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BATTY
WIIl you help us?

There's no way Sebastian could say no, even if he
wanted to

SEBASTI AN
Yes.

Pris sits up smling. Mary sighs a breath of relief
and Batty | eans back nodding in gratitude.

BATTY
I'"msure glad you found us,
Sebastian. Wat do you think
Mary?

MARY
| don't think there is another
human being in this whole world
who woul d have hel ped us.

BATTY
Pris?

Pris gets up and cones to Sebastian and ki sses him

That has a lot of inpact. Sebastian |ooks around try-
ing to keep the tears from com ng

BATTY
You' re our best and only friend.
SEBASTI AN
Thank you.
| NT. DECKARD S APARTMENT BEDROOM - DAY 81

Rachael is lying across the bed in one of Deckard's
shirts, her chin over the edge, her eyes noving around
the room Deckard lies next to her. Looking like a
man who di ed a vol uptuous deat h.

RACHAEL
When was the last tinme you cl eaned
this place?

DECKARD
Hhmm??

RACHAEL
Have you ever cl eaned your
apart nment ?

DECKARD
Don't be fool ed by appearances.



RACHAEL
It appears to be dirty -- why don't
you get sonebody?

He rolls over to adnmire her |egs.

DECKARD
Because they would ruin the
arrangenent .

He ki sses the back of her thigh.

RACHAEL
They coul d cl ean around the
arrangenent .

DECKARD
I don't |ike people snooping around
ny stuff.

He ki sses her other thigh, gets up and goes into the
bat hr oom

DECKARD S VO CE
There's a vacuumin the front room
closet is you wanna give it a try.

Rachael lies there a nonent, then gets up and goes into
the front room and opens the closet door. The vacuumis
not easy to get to, but finally she westles it out. As
she starts to plug it in --

DECKARD
Ch no, don't do that.

He's wrapped in a sheet, watching her fromthe doorway.

RACHAEL
But if I don't plug it in how can
...

DECKARD
Never mind the plug, just go
t hrough the notions.

RACHAEL
But then how can you. .

DECKARD
| don't like the noise. Just
practice. Practice makes perfect.

She stares at himlike he's nuts.
DECKARD
|'"mserious. Co ahead. Show ne

how you woul d do it.

Rel uctantly she makes sonme hal f-hearted passes with the
t hi ng.

DECKARD



How about under the couch there.
Conme on.

She bends over to get it. Deckard pulls up a chair and
sits down with his chin in his hands. She |ooks back
at him

RACHAEL
This feels stupid.

DECKARD
Good for a smart girl to fee
stupid. Part of your education

She drops the vacuum and sits on the floor. Deckard
gets up and cones towards her. Her eyes travel halfway
down his sheet and she | eaves.

RACHAEL
You' re sick, Deckard.

DECKARD
| never felt better.

EXT. TYRELL PRESERVE - DUSK 82

Mansi on and opul ent grounds. Sebastian's hunble truck
parked anmong richer relations, including a spinner and
a 1928 Dusenberg.

EXT. TYRELL MANSI ON - DUSK 83

The den. It contains a collection of big game trophies,
and anong all this sits Sebastian very strai ght and
proper with an "egg" the size of a basketball in his

I ap.

A d Hanni bal Chew was right, the rich nake you wait.
Sebasti an stands and carefully nmakes his way between
the trophies to a window with a view of the grounds.

EXT. TYRELL MANSI ON POCL - DUSK 84

Tyrell's young WFE sits on the diving board wat chi ng
her husband in the pool with their youngest TOI. And
two ol der LADS swi maround trying to outdo each other
for their dad' s attention.

Fromthe sidelines an old servant pauses to watch the
fun, then continues with a tray of nugs towards the
house.

EXT. PLATEAU - DUSK 85

And beyond on a pl ateau overl ooki ng the grounds, a
figure stands watching, waiting like a bird of prey.

EXT. TYRELL PRESERVE - DUSK 86

On a gravel path between shrubs of winter roses, Tyrel
turns to observe the last quiet |light over his kingdom
The nonent is sweetened by the LOW PLAI NTI VE BELLOW of
one of the animals.



He strolls by an old gardener who tips his cap, pro-
ceeds up the steps and into his mansion.

INT. TYRELL DEN - NI GHT 87

Next to a tray of cookies and mlk, Sebastian sits pa-
tiently with the "egg" in his lap. As the door opens
he gets to his feet expectantly. I1t's STYLES, Tyrell's
bodyguard. He could play the G ant in Jack and The
Beanst al k.

STYLES
Ckay, |I'Il take that now.

Sebastian would rather put it in the boss's hands, but
Styles takes it and is al nost through the door when
Sebasti an stops him

SEBASTI AN
Wi t !

He al nost forgot.

SEBASTI AN
Can't fly without the pilot.

Sebastian hands hima little box. Styles stuffs it in
hi s pocket and shuts the door behind him

EXT. TYRELL PRESERVE - N GHAT 88

Mot i onl ess and nonunental, six buffalo stand |ike stat-
ues in the grass. Suddenly they swi ng their shaggy
heads to watch somet hi ng pass.

In the dark silence Batty stops to | ook at the curious
beasts and then nmoves soundl essly towards the mansion.

I NT. TYRELL DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT 89

It's a medieval -sized hall. The piece de resistance is
an 18th Century, English painting of an Arab stallion,
gleam ng |like coal over the CRACKLI NG firepl ace.

The entire famly is seated at the table which glitters
for the festive occasion. Presents gathered around the
ol dest child.

Styles hands the "egg" to Tyrell. A hush falls over
the table. This is Dad's big present. Tyrell sets is
down before the boy.

IAN is a fresh, slimlad who is ten today. He |ooks up
at his father, then, beaming, pries open the "egg's"
hinged lid. Tyrell's hand goes to his pocket and the
griffon steps out of the shell

I AN
Ch!

Basi cally an avian invention, it has w ngs and pl umage,
the head of an eagle, the body of a Iion and weighs no



nore than ei ght pounds. It cranes its neck and testing
its balance, stands on one |leg and then hops to the
edge of the table and into the air

The littlest tot claps her hands as the griffon beats
its wings rapidly and rises towards the ceiling. Turn-
ing in a forty-five degree, it suddenly drops into a

di ve.

Del i ghted, the children shriek and screamas the griffon
swoops over their crouching heads and sails the Iength
of the hall -- its silhouette flickering briefly over
the ancestral portraits of the Tyrell clan.

Reaching the end of the room it banks sharply and
flies back towards the table, cups its wi ngs, spreads
its tail and cones in for an awkward | anding. They're
I aughi ng and cl apping as it waddl es down the table and
knocks over a glass and stops in front of lan

I AN

Papa! Did you nmake this?
TYRELL

No. W can nmeke man, but not a

griffon.
He bends down and ki sses his wife.

TYRELL
Have to give the cottage industry
a chance too

Pl eased he excuses hinsel f and heads for the den
I NT. TYRELL DEN - NI GHT 90

Tyrell cones in and sits behind his desk. Sebastian
hands down the invoices. Tyrell glances over them and
wites out a check

He | ooks up to hand it over when he sees Batty agai nst
the wall, by the door. For a fraction of a second he's
shocked, but recovers fast.

TYRELL
A friend of yours, Sebastian?

SEBASTI AN
Yes, this is sonmeone who wants to
talk to you, Dr. Tyrell.

Batty smles.

BATTY
The nane is Batty. Roy Batty.

TYRELL
Ch?

Very slowy Tyrell's hand noves towards the back side
of the desk.



BATTY
To act w thout understanding could
lead to the very thing the act
seeks to avoid.

What's in Batty's eyes conpletes the warning. Tyrel
decides to heed it.

BATTY
Alittle talk it all | need.
Tyrell 1 ooks at Sebastian. Considers consequences.
Back to Batty.
TYRELL
Would you like to talk in private
t hen.
Batty thinks it over.
BATTY

Yeah. It might be better if we
talk in private, Sebastian. Wy
don't you go hone.

TYRELL
Here's your check, my boy. Thank
you.

SEBASTI AN
Thank you, Dr. Tyrell. [I'Il see
you | ater.

He slips out closing the door behind him Opens it
again and sticks his head it.

SEBASTI AN
Was everyt hi ng okay?

TYRELL
Just beauti ful.

He's gone.
If Tyrell is scared he's doing a good job of concealing
it.

TYRELL
|"msurprised you didn't conme to
me sooner.

BATTY
It's not an easy thing to neet
your naker.

TYRELL

And what can he do for you?

BATTY
Can the nmaeker repair what he makes?

TYRELL
Woul d you like to be nodified?



BATTY
Had in mnd sonething a little nore
radi cal

TYRELL
VWat's the probl en?

BATTY
Deat h.

TYRELL
I"'mafraid that's a little out of

my. ..

Batty cuts in with a whisper.

BATTY
I want nore |ife, fucker.
TYRELL
Cone here.
Batty wal ks forward.
TYRELL
Sit down.
Batty does.
TYRELL
The facts of life. 'l be blunt.

To make an alteration in the

evol verrent of an organic life
system at |east by nmen, nakers

or not, it fatal. A coding sequence
can't be revised once it's

est abl i shed.

BATTY
Wy ?

TYRELL
Because by the second day of
i ncubation any cells that have
under gone reversion nutation give
rise to revertant colonies -- like
rats leaving a sinking ship. The
shi p sinks.

BATTY
VWhat about E.M S. reconbination?
TYRELL
We've already tried it -- ethyl
net hane sul fonate is an al kyl ating
agent and a potent nmutagen -- it

creates a virus so lethal the
subj ect was destroyed before we
|l eft the table.

Batty nods grimy



BATTY
Then a repressor protein that bl ocks
t he operating cells.

TYRELL
Woul dn't obstruct replication, but
it does give rise to an error in
replication, so that the newy
formed DNA strand carries a
nmutation and you're got a virus

again... but all this is academ c
-- you are made as good as we could
make you.

BATTY
But not to |ast.

TYRELL
Put it this way. Rolls Royces are
nmade to last -- as |east they were.
But I'mafraid you're a Ferrari.
A high strung racing car -- built

to win, not to | ast.
Batty smiles bitterly.

TYRELL
Al so you're too valuable to
experiment with.

BATTY
| anf

Tyrell can't help a flash of pride.

TYRELL
The bast of all possible androids.
W' re proud of our prodigal son --
glad you're returned. You're quite
a prize.

Shoul ders hunched, Batty | ooks down, an uncharacteristic
note of guilt in his voice.

BATTY
|'ve done sone questionabl e things.

TYRELL
Al so extraordinary things.

BATTY
Not hi ng t he God of bi omechanics
woul dn't let you in heaven for

They share a laugh. In spite of hinself, there's a | ook
of relief in Tyrell's face as Batty extends his hand.
Tyrell takes it and they shake. The reverence in Bat-
ty's eyes caused Tyrell a fatherly snmile. The snile
turns into a grow as he feels the bones in his hands
crack. Before the screamcones out of his nouth, Batty
stifles it.

Tyrell claws at the iron fingers, but they're sinking



into his face. Placing his other hand behind Tyrell's
head, Batty squeezes them together and squashes the
man's head like a nelon. The mess is not small.

Pal m6 up, |ike a surgeon, Batty wal ks to the drapes and
wi pes of f the gore and without |ooking back, strolls out
of the room

INT. TYRELL - HALL TO KI TCHEN - NI GHAT 90A

Styles is comng down the hall. He sees Batty com ng
towards him Styles looks at himcuriously, this is not
one of the guests. As they close, Batty smles.

BATTY
Could you tell me where the
bat hroom i s?

Styl es doesn't get a chance to answer. Batty's hand has
torn into his crotch. The man is lifted off the floor
up the wall and held a norment. Watever is encased in
his pelvis is pulverized. Batty lets go. Styles hits
the floor. He died of shock. Ginding his teeth, Batty
conti nues towards the SOUNDS OF THE FESTI VI Tl ES.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT 91

The birthday cake has arrived, the candles Iit. They're
waiting for Dad. Ms. Tyrell |ooks around to find Batty
observing fromthe doorway.

Alittle startled, a little curious, but ever the cor-
porate wife, she smles.

MRS. TYRELL
May | hel p you?

Batty smles back and shakes his head in nock regrets.
I NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT 92

In the sink the faucet is on. The water pink with
bl ood. Batty is washing his hands.

A portly maid emerges fromthe pantry. Batty |ooks up
She stops, enbarrassed at being caught. Her eyes no-
tice drops of blood on the floor and follow themto the
door. \When she | ooks back, Batty is right in front of
her.

I NT. DECKARD S BEDROOM - NI GHT 93

Books scattered on the bed. Rachael sitting cross-

| egged with one in her lap, |ooking through exquisite
shots of nature. Deckard is next to her, watching her
like a lover, like a father

DECKARD (V. Q)
She' d never seen the great outdoors.
Never even seen books on the
subj ect. She went through
everything | had, and we tal ked.
And there were subjects we didn't



di scuss and they were words we
didn't say, | couldn't say, like
death, like future, like real. But
it was hard because she was curious
and full of questions. She was
nore alive than anyone |'d ever
known.

She | ooks up stunned by the beauty of a photo, but with
no need to conmment. It's in her eyes. She stares at
him a revel ati on taking shape.

RACHAEL
You and | are good friends, huh?

He considers it and she stares at him smling at the
wonder of it.

RACHAEL
It's so easy.

Convi nced and not convi nced, he nods his head. She
l aughs at his solemity. She's irresistible. Deckard' s
pretty irresistible hinself.

RACHAEL
Have you ever known anybody a | ong
time?
DECKARD
You nean a wonan?
RACHAEL
Uh- huh.
DECKARD
VWhat's a long tine?
RACHAEL
Ten years.
DECKARD
Nope. Nobody could stand ne that
| ong.

The CHI ME on the PHONE next to the bed GOES OFF. He
reaches out and brings it to his ear

DECKARD
Yeah.
BRYANT
This is Bryant. Are you al one?
DECKARD
Yeah.
BRYANT

She's not with you?

DECKARD
Who.



A pause.

BRYANT
Take a nunber. Canapt 1700, tenth
floor, Villa Vita District, Qynpia
Sout h.

DECKARD
Got it.

BRYANT
kay, here it is. Eldon Tyrell, his
fam |y and half his staff were just
massacred. The cat is about to get
out of the bag. Pressure is
definitely on. The Nexus program
is termnated. Wen you finish
there, | ocate Nexus designated Rachae
and retire.

Deckard says not hi ng.

BRYANT
If you don't, we will. It has to
be total, Deckard. That's an order
fromas high as it comes. Got it?

DECKARD
Yeah. | got it.

BRYANT
Go.

He hangs up the receiver and gets up. She watches him
fromthe bed. The gun goes into his belt. He |oads
the ankle job and straps it on. She watches every nove.

RACHAEL
Wiy do you call it retire, why
don't you call it murder?
DECKARD

Because it's not.

RACHAEL
Don't you think anything that can
suffer deserves to be consi dered?

DECKARD
Andi es only simulate suffering --
if they're programmed for it.

RACHAEL
Do you think | simulated what
happened between us?

DECKARD
No, | don't.

Wt hout |ooking at her, he puts on his jacket.

He's standing in the nmddle of the floor with his back
to her. He turns and they're facing one another



Nei t her of them noves.

DECKARD
Don't |leave here. Don't open the
door, don't answer the phone.

RACHAEL
VWhat difference will it make?

DECKARD
Just wait here.

He goes to the door.

RACHAEL
You know what | think?

DECKARD
What ?

RACHAEL

That some of the fol ks around here
are nore progranmed then ne.

He has to | augh.

RACHAEL
You know what else | think?
DECAKRD
What ?
RACHAEL

This was the best day of ny life.
He turns and goes through the door.
| NT. SEBASTI AN' S APARTMENT - NI GHT 94

Sebastian is putting his work table in order, but his
mnd is not with it and his hands are trenbling.

Batty, Pris and Mary are on the other side of the room
talking: their voices |ow

MARY
Let's go while there is still
tinme.
BATTY
Wher e?
MARY
Anywher e.
Batty smles.
BATTY

What's the point?

MARY
Not to be trapped.



BATTY
You underestimate the trap, Mary.

Sebasti an has al nbst reached the door

BATTY
VWere are you goi ng, Sebastian?

SEBASTI AN
Just thought ['d..

BATTY
No, you stay here with us. Qut
| ast ni ght together.

They all watch.
Sebasti an wal ks away fromthe door

BATTY
Thi nk of yourself as a light, Mary.
Shi ne before you're turned off.

She's too fragile for that logic, but it appeals to
Pris. She and Batty hold a | ook that burns.

Sebastian is by the w ndow.

SEBASTI AN
Soneone is com ng here.

Batty goes to the wi ndow and | ooks down.

BATTY
One nman
(he sniles)
He must be good.

MARY
Then go get him

BATTY
That woul dn't be very sporting.

Sebastian | ooks ready to bolt. Batty puts an arm
around him

PRI S
| want to do it.

BATTY
kay, but don't kill him Save a
little for everybody. A
nmast er pi ece.
A pause.

BATTY
Turn out the lights, Pris.

EXT. SEBASTI AN S APARTMENT - NI GHT

In the dim nocturnal light, Deckard crosses into the

95



courtyard fronting the building and stops. He | ooks
around. Nobody there, just silence.

He cones closer to the building and stands in the sha-
dows off to one side of the entry.

His head jerks up to the SOUND OF CRASHI NG GLASS.

Sebastian cones hurtling down and expl odes into the
paverment thirty feet bel ow

Deckard's eyes nove up the line of descent, the shat-
tered wi ndow on the next-to-top fl oor.

I NT. SEBASTI AN S APARTMENT LOBBY - NI GHT 96

Not much to see, But Deckard mi sses none of it as he
crosses the floor and positions hinmself in the spot of
| east exposure. He |ooks around. Elevator and stair-
wel | .

Close to the wall, he noves towards the el evator, keep-
ing an eye on the stairwell door

Stepping to one side, he hits the button. The el evator
door slides open. He reaches in, presses a button and
as the doors slide shut, Deckard slips a pen between

t he doors, jamm ng the operation

Deckard's shoes and soundl ess as he quickly crosses the
| obby floor. He pauses a nonent in front of the stair-
wel | door, then pushes it open and:

I NT. STAI RAELL, SEBASTI AN' S APARTMENT - NI GHT 97

Steps into the dark on the other side. Suddenly he
spins, dropping to the floor, and FIRES three tines in-
to the figure hovering to his left.

The man is hanging off the floor, his arns |ocked into
the railing, neck broken -- with three holes in his
chest... but he was al ready dead.

Deckard stares at the corpse. It's M. Deetchum the
ol d watchman. That RUSTLI NG SOUND are rats who were

feeding on him scanpering for safer places, Deckard

gets to his feet.

The stairway rectangles ten stories up. As his foot
touches the first step, a raw, terrified SCREAM shatters
the air. It came frombelow |It's the cry of a young
girl -- it GROM TO A PI ERCI NG SHRI EK AND ABRUPTLY
STOPS. Deckard ejects the half-used cartridge fromhis
| aser, inserts a fresh one and quiet as the silence,
descends the basenment stairs.

I NT. BASEMENT - NI GHT 98

At the bottom he faces a corridor. The FAINT HUM OF
MACHI NERY cones from the doubl e doors at the far end.
The HUM BECOMES A RATTLE by the time he gets there.
Each door is fitted with a small w ndow. Deckard
steps to the side and peers through



INT. GYM - N GHT 99

It's a gym The mirror-lined walls are cracked and
tarni shed, the equi pnrent atrophied fromlack of use.
The heavi er barbells have sunk into the floor. Two

wei ght - reduci ng nachi nes are fl apping and grindi ng away
like idiots. Deckard' s eyes stop on the woman.

She dangles a few feet off the floor, hung by the
shoul ders through rings suspended fromthe ceiling.
Her head is slung forward, her body linmp and slightly
swayi ng.

Deckard pushes open one of the doors until it touches
the wall. Slowly, he advances toward the hangi ng figure,
keeping an eye on the mirror to cover surprises fromthe
door. He's not breathing hard. His heart isn't pound-
ing. Deckard's in his elenent.

Cl ose enough to look up into her face, he stops. It
isn'"t grisly death that causes the reaction in his
eyes. It's the innocence of her angel face.

It's not sonething he has time to consider. 1In the

mrror behind him he sees the door starting to open
Deckard spins. He shouldn't have. Pris' |legs snap up
crack the laser out of his hand and clanmp around his
neck.

Slowy, the door swi ngs closed, but Deckard doesn't
notice. His carotid artery is no | onger sending bl ood
to the brain. He jerks up his foot and reaches down.
As his fingers close around the ankle |laser, Pris'
fingers close around his wist. Deckard' s hand opens
like a flower. The laser drops to the floor as his
eyes roll back into his head.

PRI S
Naughty, naughty.

She lets go, but before he can fall, she rans a foot
into his back. He's propelled fifteen feet across the
room slanms into a machine and falls to the floor

Pris flies off the rings and cones at him

Deckard reaches out to pull himself up, but she's al-
ready there. Not too hard and just in the right place,
she kicks himin the stomach. He goes back to the
floor, gagging for air. Oh-so-precisely she reaches
out with a long index finger and flips the switch on

t he machi ne.

It's a flab elimnator with a vibrator belt. Normally
an innocuous pi ece of equipnment, but the notor housing
on this one is mssing. Lots of GRIND NG METAL. A
bad place for flesh and bone.

But that's where Deckard's hand is going. An eight-

year-old against a full-down nan. |In two nore seconds
his hand will be ground round. Deckard tries to pul
his hand loose. It won't cone. He yanks hard, but

it's welded in hers.



Hs face is twisted and strained as he raises a leg,
wedges his foot against her chest and pushes with al

his mght. The hold breaks. They topple back. Deckard
hits the floor gulping to catch his breath. Pris is up
and coming for himagain. She hovers over him Deckard
rolls out of the way as she comes down like a pile
driver.

Ref | exi vely Deckard raises his armto protect hinself.

Pris just smles, takes hold of his foot and drags him
across the floor. She doesn't like to | eave a piece of
wor k unfinished. They're going back to the machine.

He goes by a weight-stand of dunbbells and grabs hol d.
It doesn't stop him He's sliding over the floor I|ike
it was ice, weight stand in tow.

Pris gets to the machine, yanks his foot up and forces
it toward the opening. Deckard sits up, a five-pound
dunbbel |l in his hand, and clobbers her in the back. It
knocks her off bal ance, but she doesn't let go of his
foot. She hooks out with a fist but msses. He gets
her with a roundhouse in the face.

She goes to the floor and Deckard's up, the dunbbel
over his head, comng dowmn with it. Fighting for her
life now, Pris drives a foot into his chest. It lifts
himoff the floor. He flies back across the gym and
lands in a heap

No nmore ganes. Pris is furious and noving fast. She
rips a steel bar out of the wall and, holding it over-
head, charges himlike a samurai. As she cones down
for the kill, she freezes.

Deckard | anded near the laser. He crawls towards it.
As in a nightmare, it takes forever. But he gets there.

He reaches out and grabs the laser, rolls over and
takes careful aim She charges towards him scream ng
her rage. He FIRES as she comes.

The shot anputates her left armat the shoul der, but
her hand doesn't let go of the bar. It dangles crazily
in front of her as she charges forward.

He PUTS THE NEXT ONE t hrough her neck. Pris hiccups a
rope of blood as she flies through the air and crashes
next to Deckard. Dead.

He lies next to her, chest heaving. Slowy he rolls
over and gets to his hands and knees. Panting, he stag-
gers to his feet and stands over her, swaying slightly.
The sound that escapes his throat is raspy and dry. It
m ght not sound like a war cry, but it is.

I NT. CORRIDOR - N GHT 100

Laser in hand, Deckard ki cks open the sw nging doors
and wal ks into the corridor, a dangerous nan

I NT. STAI RWELL - NI GHT 101



Deckard arrives at the main floor |anding, checks his

| oads and continues up the stairs. He's going to shoot
the next thing that noves and find out later if he was
ri ght or wong.

I NT. STAI RWELL - SECOND FLOOR - N GHT 101A

On the next landing he throws the door open. His eyes
nove down the hall, looking for prints in the dust.
None. He continues up the stairs.

I NT. NI NTH FLOOR - N GHT 102

On the ninth floor he finds what he's | ooking for
Footprints coning and going froma door hal fway down the
hall. He stops to the side of it and listens. Silence.
Deckard FIRES three quick shots through the door. If
sonebody were on the other side of it, they aren't now.

He ki cks the door open and dives through head first

and hits the floor in aroll, POUR NG FIRE into the

far corners of the roombut the roomis enmpty. There's
a kitchen bar, a closet and a bedroom door, both
closed. Deckard's breathing is the only sound. No
response from either door.

Maybe it was a sound, maybe intuition, but suddenly
Deckard twi sts around and FI RES several shots into the
closet. The snoul dering door slowly creaks open

Mary is huddled in the rear of the closet. Her hand
out |ike somebody about to catch a ball but afraid of
it. In her other hand she clutches a button-eyed
nonkey. Her face is bew ldered, frozen in fear, her
body riddled with holes. No recognition gap here.
Deckard SHOOTS her through the neck to nake sure. Mary
falls to the floor, like a puppet with her strings cut.

Deckard backs away fromthe pathetic figure in the
closet and sits on the sofa, unable to take his eyes
of f her.

Deckard | ays the laser down next to him holds out his
hand and | ooks at it. |It's steady. He drops it in
his lap, closes his eyes and | eans back.

A TAPPING fromthe ceiling. Deckard |Iooks up

A KNOCK -- with the proverbial DOUBLE RAP at the end.
A pause. Deckard junps out of the way as the ceiling
gives in. Chucks on concrete and plaster hit the
couch where he was sitting. The hole is a couple feet
in dianeter -- beans cracked through, exposing the
apartnment above. Silence. Deckard w pes the plaster
dust fromhis eyes and nouth, then whispers:

DECKARD
Hel | o, Roy.
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Deckard cones out onto the landing. Taking his tinme,



he clinbs the steps to the next floor, the last floor
He SHOOTS the hinges out of the big stairwell door
pushes it with his foot and it cones down with a BANG
The REVERBERATIONS turn into silence. The corridor is

enpty.
I NT. CORRIDOR - TENTH FLOOR - NI GHT

Movi ng fast but cautious, he passes each door until he
gest to the apartnent above Sebastian's. Slowy he
turns the know and pushed open the door.

I NT. APARTMENT - TENTH FLOOR - NI GHT

Except for the hole in the nmiddle of the floor, there's
nothing to see. Back against the wall, he noves to-
wards the bedroom but stops at the NOSE. It sounds
like the HOOTING OF AN OAL and it's coming fromthe
hal | way.

I NT. CORRIDCOR - TENTH FLOOR - NI GHT

Deckard | ooks around the corner of the door down the
hall. Batty's at the other end. Except for jockstrap
and gym shoes, he's nude.

BATTY
You wanna pl ay?

Deckard FIRES. Batty's fast. He ducks into a doorway.
Pops out agai n.

BATTY
Not very sporting to fire on an
unar med opponent. | thought you

were supposed to be good. Aren't
you the nan?!

The makeup on Batty's face is sonewhere between a Coman-
che warrior and a transvestite. The imensity of his

i nsol ence awesone -- the nuscles of his body are swol -
len, trenbling fromthe thrill of it.
BATTY
This is how we do it up there, |ad!
Conme on!

In a blue of lightning-like action, Batty whi ps down the
hal I, zigzagging off the walls towards Deckard so fast

t hat Deckard gets only three SHOTS off before the blur
crashes through the wall on his left with a | augh

Deckard stands there a noment -- digesting the inpact
of it, then edges up to the gaping wall. Batty is be-
hi nd hi m

He knees Deckard in the back and slaps himin the head.
Deckard goes to his knees, then over on his face.
Batty kneels next to him

BATTY
Not hurt, are you? You better get
it up or I'mgoing to have to kil

104

105

106



you. Unless you're alive you can't
play. And if you don't play, you
don't get to be alive.

Deckard's eyes are closed, nouth bl eeding. He exhales
and nakes and effort. He slides his hands up even with
his chest and starts to push.

BATTY
That's the spirit.

Li ke a matador, Batty wal ks away. By the tine Deckard's
on his feet, Batty's di sappeared through one of the
doors.

Deckard wi pes the bl ood fromhis nmouth, bends down and
pi cks up his laser, reloads and | ooks down the hall
towards the jeering voice.

BATTY' S VO CE
Cone on, Deckard, show me what you
got! I'mright here on the other
side of the door. But you gotta
shoot straight 'cause |I'mfast!

Deckard gets to the door, BLASTS it, kicks it open and
FIRES at Batty. But it's only the reflection of Batty.

I NT. ROOM - TENTH FLOOR - NI GHT 107
The full length mirror on the other side of the room

SHATTERS. Batty's next to him grabs Deckard' s hand
and steps in closer.

BATTY
Strai ght doesn't seemto be good
enough.
They're face to face.
BATTY

You don't have a chance, do you?

In an exaggeration of weary disappointnent, Batty drops
his head to the side.

BATTY
Looks like I'm gonna have to scale
it down for you. Gve you a
handi cap. | won't run through any
nore walls. Okay? | promise to
use the doors. kay?

Deckard stares back at him but doesn't respond. Sud-
denly fury storns through Batty. He throws Deckard out
t he door, knocki ng hi mdown, grabs himby the collar
and rams his head into the wall.

BATTY
Conme on, let's use that brain
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He drags himdown the hall, on his knees and bangs his
head into the wall again.

BATTY
Think! We need a little
resilience around here!

He yanks him further and bashes his head agai n.

BATTY
VWere are those balls of yours?
Let's see a little bravery!

The storm passes.
Deckard hangs in Batty's hand |like a bag of laundry.

BATTY
That was irrational of me -- not
to nmention unsportsnanlike. Wn't
happen agai n.

He drops him

BATTY
"Il be down the hall when you're
ready.

Betty wal ks of f and di sappears through one of the doors.

Deckard gets to his knees, |eans against the wall a no-
ment, then punches it with his fist.

On his feet he's a little wobbly. Holding his breath
so he can hear above his own breathing, he listens. No
sound. No sign of Batty. The laser is |aying nearby.
He doesn't bot her.

Deckard is backing down the hall, quiet as he can. He
had a job to do. He would like to have done it, but
he's not insane. He gets to the landing and turns.

On the first step down, he stops. Batty's on the |and-
i ng bel ow, | ooking up at him

BATTY
VWere you goi ng?

He wait a nonent for Deckard's answer.

BATTY
No cheating. A promise is a
promise. |'ll honor the

handi capped, but we gotta play on

the top floor. You go get your

| aser gun now. And I'll give you

a few seconds before | cone.
Deckard turns back into the hall. Batty smles.
Deckard's runni ng down the corridor

BATTY' S VA CE



One!
Hal fway down the hall he finds his |aser

BATTY' S VA CE
Two!

Deckard darts into the nearest door. The apartnent
above Sebastian's, with the hole in the floor. Deckard
considers it.

BATTY' S VO CE
No fair junping through holes. You
m ght get hurt doing that! THREE

Deckard dashes back into the hall, chooses another door
and goes in.
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Hi s eyes skimover everything, |ooking for an advant age.

He throws open a door. The bathroom The plunmbing is

di smantl ed, walls stripped, revealing brick, nails
protruding. Too snall

I NT. TENTH FLOOR STAI RWELL - NI GHT 110

Batty's com ng up the steps.

BATTY
Fi ve!
I NT. TENTH FLOOR APARTMENT - NI GHT 111
Deckard's | ooking for a corner -- a place that covers

the angles. He chooses the far side of the roomwith
aline to the door.

I NT. TENTH FLOOR HALL - N GHT 112
Batty's comi ng down the center, listening at the doors.
BATTY
Si x!
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Deckard's crouched in the corner and ai med. He |ooks at
his hand. It's trenbling.

BATTY' S VO CE

Seven!
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Batty's standing in front of a door, |istening.

BATTY
Ch, | wonder where he is. Not in
here, | don't think. Eight!

He goes to the next door.



BATTY
Maybe here. Doesn't sound |ike
it. N ne!

Batty noves to the next. The door to Deckard.

I NT. TENTH FLOOR APARTMENT - NI GHT 115
Deckard's crouched | ower, holding his breath -- talk
about a hair trigger... Silence. Batty's FEET are heard

CREAKI NG AWAY. Deckard | ooks around. Runs a hand over
the wall behind him Batty's FEET COVE BACK. A pause.

BATTY
Ten!

The door expl odes!

A shape hurtles across the room Deckard pivots, fol-
lowing it with RAPID FIRE. It's a TV. He spins back
but Batty's already on him He gets one SHOT off be-
fore Batty's got his hand. There's a hole over Batty's
right eye. Blood running down his face, dripping on
Deckard. The right side of his face isn't working too
good. The corner of his nouth doesn't quite shut --
his voice cones out slurred, a little holl ow

BATTY
One point for you.

The woul d doesn't mininize his omipotence, just nakes
it more malignant. He throws Deckard against the far
wal | . Deckard FIRES. Hits Batty in the shoul der

BATTY
Ho ho! Try it again

He cones at Deckard, jerking back and forth, a cobra in
fast notion, faking, weaving, yelping with excitenent
as Deckard tries to get a shot, FIR NG AWAY until his

| aser's enpty. Bloody and crazed, Batty pushes up

agai nst him

BATTY

What's wong? Don't you like ne?
' mwhat we' ve nmade!
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He's backi ng Deckard out the door. Deckard trips and
falls. There's fear on his face. The strength is gone.
Sonething is starting to crack

BATTY
What's wong? Aren't you a |over
of Faster, Bigger and Better?!

Deckard' s pedal i ng backwards over the floor

BATTY
It's time to die.

Deckard throws the laser at him It misses. Batty



throws his head back and | aughs. A one-eyed col ossus
about to eat the world. Suddenly he stops. His eye
noves over the wall.

BATTY
Ah!

He reaches out and pinches something. His |lips conpress
as he yanks it out of the wall. 1It's a ten-penny nail

He holds it out to Deckard and drops it. Deckard
catches it.

BATTY
That's for you.

One side of Batty's face sniles savagely.

BATTY
Stick it in your ear and push.
If that doesn't work, try the
eye.

Deckard stares at the nail in his hand, then up at
hi s executi oner.

BATTY
Believe ne, it'll be better
for you than what |' m about
to do.

Batty wat ches him hoping the stinmulus might inspire
his victimto nore action. It doesn't look like it.

BATTY
Vel | ?

Deckard springs to his feet and bolts. But instead of
going for the stairwell he turns in the first available
door.

I NT. TENTH FLOOR APARTMENT #2 - N GHT

Provocati on acconplished. Batty smles and wal ks | ei-
surely towards the door. Deckard's terrified scream
and the SOUND of GLASS CRASHI NG stop him Batty speeds
up and noves into the room

The wi ndow pane is splattered, curtains sucked out,
bell owi ng in the wi nd.

BATTY
Cr ap.
He wal ks up to the window. Deckard conmes away fromthe
wal I, inching up behind him laser in both hands, ained
at the base of Batty's skull. Batty starts to |ean

over, but even before his eyes see the pavenent, he
knows. He spins..

Deckard FIRES again. This one goes honme. Batty falls
i ke he was pol eaxed, hits the fl oor dead weight.
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Deckard starts to trenble. His arns go linp as his
head tilts back and he cl oses his eyes. He can breathe
agai n.

On the floor, Batty's hand is crawling toward Deckard's
ankl e.

Wth the unsuspected abruptness of a man slipping on a
banana peel, Deckard cones down. Face knotted in hor-
ror, he EMPTIES THE LASER in Batty's body -- but the
hand holds on. Wth a screech of frustration he drops
the laser and |ike an animal claws at Batty's dead
fingers -- but the fingers are wel ded shut.

Deckard starts to craw, pulling Batty behind him He
struggl ed through the door and stunbles to his feet.

I NT. TENTH FLOOR HALL - N GHT

Deckard plunges down the corridor dragging Batty al ong.
He falls, gets to one foot, falls again and craw s the
| ast couple feet to the stairwell.

I NT. TENTH FLOOR STAI RWELL - NI GHT

Groani ng, he tugs and pulls, hauls and heaves Batty's
body to the edge of the |anding. He pauses for breath,
then |l ays back, wedging his feet against Batty's shoul -
ders and pushes. 1Inch by inch the body goes over the
edge. Then all at once it drops. But the hand hol ds
and the wei ght of the body takes Deckard with it. As
Deckard slides over the edge, he grabs hold of the
railing.

Deckard's hanging three hundred feet over the basenent
floor, supporting hinself and Batty's corpse -- al npst
four hundred pounds of stress on his fingers.

Wth his free foot he chops away at Batty's hand, try-
ing to break it |oose. But it's not working. Deckard's
fingers are starting to slip.

His face is a mask of agony as he wedges his heel over
Batty's thunb. Wth the help of gravity and everything
he's got in his right leg to push with, he pushes. The
t hunb breaks | oose. Batty falls.

The SOUND OF HI S BODY HI TTI NG BELOW sounds good, but
Deckard doesn't notice. He's in an awkward position
He must reverse the way he's facing to pull hinself up
He lets go with his right hand and crosses it over the
left. Then turns the left around so he's got an over-
hand gri p.

Li ke a man doing his last pull-up... the one that can't
be done, Deckard pulls hinself up, throws a foot over

t he edge and grappl es and heaves and wi ggl ed hi nsel f
onto the cold solid steel of the stairwell |anding.

And lies there, body jerking spasnodically, slowy

cl enchi ng and uncl enching his cranped hand, but it's

hi s burni ng cheek against the cool netal he's nost aware
of .
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Di zzy, hot, lungs on fire, he stands -- and putting one
foot in front of the other, Deckard descends the stairs.

EXT. SEBASTI AN S BUI LDI NG - DAWN 120

Slow y the door pushes open and Deckard comes out into
the norning. The sun isn't yet risen, but the sky has
begun to pale. It's a brooding gray stew of a dawn not
very pretty, but even though he can't show it, Deckard
is glad to see it.

For a monment he tilts his head back and takes sone
breath, then wal ks across the courtyard towards the
street, so dead on his feet he hasn't the energy to
fall.

Deckard slunmps into the shelter of his car. The col-
| apses on the front seat.

| NT. DECKARD S BEDRCOM - DAWN 121

In a corner of the dimess Deckard sits slunped on a
chair, facing the pearly gray |ight of the window The
only SOUND in the roomis the soft steady BREATHI NG
that comes fromthe bed

Quietly he gets up and wal ks over to her. Rachael lies
sl eeping, one delicate arm exposed from under the sheet.

Deckard stands there, bettered and grim staring down
at her.

Monents go by and finally he sits gently on the edge of
t he bed.

Rachael opens her eyes, and | ooks up at him she sniles.
EXT. COUNTRYSI DE ( MONTACGE) - DAY 122

Deckard's car is skimmng over the narrow hi ghway. He
and Rachael in the front seat. Except for the occasion-
al glance, their faces are still and quiet in the cold
shine of an icy dream

The cl ouds overhead are soft and swift.

DECKARD (V. Q)
She wanted to go to a place |I knew.
Qut of the city. Like one of those
pi ctures she saw. Were there were
trees but no buil di ngs.

Rachael 's face in the w ndow watching the woods stream
by.

DECKARD (V. Q)
We had a good tine. She told ne a
funny story and | taught her a
song. A song about nopnkeys and
el ephants. And it made us | augh so
hard we coul dn't sing.



EXT. WOODS ( MONTAGE) - DAY 123

Deckard and Rachael wal king. The land [ ays white and
hushed before them

Down an aisle of maples and beeches. The frosty |ight
slanting through the clean, hard |inbs.

The crisp, blue-white snow underfoot nelted through in
spots exposi ng soggy patches of rich brown earth.

Rachael stops and faces him Her |ips are parted, her
warm breath turning the cold air to vapor. Looking
lithe and fragile by these barren-rooted trees, she
stands in the crisp white snow | ooki ng at Deckard.
Nothing in her retreats, even now her eyes insist on
knowi ng.

EXT. WOODS - DAY 124

Deckard wal ki ng over the snow. Alone. He walks slowy,
mechani cal |y through the cold, unaffected by it. His
gaunt face, enpty of expression except for the tears
runni ng down his pal e cheeks.

But for the SQUEAK of his wet shoes over the crusted
snow, there is no sound. And Deckard recedes into the
silence of the freezing white | andscape.

EXT. H G-MAY - NI GAT 125

Deckard's car, solid, THROBBING GUNNI NG al ong |ike
some nmetal aninmal. Headlights piercing the dark of the
long, flat road. WHI STLING speed of air and tires spin-
ning THRUM And then silence. And the silence

ast ounded by the CRACK OF A GUN

INT. CAR - NI GHT 126

Deckard is behind the wheel, face in shadow, eyes star-
i ng strai ght ahead.

DECKARD (V. Q)
| told nmyself over and over again
if | hadn't done it, they would
have.

| didn't go back to the city, not
that city, | didn't want the job.

She said the great advantage of
being alive was to have a choi ce.
And she chose. And a part of me
was al nost glad. Not because she
was gone but because this way they
coul d never touch her

As for Tyrell -- he was nurdered,
but he wasn't dead. For a |ong
time | wanted to kill him But

what was the point? There were too
many Tyrells. But only one Rachael
Maybe real and unreal could never



be separated. The secret never
found. But | got as close with
her as I'd ever come to it. She'd
stay with ne a long tine. | guess
we nmade each other real

And the ruby lights of Deckard's car disappear into
t he darkness.



