to face they stare at each other until
the man ¥ finally blinks. That's it for the tortoise. He's not
taking any chances. His head and legs disappear, fast.

For a while nothing happens. Then slowly the tortoise's head
peeks out., Deckard lays there like a part of the landscape.
Gradually the tortose's limbs emerge. The hind ones first, then
the~-X-forelegsr--Theyplre-broad the forelegs - they're braod and
flat., He's a digger.

(or)

Deckard lies there unblinking, as still as a stone. For a while
nothing happens. Then slowly the tortoise's HAA head peeks out.
Gradually the rest follows, The-~ First the hind legs, then

the front ones. They're braod and flat. He's a digger.

He looks right, looks left, then takes a course around Deckard's
head. Witheukt-meving-his-heady-becakrdla-eye-£81iow~==

Without moving, Deckard's eyes follow until he's out of sight. :
Quiet and smooth, he rolls over onto his opposite side and-wateh [°
watche## the tortoise waddle away.

A hand comes out & from between his thighs and skims over the
sand like a sanke~r snake. The tortoise is almost out of reach.
But not quite., From oehlnd, Deckard &sak-- takes hold of lt s
?Ur-a—momene lts fat llttle 1egs struggle and pus . e W

U , -ently vekneam
1mvand tu:ne him over.

.'.',‘ e
under “hé“tﬁiti segks
uuoe.mé.om- e . LiFrs FLos (
JIf you're a tortoise, upside down is a had place to be.
(Either you're about to be eaten or dies]m if not, the
sun will cook you while you starve.) JEither way you're dead(.
The legs come out fast and paddle franticlly - the head arches
back as far as it will go. But it deemn-- doesn't help. The
fact is it's only more exposed and withdraws back into its shell.
It's vulnerable under belly is the color of straw. Deckard

watches then closes his eyes,

S His han%

When he opens them a moment later the tortoise is fighting again.
Neck distended, it's 0ld jaws strained open, legs thrashing the
indiffeernt air. Deckard's eyes are dull and hal‘.masted,as he
watches it struggle like a bug ckewered on a pin. The harder

it flghts the deeper it digs itself in. Finally it stops but
;hlc time doesn't bother to retract. It.just lays there exhusted,
MoTionLess, 1 TS oL REpru..;: E\Es, IMpRisOMRd ANd Ad&ay

“W-
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Deckard rolls over on his back and closes his eyes., The heat and
the silence hum like a hive. | .

THE HOVERCRAFT
It's glazed body gleams in the noon day heat, The goggles
hang motionless on the canopy latch. Every detail is abso-~
lutely still. Except the radio & reciever, =
The red light on the insterment panal flashes off and sme on.Smewwﬁc““g
The light gets bigger amdrPigmes until it's the blood red sun.ﬂ

THE RIVER BED
That sun is beating down on Deckard. His face is adorned with
beads of sweat and crystals of sand. Somewhere on the out-
skirts of himself he hears it. A flicking sound. He lets
his head roll to the side and opens his eyes.

THrS Xy }Quu‘lnxd &
The tortoise has not been idele idle. (:
It’s wedged itself into an angle where its rlght side 1is
higher than its left. Anad—wiek-Its left foreleg has managed
to touch ground. With rapid little strokes he's digging away
as fast as he can.

The more he dlgs the more he tilts and for a few-mawments while
the soft,lrregular terain-works- terrain works in his #ZA#Z favor.
But finally¥ he succeeds in digging the support out from under h
frimvand slides back into a recumbent position, worse off than
before.

A tortoise can vocalize when sufficiently moved (and that's what
this one does now.) (some discriptdon of the little sound

like the kind of sgueek- anguished squeek of the deaf mute -
I“can't get-it-vet - fu- iubeasbsmmsss—-.) but there's no# time

for the luxury of dispair - furiously he beg s to ag his head
back and forth, working its shell in deeper.! e makes

gome progress and stops to rest, it's mouth begining to foam.

Using every muscle in its body and then some the tprtoise
suddenly wrenches violently and starts paddling for leverage.
The manuevor worked. Again it's banked it's right side higher
than its left., The left foreleg reaches out and touches spade-
sand. Cuatiously but with determination it starts to dig.

Deckard's up on his elbow now, watching.

The tortois e craing its head to the left, straining to create
more of a cant. He's digging faster now. The #{ sand is flying
and he's starting to tilt. The tip of his paw strikes solid

ground. QS

It stops. The slightestfmove and it's back where it ## started.
Carefully it pushes #&silef- itself into a perpendicular and
freezes 1in this precarious position.

Deckard's whisper is dry, almost inaudible.

DECKARD

Come on ¥ fueXer. &Af/




——

% =
M ()
With its left leg braced firmly in the sand he begins to

vibrate his right foreleg in the air, ‘He comes over belly.
down. . And he doesn't hang around for congradulations, - The
obstinant 0ld fucker's on his way before the dust can settle,

Deckard's up on his knees. The well of his tenderness is

deep and not easily tapped but the tortoise has tapped it, -

it's starting to flow, first in the eyes and then in the smile -
this animal was meant for him. Deckard moves forward and
reaches out, ’

Unaware of the hand that hovers over him the‘tortoise lumbers
on. The hand comes down to take but stops an inch awvay. The
tortoise plods ahead. ' ff \Gi]

Deckard sits back on his heels, First ge hatcheé the totoise
departing, then looks down at his hand./ de holds it out, flat
and steady., A tear dréps off his chin ‘and falls into his palm,
Slowly;Deckard'closes his hand and stands up smiling.

The tortoise is trucking off across the sand. Deckard is
walking back the way he came. The wasteland is dropping away.
Clouds converge and part., The view grows higher. The land
gets bigger until it's surrounded by sea. Then higher still
until the Earth is surrounded in space. And over this
tetestisd view of a dust enshrowded-planet a child's nakid
voice merrily sings ~

CHILD'S VOICE
I went to the animal fair
The birds and the beasts were there
The 01d baboon, by the light of the moon
was combing his alburn hair gg”
The monkey he got drunk
Sat down on the elepaants trunkk~ trunk
elephant sneezed
down on his knees
and that was the last of the
monk-~-key monk
key-monkey monkey monkey monkey.
monkey monkey monkey monkey monkey
monkey monkey monkey nonkey monkey
monkey monkey. monkey monkey monkey
?onk?y monkey monkey mankey monkey
ect

-
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