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CONTINUED

Trene nods, however clearly not convinced. She shakes the dcubt
from her mind.

IRENE
I want to show you something.

She accelerates away. We see the road ahead from Jercme’'s PCV.
Without his contact lenses, it is a blur.

INT. MICHAEL'S CLUB. NIGHT.

After closing time, sulted DETECTIVES vacuum the club in which
Jerome and Eugene dined the previous evening. MICHAEL, the

owner, looks on disdainfully. Waiting in the background, the
regular CLEANERS - most likely In-valids themselves - smirk to
each other, enjoying watching the cops do their work for them.

EXT. OCEAN HIGHWAY. NIGHT.

With no place to turn the car around, IRENE parks on the cliff
side of the six-lane highway. In the darkness she dashes from
the car and, without a second thought, runs directly out into

the heavy commuter traffic. Easily negotiating the con-coming

cars, she emerges safely on the other side of the highway.

JEROME, rounding the car from the passenger side, is about to
follow, when he suddenly pulls up sharply at the curb. We focus
on his eyes, deprived of the benefit of their contact lenses.
From Jerome’'s POV, we see that the headlights rushing *"-wards
him are nothing but a series of fast-moving blurs - blurs that
merge together. He is unable fo distinguish between the
- _vehicles or judge their distance.
IRENE

(calling back urgently from the

other side, mindful of the light

beginning to leak into the sky)

Come on! We'll miss it!

Irene stares expectantly back at Jerome with her 20/20 vision,
unaware of his predicament. Jerome puts a foot off the curb at
the wrong moment and is almost collected by an on-coming car.
Irene is taken-aback at his mistiming. Does she detect a squint
on Jerome's face? To Jerome, the figure of lrene on the other
side of the highway is merely a featureless shape but he feels
her expectation. He touches the spectacles, still in his
pocket, but they are an unthinkable option. (CONTINUED)



CONTINUED

He shakes the idea frcm nis head and turns back to the swifrcly-
flowing highway. He makes up his mind - he cannot allow nimself
to be shamed, even at the risk of life and limb. Hardly even
glancing at the traffic, he suddenly bolts blindly across rche
road. Headlights hurtling towards him, cars fortuitously
brushing past his heels, horns blaring. Jerome makes a final
leap to the haven cof the far curb, the rush of air from a large,
fast-moving truck blowing him the final inches to the sidewalk.

Irene is stunned by the near miss, She is about to comment but
Jerome takes her by the arm and ushers her towards the dunes.

JERCME
Come on. We'll miss irt.

EXT. BEACH. DAWN.

JERCME and IRENE huddle beneath an overcoat as the sun crests
the horizon. staining the sky with an ochre blush.

IRENE
What did I tell you?

Jerome nods. However, to his eyes the rising yolk is nothing
but an ocut-cf-focus, abstract ink blot.

IRENE
I envy ycu, Jercme.

CEROME
You’'ll be next.

IRENE
I don‘t think so. The only trip I’'ll make
in space is around the sun--
(lecring a handful of sand
slip through her fingers)
--on this satellite right here.

Irene Lurns ©o Jerome.

IRENE
{blurting out what's really on her mind)
--Listen, [ don’'t want to waste your time
and I really don‘t want you to waste nune.
I don't know what you're after but I have
a feeling I'm not 1it.
{CONTINUED)
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Irene suddenly takes Jercme’s hand and puts it up her
sweater, onto her breast. Although taken aback, Jerome maxes
no effort o withdraw his hand. )

IRENE

{enjoying his unease)
It’'s here. My heart.

tadding quickly)
I'm careful~--weekly check-ups. I'm on a
drug maintenance program, blood thinners,
diet--

{slowly remcoving his hand)
I just want you to know what you’'d be getting
yvourself into.

JEROME
What exactly Ls wrong?

IRENE
Nothing yet. TI'll start experiencing
symptoms in my late-fifties.
{maccer-of-face)
But unless they come up with scmething between
now and then, I won’'t live much past 67.

Jerome’s mouth drops. a little, betraying his surprise-at the -
statement from a woman plainly still in her twenties.

~RENE
Qf course I think about it every day.

JERCME _
(still not quite recovered from his surprise!
Qf course.

INT. POOL. MORNING.

The INVESTIGATOR swims his race with the unseen opponent. The
Investigator's ASSISTANT, carrying a phone, tries to attract his
attention.

EXT. JEROME’'S POOL. MORNING.

JERCME sits at his own poolside in his robe, feet dangling over
the edge, smoking a cigarette. EUGENE, from his wheelchair, :s
applying bleach to Jercme's hair and eyebrows with gloved
hands. {CONTINUED!
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At the same time, Jercme plays a sleight-of-hand game with a
syringe.

EUGENE
How was your evening?

JERCME
Complicated. I couldn‘t stop her apologizing.

EUGENE
(teasing)
You are a catch. No doubt she's worried that
she would lower the standard of ycur offspring.
Everybody wants to *"breed up”.
(1dly curious!
What's wrong with her?

JERCME
{trying to he blasé)
You know how it 15 with these altered hirths
--somebody told her she’'s not going to live _ -
‘forever and she’'s béen preparing to die ever

since.
EUGENE
You're not thinking of telling her, are you?
JERCME
Of course not. But she’'d have to know eventually.
EUGENE
(adamant)

She doesn’'t have to know. She doesn’'t want to know.

- The camera travels down Jerome's scarred legs to ﬁind that the
pool is completely drained. We now realize that 1t never

contained water.

A BARREN WASTELAND.

A desolate landscape, resembling the surface of the planet Mars.
We pull back to find that we are peering at this forbidding
desert through a circular aperture.



INT. CRIME LAB. CAY.

The INVESTIGATOR lifts his head frcm the eyepiece cf an

electrcn microscope through which he has been examining a c:iny
fragment of skin - the skin 1s ldentified as belonging to 20-
YEAR-QOLD VINCENT. CETECTIVE HUGO stands at the Investigator’s
side - his attitude more respectful in light of the discovery.

Detective Hugo points out a location on a computer-generated
map.

DETECTIVE HUGO

{chagrined)
The skin flake was found in Michael's Restaurant.
The employees are all accounted for.

INVESTIGATOR
A customer? Does this Michael's cater to misfits?

DETECTIVE HUGO
{(shifting the view of the map
to include the Gattaca complex)
No. But one or two “borrowed ladders® have
shown up thére in the past.

The Investigator understands the significance. They wander over
to a blow-up photograph ¢f the 20-YEAR-OLD VINCENT.

- DETECTIVE HUGO
We have to ccocnsider the possibility that he‘s
playing somebody else*s hand.

A smile gradually broadens across the Investigator's face.

INVESTIGATOR

(taking a perverse pleasure in the

slowly dawning revelation}
Qf course. He's a "de-gene-erate’.

{glancing to a photo ¢f the

Gattaca crime scenej
He works at Gatzaca. Why else would we find
the eyelash near the washroom? Nobody stops to
take a leak during a murder.

CETECTIVE HUGO
(quickly covering himself)
It's still possible the eyelash specimen came
from a janitor. delivery man--it could have blown
in through an open window.

(CONTINUED!
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The Investigator appears not to be listening, his mind made up.

INVESTIGATCR
(mind racingi
He was afraid of being exposed. That’'s why he did it.

CETECTIVE HUGO
(puzzled)
It 1s hard to believe he could be cne of
their elite workers. You've seen thelir
security system. They know who works there,
(referring to 20-year-old Vincent's profile)
Even 1if ycu 1gncre the man’'s expiracion date,
his preofile suggests that he dcesn’'t have the
mathematical prcpensity let alcne the stamina
Lo pass their physicals.

ESTIGATOR
Don‘t underest:mate these imposters.

DETECTIVE . HUGO )
{skeptical, referring to a flle of
Gattaca employee ID photos)
None of the ID photos match the enhancement.

INVESTIGATOR
(smiling to himself)
A man can change his face--but blood is forever.
Sample every emplcoyee within the parameters I gave you.
(pause)
Intravenous.

Hugo’'s mouth drops open at the mention of “intravenous®

CETECTIVE HUGO
(immediately protesting)
You know their workforce. Two-thirds at
least fall into the category. We’'ll be
closing down their operation for days.
{seeking a compromise)
At least go with a fingertip sample or urine.

INVESTIGATOR
{shaking his head)
Blood. From the vein.

The Investigator turns on his heel to prevent further protest.
The Detective and his ASSISTANTS exchange locks of exasperaticn
behind the Investigator’'s back.



INT. GATTACA. DAY.

JERCME, 4drinking water, stands in front of a large +ideo
tulletin board. Among other things, it displays the electronic
mugshor cf 20-YEAR-OLD VINCENT alongside the recent ccmputer
generated age enhancement cf his face.

Some distance away, CAESAR, the elderly janitor, discusses the
mugshots with a YOUNGER JANITOR.

CAESAR
Look like anybody to you?

YCOUNGER JANITCR
Not to me.

CAESAR
Ugly sonofabitch though, isn‘t he?

Jerome half-smiles, realizing that the conversation is for his
benefit. Having made it clear that they do not intend to expose
their former colleague, the two janitors continue their rounds.

Jerome crushes his paper cup. Forgettind himself, he
drops the cup into the wastebasket.

INT. CRAFT. DAY.

JERCME familiarizes himself with the interior of a spacecraft
under the supervision of DIRECTOR JCSEF and the MISSION
CCMMANDER. The screen rchat Jerome sits at i1s identical to the
one he operates in the ccmputer complex - displaying asteroid
951 Gaspra.

CIRECTOR JOSEF
--Somewhere in the dust of Gaspra is the key.
(warming to his theme)
Back to the beginning of the book--the life we
became. With the original building blocks who
knows how far we can take “the godding”.

MISSION COMMANDER
(wry smile}
Even someone as advanced as Jerome will be
last year’'s model by the time we’‘re done.

JEROME
{smiling back}
I wouldn‘t get your hopes up, Commander.
(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED
Irene enters the crafe.

RENE
Excuse me, Mr Morrow. The investigators have
begun thelr testing.

DIRECTCR JCSEF
This 1s so inccnvenient, Irene. They can
make an exception for Jercme.

IRENE
I'm afraid not.

_ CIRECTOR JOSEF
I apologize, Jerome.

JERCME
It's not yecur fault, Director.
(afterthought)
If your predecesscor were still around
we may not be going to Gaspra at all.
That's what I would call inconvenient.

Jerome exits the craft with Irene.

INT. GATTACA CORPORATICN - CORRIDOR. DAY.

A line of MALE GATTACA EMPLOYEES snakes out the door and down

the corridor. The INVESTIGATOR walks slowly down the line,

trying to eyeball his suspect. Concentrating on the shorter,

dark-haired men in the line, he looks straight past JERCME.

However, as the Investigator ignores him and walks by, we see a
:.haunted look in Jerome’'s eves.

INT. GATTACA - TESTING LAB. DAY.

Every available TECHNICIAN is working to accommodate the testing
of the thousand or so PROGRAMMERS. Twelve testing stations
operate simultanecusly. A HOMICIDE DETECTIVE supervises each
station. JEROME reaches the head of the line. He notes an
exi1ting COLLEAGUE holding a cotton ball to his arm.

A NURSE directs Jercme to LAMAR's testing station. Lamar
deposits the previous patient‘s labeled vial into a blood
carousel under the watchful eye of a large DETECTIVE, clearly
not relishing his asaignment. Jercme rolls up his sleeve.

{ CONTINUED)
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SIZRCME
(referring to the table lined with syringes)
What’'s wich the plungers, Lamar? ‘What are
you doing, cpening a blood bank?

The syringes are clearly not Lamar‘s 1idea.

LAMAR
{(sarcastic)
The gentlemen 0of law enforcement are concerned tchat
my testing mechods may have been compromised.

Lamar inserts a fresh syringe into Jerome's arm. As Lamar draws
the blood, Jerome suddenly flinches and flexes his arm
violently, causing the needle to bend and buckle, exiting the
skin from a seccnd puncture point.

JERCME
Damn!!

Having pulled away from Lamar’'s grasp, Jerome withdraws the bent
needle himself, blood still squirting from his vein.

LAMAR
(grabbing a nearby wad <cf gauze)
Jesus--I1'm sorry, Jerome.

The large Homicide Detective winces and turns away from the red
arcing spray, a splash cf blood spattering his shoes. In the
midst of the commotion, with his practised sleight-of-hand,
Jerome removes the vial from the syringe and replaces it with
ancther concealed vial.

D - JERCME .
. {unfazed, putting Lamar at his ease)
You must be cut of practise, Lamar.

Lamar hurriedly takes the syringe from Jerome.

LAMAR
lexamining and removing the
switched vial from the bent syringe)
I've got enough here,

JEROME _
{regarding the squimish detective,
as he holds the gauze to his arm}
Need :-y more, you can always get it off his shoes.
(CONTINUED!}
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The Detective rot:ycZes tnhe spatter of blood acrcss nhis brogues
and, witch a locok cf discdain, wipes it ¢lean. He tosses the
incriminating tissue cZewn a hygenically sealed garbage shoort.

Lamar places Jercme’'s _abelled vial in the carousel where 1% .3
immediately analyzed by the computer. Jerome's “legitcimace”
Employee ID code appears on the screen - *VALID®. Another
EMPLOYEE enters the testing lab.

INT. GATTACA. DAY.

JEROME exits the zesting lab with the gauze held to his arm.
IRENE 15 standing cutsicde the door.

ZREENE
So you didn’'t do it after all.

JERCME
(jo0king darkly)
I guess scmebody beat me to it.

INT. GATTACA - MEIZZANINE FLOOR. LATER IN THE DAY.

From above, the INVESTICATCR and HUGO observe the final EMPLOYEE
exit the testing lab.

LAMAR, following the emplcyee out of the lab, throws a look ¢f
vindicaticn tO the WO COpSs.

DETECTIVE HUGO
That’'s the last,

INVESTIGATCR
Something's nct right.

CETECTIVE HUGO
{lesing hlis patience)
He’'s not here. 1It’'s a blind alley.

INVESTIGATOR
{resolute} ‘
No, we’'ve missed something. We Hoover again.

DETECTIVE HUGO
We don't have The manpower.

{CCNTINUED!
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IINVESTIGATCR

Ger i1t. From cutside, 1£f you have to.
ZETECTIVE HUGOD

From what budget?

INVESTIGATOR
{angered by Hugo's excuses)
I'll take 1t cut of your damn pension if
yYou questicn my authority one more tcime!

The INVESTIGATCR turns his back on his subordinate and idly
contemplates the nearty telecope. Hugo resignedly relays the
news to Director Josef who 1s standing some distance away.
Josef’'s immediate react.on 1s to march towards the Investigator,
Hugo trailing behind. DIRECTOR JOSEF collects himself as he
notices the Investigatcor’'s hand on the telescope.

DIRECTOR JOSEF
Would you care to look--in the telescope?

INVESTIGATCR
Thank you, no.

JIRECTOR JOSEF
istill referring to the telescope)
One lcok thrcugh there and you would know why
I can’'t possibly allow you to disrupt operations
any further.

INVESTIGATOR
(unfazed)
You’re so unconcerned that you have a killer
1n your midst.

DIRECTCR JOSEF
Right now, your presence is creating more of
a threat. I don‘'t think you have any concept
of what we do here--how meticulous our
preparaticons must be. We are about to send
twelve people through 140 million miles of
blackness to rendezvous with an cbject the size
of a house and the color of coal. So it’s rather
critical to point them in the right direction.
And we certainly don‘t need you looking over our
shoulders. Besides, I don‘t believe there 1is
any evidence that the killer is amongst us. I
don‘'t see too many other dead bodies littering
the ~lace. {(CONTINUED)
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INVESTIGATCR
{survey:ing the mostly empty facility)
No, but since there aren’‘t tco many live ones
tonight either, you won‘t mind us conducting cone
further sweep. If he does not work here, then
there should be no other trace of him.
{to Hugo)

I think you’d better get scome pecople cut of bed,
Detective.

{a thought occurs)
In the meant.me we can re-check his favorite
haunt. Even murderers have to eat.

Director Josef quietly seethes.

INVESTIGATCR
{(to Josef, referring to the telescope)
You see, Director, I prefer my microscope.

INT. EUGENZ"S CONDCMINIUM. DAY.

JEROME readies himself for an evening out - a bandage around his
arm from the needle puncture., EUGENE wheels himself in.

EUGENE
Where are we going?

JEROME
(slightly guilty)
I'm sorry. I've got plans.

EUGENE
(Eeigning hurt)
Again?

<JERCME
(referring to his bandage)
She's already geot her doubts. I have to act
like nothing’'s wrong.

EUGENE .
I'm sure you'll be very convincing.

Jerome ignores the remark.
EUGENE

wWhere are you taking her?
(CONTINUED)
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Eugene i1ccoks ar him askance,

JERCME
Everybody goes there.

EUGENE

(incredulous, glancing around the room)
You may as well invite her here,

~EROME

{afvercthought as he picks up his jacket)
Will you be okay?

EUGENE
Don‘t worry about your little pin cushion.
To be honest, I'm looking forward to having
the place to myself.

JERCME
(seeing through the bravado)
We'll still be able to talk when I'm away.
The conversac:on will just keep getting longer.

EUGENE
How long?

JEROME
By the time I'm at the Belt, yocu phone and
say, “How are you?” Forty-five minutes
later I reply, “Not bad. How are you?”

EUGENE
I guess I'd betzer have something important
to say if it takes that long to get an answer.

INT. MICHAEL'S CLUB. NIGHT.

IRENE and JERCME step coff rhe dance floor of the smoky, decadent
dinner club and take a seat at their table. Irene 1S agog at
the strange assortment of PATRONS, the cigars, the laden dessert
trolleys. It 1s all slightly off from the pristine world snhe .s
accustomed to.

IRENE
what 1s this glace? (CONTINUED!
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S ERCME
{wry smile, enjoying her fasc:natiecn)
You've never been here?
{a dessert trolley is wheeled up)
Let me crder for you.

Jerome selects a chocolate torte from the trolley. Jerome
savors a spoonful. Irene is tempted but then remembers herself.

IRENE
I'd better not.

She reaches for her elegant pill box. Jerome takes anocther
spoonful .

JERCME
So sure of what you can‘t do. Do you even
know what it tastes like, Irene?

Irene goes to deny i1t but cannot.

MICHAEL suddenly apprcaches the table with-a WAITER in tow.
Irene 1s about to steal a taste of the dessert with her finger
when their plates and glasses are whisked away and the cable
immediately hoovered. Michael whispers in Jerome's ear.

MICHAEL
Take the side door.

Jerome looks up 1n time o see DETECTIVE HUGO coming through the
front entrance with several other DETECTIVES.

DETECTIVE
(to his colleagues)
e Check for lenses, hairpleces--

A Detective shines a flashlight in the eyes of a MALE PATRON.
A SECOND DETECTIVE tugs the hair of a SECOND PATRON. Jerome
takes Irene by the hand and escorts her out of the side exit.
Several other COUPLES make for the parking lot.

IRENE
Why are we leaving?

JERCME _
(attempting to explain the hasty exit)
Those checks take forever.



EXT. MICHAEL'S CLUB - SICE ALLEY. NIGHT.

Spilling out of the exit, JERCME and IRENE find a burly

Fiain clothes DETECTIVE barr:ng their way. Before the Cetecr:ve
can say a word, Jercme nas wrapped his fist i1n his jacker sleeve
and smashed nim :n the f{ace. He ccntinues to beat =he Cetecrt:ve
until he lies motionless on the ground.

IRENE
{stunned)
Jercme!

Spying other Detectives some distance away in the parking lot,
Jerome leads Irene cut of a hidden side gate.

IRENE
what about the car?

JERCME

{grabbing her by the hand)
Let’s walk.

, IRENE
Who are they?

JERQOME
{holding nhis bruised knuckles)
It's not safe. I shouldn't have brought you here.

Jerome drags Irene across a vast, desclate lot, lit only by
moonlight. Feeling expcsed, he breaks into a run.

IRENE
I can‘t.
JERCME
{anxious)
Come cn.
IRENE

My medication. I left it back there.

JERCME
We’'ll get 1t later.
(forcing her to loock him in the eyej
Irene, please.

Irene realizes his seriousness. She begins to run with him.

The clearing 1s wider than Jerome anticipated. They are oqu
halfway across - extremely vulnerable if the Detectives think €2
ook in their directicn.
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INT. MICHAEL'S. NIGHT.

The INVESTIGATCR is grilling MICHAEL, the club’'s owner. The
Investigator suspiciocusly regards the multitude of mini-vacs in
the kitchen and the i1ncinerator burning cthe refuse.

INVESTIGATOR
{an accusing tone)
You run a clean establishment.

MICHAEL
Are you a health 1nspector?

INVESTIGATOR
{showing Vincent'’'s mugshot)
Do you recognize this man?

MICHAEL
My eyes aren‘'t so good.

INVESTIGATOR
I bet.

Hugo calls &out from the side door where he has discovered
his fallen colleagque.

- HUGO
Sir.

The Investigator hurries tgo him.

INVESTIGATOR
{to the still dazed Detective,
examining his injuries)
Did he hit you with his fist?

DETECTIVE
{head :n his hands)
More like a hammer.

INVESTIGATOR
(reprimanding the beaten Detective)
Don‘t touch your face. Don’'t swallow.
Don‘'t spit.
{ro Hugo)
Quick, clean his teeth.

Hugo uses a flashlight and a small dental-like implement to try
to pick skin from Jerome’s knuckles from between the Detective's
teech. The Investigator finds the hidden side door.



EXT. DESCLATE LOT. NIGEHET.

JEROME and IRENE continue 0 sprint across the enormous vacant
lot in tche moonlight, splashing through deposits of mud and
water. Just as the gate opens in the distance, Jerome hurls
Irene into the safery cf the undergrowth on the other side.
Irene, out of breath, desperately feels for her pulse.

IRENE
{upset, a strangled protest)
Are you trying to kill me? Are you?!
Don‘t you understand, I can’'t do thar!

Jerome tenderly removes Irene’s hand from her pulse.

. JEROME
You Jjust did.

Irene looks back across the vast clearing they have just
negotiated, realizing what she has just done.

From across -~he other side of the clearing comes an echOLng
. cxy from the center FIGURE.

INVESTIGATOR (OC)
Vvincent! Vincent!

EXT. MICHAEL'S. NIGHT.

The INVESTIGATOR is about to cry out Vincent's name cnce again
when he realizes DETECTIVE HUGO and the other DETECTIVES are
watching him, askance.

INVESTIGATCR
(to Hugo, covering his f{rustration!
What are you waiting for?

TETECTIVE HUGO
Where do we start?

INVESTIGATCR
We'll vacuum these streets .f{ we have to.

DETECTIVE |
(handing the Investigateor Irene’s p1ll box)
We caught them trying to flush these, Sir.

The Investigator carefully examines the heart pills.
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EXT. IRENE'S APARTMENT. NIGHT.

JERCME walks IRENE to the steps cf her apartment. Jercme Zninks
about departing but Irene rakes him gently oy the hand.

IRENE
So sure cof what you can‘t do.

Jerome follows ner inside.

INT. IRENE'S BEDRCOM. NIGHT.

JEROME and IRENE climb a staircase to her bedrocm. Withour
ancther word they begin to make love.

LATER THAT NIGHT JEROME cannot sleep. He rises quietly so as
not to disturb IRENE. He silently opens the double-windows of
the upstairs bedroom. He carefully gathers his pillow from the
bed and shakes it out of the window.

Slowly Jerome turns to gaze at the wood floor. In the moonlight
we see an EXTREME CLOSE UP of a single hair lying on the )
floorboards. Jerome bends and picks up the hair, trying to
identify it in the dim light. ©On his hands and knees he tries
to clean the floor with a towel. Irene turns over in the

bed. Jerome freezes but she continues to sleep. He realizes he
may be spreading even more of his skin and hair over the floor.
Cvercome with frustration and the enormity of his task, he |
cegins to guietly weep.

EXT. A FIELD. DAWN.

A light shroud of mist hangs over the trees that enci;clera
grassy clearing beyond Irene‘'s building. Something lies in the
center of the clearing.

We jump-cut to an EXTREME CLOSE UP of two or three blades of
grass. Bristles rain down on the blades. Without access to his
incinerator, the crouched, naked figure of JEROME disposes of
his whiskers, skin and hair in an open field. His clothes sit
in a neat pile at his side. He pours glycolic acid over his
body and scrubs at his back, feet and hands with a brush. There
is a haunted, tortured look in his eyes as he tries desperately
to rid himself of himself.

INT. POCL. MORNING.

The INVESTIGATOR swims cbsessively in his agquatic treadmill.
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INT. ZIRENE'S APARTMENT. LATER THAT MORNING.

Back 1n the bedroom., JERCME, partially dressed, holds IRENE
1n bed. She sofrly touches the scars on his shins.

IRENE
(referring to the scars)
What happened?

SERCME
You remember the '99 Chrysler LeBaron?
It’s the exact height of the front fender.
(shrugs)
Looked right instead of lefrt.

IRENE

{comforted by the thought)
So you're not so smart after all.

(awkward about raising the subject)
I want you %0 know--if it ever came to it--
I'd be willing to get an ovum from the Egg
Bank. In fact, I'd rather use a donor egg--

{quickly covering herself. again)
--if 1t came to it. ‘ R

JERCME
But “if it came to i1t* then it couldn’'t have your--
(searching for an appropriate body part)
--nose.
{stroking her face)
How perfect dces your child have to be?

IRENE

(mildly irritated by what she

perceives as his mocking)
You hypocrite. Do you think for one moment
you’'d be doing what you're doing if it wasn't
for who you are--what you are? Don‘t you get
any satisfact:ion knowing that your children
will be able to live to a ripe old age unless
they do something foolish?

JEROME
That'’'s precisely what scares me--that they
won't do anything foolish or courageous or
anything--worth a Goddamn.

Irene 1s taken aback by Jerome's passion, regarding him in a new
light.



INT. EUGENE'S CONDCMINIUM. MCRNING.

ZUGENE urinates into a large plastic ccntainer while drinking
bottled water at the same time. He already has several cther
czntainers of urine on the table beside him.

INT. GATTACA. MORNING.

The INVESTIGATOR and DETECTIVE HUGO keep a wary eye on the
cucficted DETECTIVES re-vacuuming the empty computer complex
with their mini-vacs.

HUGO
{reading newspaper)
My wife and I--we’‘re thinking cf starting a family.

INVESTIGATOR
{shrugs. ambivalent)
Why not?

HUGO
These new personality corrections I’'ve been
reading about. '

INVESTIGATOR
You worried about the cost?
HUGO
Not that.
INVESTIGATOR

(regarding Hugo with a condescending smile)
They said the same thing about myopia and
ocbesity. You think your children would be
less human if they were less violent, angry,

. spiteful? Maybe they’'d be more human. From
where I sit the world could stand a little
improving.

We dwell on one DETECTIVE in particular, snatching a garbage
bag frem CAESAR, the Janitor.

DETECTIVE
Don‘'t touch that. Ir’'s evidence.

He puts a pile of discarded paper cups aside for later testing.
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INT. GATTACA CCRPCRATICM. LATER THAT MCRNING.

In the wvast, empty Gatzaca ccomplex the INVESTIGATOR inspects a
specimen bag containing Jerome’'s paper cup with DIRECTOR JCSEF
and TETECTIVE HUGO.

CETECTIVE HUGO
Positive saliva match. The cup was
definitely used since the original sweep.

INVESTIGATOR

So we have two choices. Either our suspect
came back to the murder scene for a drink of
water and I don’'t know anybody that thirsty or...

{locking out over the empty complex)
...he Is here.

{resoluce)
We test again. You‘re right, Hugo, this was a
desperate act. Someone had a lot to lose that
night--perhaps their place in line.

{to Director Josef)
I'd like the profiles of everyone with an
upcoming mission.

CIRECTCR JOSEF
(nervous)
Twelve have a mission within the week.

INVESTIGATOR
This time I will supervise each test personally.

INT/EXT. GATTACA. MORNING.

JERCME and IRENE walk towards the entrance to Gattaca. Spying
- the Homicide Investigaticn trucks parked at the rear of the
"-building and the silhouette of the INVESTIGATOR in the doorway,
Jerome pulls up sharply. Irene notices his unease.

IRENE
What is ire?

SERCME
I forgot scmeching--something at home.
I'll see you later.

Jerome kisses her. Irene, also aware of the trucks,
interrogates Jerome with her eyes.

IRENE
I'll miss you. (CONTINUEL)
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Jerome 1s sc:ll fcoccussed cn the entranceway.

IRENE
{looking skywards)
--when you go away.

JEROME
We could go together one day.

Irene considers the i1dea. She enters Gattaca alone.

INT. GATTACA AERCSPACE CORPORATION - CCMPUTER COMPLEX. DAY. -

IRENE prepares a stack cf ID photos of CREW MEMBERS for the
INVESTIGATOR. She closely inspects the doctored photo of
JEROME, hesitating before adding it to the file.

The camera dwells on JEROME‘s vacant work station. The.
INVESTIGATOR curiocusly regards the empty chair. He is
accompanied by DETECTIVE HUGO, DIRECTOR JOSEF and IRENE.

DETECTIVE HUGO _
He's the only absentee. . -

DIRECTOR JQOSEF
A4 little nausea. Quite common.

INVESTIGATOR
At least it‘s nothing contagious.

DIRECTOR JOSEF
{unduly agitated)
I will not permit any further testing on the
eve of a mission. We’'re already counting
backwards.

The INVESTIGATOR ignores Josef and takes a pocket knife from his

jacket. He prises out the “ESC” key from Jercme’'s keyboard,
places the key in a specimen bag and deposits it 1n his jacket.

{CONTINUED)
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IRENE
{pilcking up a phone)
T'1]l call and let him know.

The Investigator gently but firmly removes the phone from
Irene‘s hand and replaces the receiver in the cradle,

INVESTIGATCR
Let’'s not spoil the surprise.
(to Irene)
I understand you can show us the way.

The anxious Director Josef calls out to protest cone further
time but the Investcigaror 1s on his way out of the door.

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE GATTACA. DAY.

Qutside the entrance to Gattaca, trying to hail a taxi, JEROME
is startled to see a car carrying the INVESTIGATOR, DETECTIVE

HUGO and IRENE roar cut of the dr;veway. JEROME calls on his
portable wristphone. .

INT. EUGENE'S CONDCMINIUM. DAY.

EUGENE, at his window, filling sachets as usual, hesitates
befcre answering the ,hone
EUGENE
Hello?
~ JEROME (OC}
How would you like zo be yourself for the day?
EUGENE
{(nonchalant)

I was never very good at it, remember?

INT. EUGENE'S CONDCMINIUM / HALLWAY. DAY.
With a look of resolve, EUGENE hangs up the phone.
He wheels his chair up to the sweeping staircase and regards the

first cof many dozen steps. The daunting staircase spirals away
above him,
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INT. INVESTIGATCR'S TiR. ZAY.
HUGD drives. The INVESTIZATCR looks to IRENE in the rear seart.

INVESTIGATCR
{aunting)
You don’'t know wno he is, do you, Irene?

He hands her the pill box found in Michael‘s.

INVESTIGATCR
You think you have problems?

INT. EUGENE'S CCNDCO/JERCME'S CONDO. DAY,

Having wheeled his chair cut of sight, EUGENE eases himself out
of his wheelchair and onto the floor. Using his elbows,
commando-style, dragging his lifeless legs behind him, he
proceeds to crawl across the floor and up the first step of the
long spiral staircase. We observe his agonizingly slow progress
up a staircase that, from Eugene’'s point of view, appears to
have doubled in length. : . o : :

EXT. CONDOMINIUM CCMPLEX. DAY.

The INVESTIGATOR and CETECTIVE HUGO emerge from their car with
IRENE in tow. They take in the 1mpressive complex - the
Investigator gets a glimpse of the empty pool. They approach
the intercom at the entrance.

INT. JEROME'S CONDOMINIUM. DAY.

EUGENE, bathed in sweat, finally crests the landing of the
staircase. No respite. As he drags himself across the flcoor
the internal phone rings. He frantically stretches up and
knocks the phone off 1ts hook so he can talk from his prone
position on the floor.

INT. CONDOMINIUM - LCBBY. LDAY.

IRENE is on the phone, closely watched by the INVESTIGATOR and
DETECTIVE HUGO.

EUGENE (OC) ‘
(through intercom, no trace of his distress)
Hello.
(CCNTINUED)
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IRENE
{a mcment’'s hesitaticn)
sercme~--7

TUGENE
Hello, sweetheart. Come on up.

INT. JEROME'S CONDCMINIUM. DAY.

With no mean effort, ZUGENE finally manages to replace the phone
on its cradle. He desperately crawls up onto the sofa.

However, spying the upr:ght vacuum cleaner in the open clcsert,
he 1s forced to crawl —here and remove the vacuum bag. He
frantically crawls back towards the sofa and stuffs the bag
behind a cushion.

INT. JEROME'’'S CONDCMINIUM. DAY.

IRENE énters the door deliberately left ajar, closely followed. .
by the INVESTIGATOR and DETECTIVE HUGQO.. EUGENE is propped up on
the sofa, TV remote control placed in his useless hand to cover
his paralysis. He has a stainless steel bowl next to him and
has crossed his lifeless legs for a more natural effectc. Eugene
calmly motions the confused Irene towards him.

ZUGENE
Where’'s my Ki1ss?

The Investigator scrutinizes Irene‘'s reaction. With only the

merest hesitation she rakes her cue from Eugene and kisses

him affectionately on the forehead. She perches herself on the
. arm of the sofa. Eugene takes the opportunity to rest his
"*hand on her leg.

IRENE
Good to see you‘re feeling better.

EUGENE
Now you’re nere. Who are your “friends”?

IRENE
It's about the Director.

EUGENE
(feigning boredom)
Again?
{ CONTINUED)
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The Investigater slowly circles Eugene, regarding him with the
ytmost scrutiny. He compares his face to the doctored Gatraca

ID photo - a passable likeness. Eugene bends towards che bowl
and dry retches.

EUGENE
Forgive me for not getting up.

Irene puts a comforting hand on Eugene's shoulder.

IRENE
{to the Investigator)
Couldn't we do this another time?

INVESTIGATCR
I don't believe so.

Detective Hugo takes a seat in the chair beside the sofa and
unpacks a syringe from the kit he carries.

. DETECTIVE HUGD
This won't take a moment.

Detective Hugo swabs Eugene’s inner arm. All eyes are trained
on the tip of the needle as it punctures the vein,.

EUGENE
(reassuring to Irene, referring to
the blood flowing into the syringe)
It‘'s okay. Maybe they can find out what I‘'ve got.

Under the Investigator's watchful eye, Detective Hugo withdraws
the syringe and immediately inserts a small amount of the blood
into the portable analyzer he wears. Naturally, it confirms
that Eugene is Jercme.

Irene does her best to conceal her shock. Hiding his
frustration, the Investigator distractedly tours the rocom while
Hugo packs up his gear. The Investigator idly toys with

the telescope pointed out of the window.

Next he wanders towards the closet and reaches for the doorkncb.

INVESTIGATOR
Mind if I take a leak?

EUGENE
As long as you don‘t do it in my closet.
(nodding to the other side of the room)
QOver there.



INT. JEROME'S CONDCMINITM - ZATHRCOM. CAY.

The INVESTIGATOR immediately pulls a specimen bag from his
jacket pocket and closely inspects the stainless steel =Zoilet
and sink. They are k-zh spotless. The shower sczall is also
scrupulously clean. He flushes the toilet and exits.

Lost in thought, the INVESTIGATCOR apprecaches the closet again
and wheels out Jerome’'s upright vacuum c¢leaner. He 1is
disappointed a second time to find no vacuum bag inside. The
Investigator returns the vacuum cleaner to the closet and
produces a mini-vac from Detective Hugo‘s crime bag.

INVESTIGATOR
(to Eugene, referring to the mini-vac)
May I?

EUGENE
Clean the whole house if you want.

IRENE
(taking Eugene‘’'s lead)
Actually, the kitchen needs doing.

The Investigator switches on the mini-vac to take a specimen
from the floor, then promptly kills the machine. Looking down,
the Investigator notices the trail of Eugene’s perspiration
on the highly polished floor leading to the spiral staircase. -

Eugene, reading the Investigator’'s mind, goes to call out but
the words remain frozen on his tongue. Hugo follows his
superior as they start to descend the stairs. Irene and Eugene
are left staring at cne ancther.

. INT. CONDQ - STAIRCASE. CAY.

JEROME catches the merest glimpse of the INVESTIGATOR and
DETECTIVE HUGO before he slips behind a doorway 1n Eugene’s
condominium,

Jerome anxiously regards Eugene's empty wheelchair sitting
there. On the stairs, Hugo’'s phone rings.

DETECTIVE HUGO (0OC)
{into phone, increasingly encouraged)
Yes?...Yes...yes...

The Investigator is already at the foot of the stairs in

Eugene's condo when the Detective calls to him,
[{CONTINUED)
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(urgentc, to Investigator)
Zome quickly. We have him.

The Investigator’'s eyes light up. He retraces his steps
up the staircase after Cetective Hugo.

INT. JEROME'S CCNDCMINIUM. DAY.

JEROME, white as a ghost, climbs the stairs, emerging into nhis
own condominium. He embraces the beaming EUGENE, still sitting
on the sofa.

JERCME
{numb )
How are you, Jercme?

EUGENE
Not bad, Jerome.

E ‘ JERCME = .
How the hell did you get here?

EUGENE
(deadpan) ‘
I could always walk. I‘'ve been faking 1it.

Jerome almost laughs, despite the situation. Only now does he
netice Irene on the other side of the room, her mind racing.
She looks at Jerome and Eugene together and runs from the
apartment.

JERCME
(calling after her)

Irene.

Jerome goes to follow her but Eugene steps him.,

INT. CRIME LABORATCRY. CAY.

An EXTREME CLOSE UP of dried blood - brittle and cracking - on
a pair of soiled latex gloves. A latex head mask, suit of
clothes and shoce covers are similarly caked. The INVESTIGATCR
and DETECTIVE HUGO watch as a white-coated FORENSIC TECHNICIAN
feeds a minute sample of the dried blood into an analyzer.

(CCNTINUED)
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The INVESTIGATCR wanders over to a one-way glass windeow thrcugh
wnich he can observe DIRECTCR JOSEF, sitting numb but strangely
serene 1n an interrogaticn room. The Investigator, in a snate

of shcck himself, cannot yet bring himself to believe what .3
plainly obvious.

INVESTIGATCR
{gazing at the Director, struggling

to come to grips with the turn of events)
This can't be him,

The Detective regards his superior incredulously, rntrigued that
he could still cling so stubbornly to his theory in the face of
such overwhelming evidence.

DETECTIVE HUGO
{intrigued)
We found his spit in the dead director’s eye.
He's signed a confession--supplied us with the
sult he wore on the night. What more do you
want? '

INVESTIGATOR
{a trace of desperation, grasping at straws)
Luca could stcill be an accomplice.

The Investigator wipes the perspiraticon from his brow with a
tissue and drops the tissue into the trash.

DETECTIVE HUGO
There 15 no one else. Josef acted alcone. A
conflict over the upcoming mission. We can
all go home.

":The Investigator turns away, unwilling or unable to accept the
explanation. Hugo regards the Investigator with a trace of

sympathy. He furtively retrieves the Investigator‘s tissue
from the trash.

INT. GATTACA. DAY.

SEROME sits in a formal briefing room with the other CREW
MEMBERS of his mission, receiving their final pre-flight
instructicns. LAMAR looks on approvingly.

(CCNTINUED)
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MISSICN CTMMANDER
--Finally, I'd i.Xe to welcome Navigatcr Morrow
2n his debut mission--i1f we get lost out there,
nobcdy has a map of the heavens in his head l:ke
Jercme.

Jerome looks up bashfully.

MISSICN COMMANDER

{adopting a more serious tone)
I'm gratified that there is no longer a cloud
hanging over tcmorrow’s launch. " Now we can put
this unpleasantness behind us and concentrate
on the task at hand. I don’'t have to tell you how
impertant this mission is--the Belt could hold
the key to the origin of life - why we are what
we are.

({inject:ing a note of levity)
I know many of you have been asking that
question about me for long enough.

(referring to a projected photograph

of a misshapen asteroid behind his head)
Gaspra--how could something so ugly hold so
many beautiful secrets?

Polite smiles from his colleagues.

MISSICN COMMANDER
Enjoy your final evening with your families.
We’'ll all be a year older when they see
us next. And don‘t be late tomorrow. You
don‘t want to miss this.

. We focus on Jerome. He appears to have his head in the heavens
‘s already.

INT. CRIME LAB. NIGHT.

The tormented INVESTIGATCR lies on the floor of his lab, staring
at the ceiling. He winces in discomfort. He is lying on
something. He rolls over and retrieves the irritation from his
pocket. It is the “ESC* computer key he prized from Jercme's
keyboard.

He gazes at the key for a moment and then gets to his feet. He
resurrects an ~ld fingerprint kit from a cupboard. Carefully
removing the key from -he specimen bag - marked, “MORROW,
Jerome® - he begins to dust it for a fingerprint. (CONTINUED)
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He places the key uncer a camera. The enlarged print appears
on the lefthand side ¢f his computer screen. The wcrd “MATCH"
blinks onto the screen. However the face that appears from the
computer’s databank s neot that of “MORROW, Jerome” but

“LUCA, Vincent®. The Investigator regards the photograph in
disbelief.

DETECTIVE HUGO casually enters the lab, something odd in his
nonchalant demeanor.

INVESTIGATOR
{excited)
Hugo! I‘ve found him!

HUGO
I've found him too.

INVESTIGATOR
(not listening, referring to his discovery)
A fingerprint. There’s something to be
sa:i for nostalgia. '
{realizing what Hugo has said)
wWhat did you £ind? '

Hugo puts a specimen bag on the counter. It contains the
Investigator’'s discarded tissue. The Investigator does
not recognize it.

DETECTIVE HUGO
It’s not exactly him.

INVESTIGATOR
(interest piqued)
Where did you get this?

The Investigator immediately deposits the tissue into an
analyzer.

DETECTIVE HUGO
{referring to the tissue)
But this man does share some comnon
characteristics with your suspect. Not sO
many but enough. It appears the eyelash
does have a brother--of a kind.

The Investigator realizes the significance and looks guiltily
to Hugo. Hugo exits the lab, leaving the Investigator tO stare
at his own FACE in his analyzing machine.



INT. GATTACA - JANITCZR'S LOCKER ROCM. NIGHT.

ZJAESAR, the old janitcr, enters the locker room. He s abcut =2

wearily open his lccker when he senses another presence i1n the
ISOm.

He turns to find JEROME sitting there on a bench. Although
clearly delighted, CAESAR tries to disguise his pleasure.

CAESAR

So you've finally seen sense and come back
to your old job, Vincent.

JEROME
Not yet, I'm afraid.

CAESAR
No? What's keeping you?

JERCME
I guess I'm a slow learner.

| CAESAR
I guess so. .
(locking up through the
small window)
Well, while you’'re up there, maybe you could
tidy the place up a bit.

SJEROME
I'll see what I can do.

The two men embrace, Caesar breaking off before Jerome.

CAESAR
And don‘t go getting everybody lost cut there.
You'll give us a bad name. You won't have
me to keep an eye ¢n you, you know.

JEROME
{glancing to Caesar'’'s locker)
By the way, I left some trash in your locker.

CAESAR
(happy to oblige}
I'll take care of it.

Jerome departs. Caesar watches him go and turns back to his
locker. He opens it to find a brand new, high-tech telescope
sitting inside.

{CONTINUED)
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The old janitor gets gver his surprise and beams brcadly -

he looks back 1n Jerome'’'s direction but he has gone. The

old janitor cannot help himself and reverently reaches for :the
teiescope’s eyepiece.

INT. GATTACA - CCMPUTER COMPLEX. NIGHT.

In the dimly-lit, empty computer complex, JEROME takes a last
look around. He sits at his computer, one final time replaying
the graphic representation of his path through the cosmeos that
he is on the eve cf taking for real.

He nctices the key missing £rom his keyboard. Instantly
realizing the significance, he rises from his seat to flee.

INVESTIGATOR
Yincent--

Jerome is stopped in his tracks by the sound of hlS gzven name
and the voice rthat calls it.

He makes no further attempt Lo E&ee but turns to face his
pursuer. The Investigator steps out of the shadows.

INVESTIGATCR
Vincent, what are you running from?

SJERCME
{disturbingly calm)
From Vincent.

The two men face each other for the first time in a long
. time. The Investigator 1s transfixed by Jerome’'s face -
‘i scarcely able to believe his eyes.

INVESTIGATCR
Has it been so lcng, you don’t remember
who I am?

JERCME

(nedding to the Investigator’s badge)
Maybe it°'s you who's forgotten.

(meecing his gaze)
what are you doing here, Anton?

It is finally apparent the Investigator is Jerome'’'s youhger
Erother Anton [AS WE SHALL REFER TO THE INVESTIGATCR FOR THE
REMAINDER QF THE F1IL W] {CONTINUED)
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ANTCN
I could ask you the same question.
(glancing to the impressive complex)
I have a right to be here, you don’'t.

Jerome smiles at condescendingly.

JEROME
You almost sound like you believe that.

ANTON
(ignaoring the remark, extending his hand)
Come with me niw, Vincent. You’‘ve gone as far
as you can go.

JERCME
{refusing Anton’s hand, glancing
to the telescope above them)
There are a few million miles to go vet.

ANTON
{adamant)
It's over.
JERCME

(shaking his head) :
Is that the only way you can succeed, Anton,
to see me fail? '

ANTON
It's for the best.

JEROME
{increasingly angered)
God, even you want to tell me what I can’‘t do.
In case you hadn’'t noticed, Anton, I don't
need rescuing. But you did, once.

Anton is clearly stung by the memory.

JERCME
(goading)
Well? You have all the answers. How 1s that
possible?
ANTCN
{resolute)

You didn‘t beat me that day. I beat myself.
{CONTINUED)
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whe are you Crylng oo convince?
ANTCHN
tangry!
I will prove 1t to you. Come swim with
me now, Vincent. HNow--tonight.

Jerome regards Antcn with a xnowing smile. Somewhere in Gattaca
a phone rings.

INT/EXT. IRENE’'S CAR QUTSITE CONDOMINIUE COMPLEX. NIGHT.

IRENE, sitting in her car outside Jerome’'s condominium, hangs up
her portable phone. In her agitation, her finger involuntarily
goes to her pulse. She catches herself and remcves the finger
from her wrist as if .t has burned her. S5She exits the car.

INT. JERCME'S CONDCMINIUM/EUGENE'S CONDCMINIUM . NIGHT.

IRENE quietly knocks on Jercme'’'s docr but there is no response.
Trying the nandle, the door opens. Her curiosity takes her
inside. All is gquiet. IRENE calls ocut.

TIRENE
Hello.

No reply. Irene hesitantly ventures further, drawn to the
spiral staircase. She tentatively makes her way down the stairs
and into Eugene‘s dimly lit condominium. With wonder and
reverence, she examines the instruments and samples laid out on
Eugene's work benches. She opens the refrigerator in the
bathrocom and inspects the samples and sachets. Finally she
regards the empty incinerator,.

EUGENE (0OC)
Quite something, isn't it?

Irene curns.

Eugene has entered thrcugh the mirrored door, not at all
displeased by her unexpected visic.

EUGENE
(referring to the incinerator)
That's where we get rid of the traces of him
although we never truly succeeded, {CONTINUED!
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IRENE
I've been looking for him. Do you know where
he is?
EUGENE
(unconcerned)

He’'s probably just leaving some more of me
around the place before he goes.

Eugene idly inspects one of the blood sachets.

EUGENE
Con’t be deceived, Irene. These are
just the clothes. He has to wear them.
Something I could never do.

IRENE
What ‘s wrong with him?

EUGENE
(sympathetic smile) :
You nave more in common than you -know.

Irene’'s hand involuntarily goes to her heart.

- EUGENE
But they say his is already ten thousand beats
overdue. I have my doubts..
(Wwry smile)
For all my gifrs, they could never engineer
me a heart like Vincent's.

Irene turns back to the incinerator, lost in thought.

EXT. BEACH. NIGHT.

JERCME and ANTON walk down a dune together towards the beach not
far from Gattaca - an ocean beach pounded by an angry. black
sea. Jerome picks up a sharp piece of shell and slices the end
of his thumb. A drcp of blood cozes out. He offers the shell
Co Anton but Anton deoes not take it.

Both men begin to disrobe. The brothers stand beside each other
on the sand once again - Anton still the more athletically-built
of the two.

Together, they enter the raging surf. Diving through the
breaking waves, they begin to swim. {CONTINUED)
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In the mocnlit night, we watch their two bodies swimming side by
side, They swim a long distance, Anton waiting for his brother
to tire. But the pace does not slacken. Anton pulls up :n the
water. Sensing his brother 1s no longer beside him, Jerocmé also
pulls up. They tread water several yards aparct.

ANTON
{attempting to conceal his distress)
How are you dcing this, Vincent? How
have you done any of this?

~EZROME
Now 1s your chance to find out.

Jerome swims away a second time. Ancon is forced to follow
cnce again. Angry now, gritting his teeth, Anton calls
upon the same determination we have witnessed during his
constant swimming in the pool. He puts on a spurt. slowly-
reeling in Jercme.

Anton gradually draws alongside Jerome, certain that this effort
. will demoralize his older brother. But Jerome has been foxing: -
walting for him to catch up. Jerome smiles at Anton. With
almost a trace of sympathy, he forges ahead again. Anton 1is
forced to go with him. They swim again for a long distance.

It is Anton who gradually becomes demoralized - his strokes -

weaken, his will draining away. Anton pulls up, exhausted and

fearful. Jerome alsoc pulls up. However his face displays none
of Anton’'s anxiety.

They tread water several vards apart. The ocean is choppier
now. The view of the lights on the shore is obscured by the
peaks of the waves.
b
ANTCN
(panic starting to show)
Vincent, where‘s the shore? We’'re teco far out.
We have to go back!

JERCME
(calling back) .
Too late for that. We're closer to the other side.

anton looks towards the empty horizon.

(CONTINUED)
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ANTON
what other side? How far do you want tc go?!
Do you want to drown us both?
{beccming hysterical)
How are we going to get Lack?!

Jerome merely smiles back at his younger brother, a disturbingly
serene smile.

JERCOME
{eerily calm)
You wanted to know how I did iv. That's

how I did it, Anton. I never saved anything
for the swim back.

Anton stares at Jercme, aghast. The two men face each other in
silence, treading water several yards apart in the dark, rolling
ocean.

Jerome turns and heads back towards the shore. Anton 1s left
alone with the terrifying reallzaczon _The only sdund, the wind
and the water.

EXT. CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT.

JEROME, dishevelled and distressed, arrives back at the
condominium. He notices IRENE standing at the edge of the pool.

She turns. He approaches her. They stand several yards apar:.
Looking into each other’'s eyes, they do not speak. Jerocme
abruptly pulls a hair from his head - for once one of his own.

JEROME
(wry smile, offering the hair to Irene)
Here, take 1it.

Irene takes the hair, the significance not lost on her.
JEROME
{echoing Irene’'s words frcm
their £first encounter)
If you’'re still interested, let me know.
Irene contemplates the hair in her fingers for a moment. then
deliberately lets it fall to the ground.

(CONTINUELD)
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IRENE
(never taklng her eyes from him, echoing

Jerome's words from their first enccunter)
Sorry., the wind caught ic.

Once again there is not a breath of wind. The hair lies,
plainly visible on the edge of the pool.

From an upstairs windocw, EUGENE observes the couple.

INT. JERCME'S CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT.

We watch the silhouette of IRENE and JEROME making love in
the bedrocm.

INT. EUGENE'S CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT.

EUGENE, sitting in his darkened room, unscrews the cap of a
plastic container and places it on a nearby table We remain . -
on Eugene’'s face as he opens his fly. B

INT. JERCME’'S CONDCMINIUM. NIGHT.

IRENE and JEROME lie in bed together after making love. For
once Jerome is able to sleep unconcerned. It is Irene who lies
awake, head against JEROME'S chest, listening to the sound of
his erratically beating heart. However it has a scothing
effect on her.

She kisses Jerome and reluctantly rises from the bed.
JERCME
{awakening)
A year is a long time.

IRENE
Not so long--just once around the sun.

Jerome smiles. For once Irene appears to be looking forward
to the trip. She exits the room.
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INT. INCINERATOR. MCRNING.

Inside the incinerator, JERCME scrapes away at himself - for the
final ctime. He wistfully regards the brush in his hand.

INT. EUGENE'S CCNDOMINIUM. MORNING.

JEROME, dressed for his departure, emerges down the spiral
staircase into Eugene’'s condo. Jerome notices several suitcases
at the foot of the stairs.

EUGENE wheels into the room.

ZUGENE
I have your samples ready.

JEROME
(confused)
Have you forgotten? I don‘t need any samples
where I'm going.

EUGENE
(meeting Jerome'’'s gaze)
No, but you might need scme when you get back.

Eugene wheels across the room and opens the mirrored door. The
water vapcor billows out. Jerome regards Eugene.

Eugene leads Jerome inside for the first time.

Inside are two rows of four identical, industrial refrigerators.
They contain thousands of blood and urine specimens.

Jerome regards them with awe and more than a little unease.

EUGENE
Everything you need to last you two lifetimes.

EUGENE points out an extra specimen of semen in the first
refrigerator.

EUGENE
There‘s an extra specimen. I wish I
could give it to her myself.
{afterthought)
But then, you always were better at being me.

Eugene leads the way out of the refrigerated room.

(CONTINUED!
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JERCME
(struggling t©o ccme to terms
with the discovery)
Why have you dcne this?

EUGENE
{as he seals the mirrored door)
In case you get hack before I do.

< EROME
Where are you going?

EUGENE
{glancing to the suitcases)
I'm travelling toe.

Jerome goes to question Eugene’s travel plans but thinks better
of it. He kneels before his friend and embraces him.

JERCME
Thank you.

EUGENE :
I got the better end of the deal. I just
lent you my body--you lent me your dream.

Jerome smiles and hugs Eugene a final time. Eugene stuffs an
envelope into Jerome's pocket.

EUGENE
{referring to the note,
glancing heavenwards)
Not until you‘re upstairs.

‘e Joarome exits. Eugene watches him go.

INT. GATTACA - DEPARTURE LOUNGE. NIGHT.

JEROME enters a large holding area along with his other eleven
CREW MEMBERS.

Jerome’s heart sinks as he recognizes LAMAR, greeting the crew
for one final unexpected substance test. His colleagues

groan good-naturedly but it is clearly far more than an .
inconvenience to Jerome. He looks towards the door he has just
entered but there is no way back. One by one the crew are
ushered behind a screen. B3Sefore he can think of a way out, Lt
1s Jerome’s turn. He enters the cubicle. (CONTINUED)
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JERCME

{as he takes the plastic cup from Lamar)
What's this, Lamar?

LAMAR
New policy.

From behind, we see Jerome unzip his fly. However for once
Jerome doces not urinate on cue - unused to operating his own
equipment in front of the physician.

LAMAR
{intrigued by the
out-cf-character discharge)
Flight got you nervous?

JERCME
There’s a problem, Lamar.

LAMAR,
(apparently not listening)
Did I ever tell you about my son, Jerome? He's .
a big fan of yours. He wants to apply here.

Jerome realizes he has no choice. Resigned to his fate, he
begins to £ill the cup.

JERCME
{as he urinates)
Just remember, Lamar, I could have gone up
and back and nobody would have been the wiser--

LAMAR
{cutting him off)
--Unfortunately my son‘s not all that they
promised. But then, who knows what he could do.

Lamar takes the cup from Jerome in his gloved hand. Jercme
anxiously watches his sample poured into the analyzer.
Confirming Jerome‘’s worst fears, the face of 20-YEAR-OLD VINCENT
appears on the computer screen. However Lamar does not look at
the screen. He stares Jercme 1in the eye.

LAMAR
For future reference--
(a brief glance to where
Jerome has just zipped his fly}
--righthanded men don‘t hold it with their
lefrt. It’s just one of those things. (CONTINUED)
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Never looking at the screen, Lamar presses a buttcon marked,
*VALID".

LAMAR
(knowing smile)
Have a safe trip, Vincent.

Jerome exits up a long enclosed escalator, realizing that Lamar
has known all along.

INT. EUGENE'S CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT.

EUGENE knocks back a vodka. With a certain reverence he places
his silver medal around his neck.

INT. ESCALATOR. NIGHT.

At the top of a long escalator, the door to a craft is secured.

INT. EUGENE’'S CONDOMINIUM. '-NIGHT.

Eugene’s wheelchair, empty, sits beside the door of the
incinerator, also secured.

EXT. LAUNCHPAD. NIGHT.

A CLOSE UP of the flame of a rocket’'s engines igniting - the
ball of fire engulfs the launchpad - filling the screen.
INT. EUGENE’'S CONDOMINIUM - INCINERATOR. NIGHT.

Inside the incinerator another ball of fire - this time
engulfing the unseen figure of EUGENE. We glimpse the medal
around his neck, melting in the fierce blaze.

EXT. GATTACA - LAUNCHPAD. NIGHT.

As we have seen so often in the past, a rocket launches into

the sky over Gattaca - however on this occasion it carries
Jerome.
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INT. SPACECRAFT. NIGHT.

We focus cn JERCME's face - seeing little if any of the crafrt.
Jerome’'s eyes are closed. His head 1s still - alarmingly still.
Could the launch itself have been too much for him? He hear the
thoughts in his head.

JEROME (VQ)

we came from the stars so they say, now
it‘’s time to go back. If I was conceived
today, I would not get beyond eight cells,
and yet here I am. In a way they were
right, I don’t have the heart for this world.

(pause)
The questicon is, why I am having so much
trouble dying?

Jerome’s eyes blink open. He holds the letter from Eugene in
his hand. It contains no words, merely a lock of EUGENE'S hair
- for once preserved solely for its sentimental value. The
hair, weightless, flcats off the page.

We focus on a porthole looking out upon a starscape.

A STARSCAPE

As we pan across the constellations, a title is superimposed
upon the starscape:

In a few short years, scientists will
have completed the Human Genome Project,
the mapping of all the genes that make
up a human being.

After 4 billion years of evolution by the
slow and clumsy method of natural selection,
we have now evolved to the point where we
can direct our own evolution.

The first title is replaced in the heavens by a second title.

If only we had agquired this knowledge
sooner, the following people would never
have been born:

A succession of portraits and photographs of RENCWNED and
HISTORIC FIGURES fades in and out of the constellations -.the
accompanying titles list their affliction rather than their
accomplishments.

(CONTINUED)
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HCOMER
8l:ind frem birth

NAPQOLECN BONAPARTE
Epilept:ic

COLETTE
Archricic

LOU GERHIG
Amyotrophlic Lateral Sclercsis
{Lcu Gerhig'’'s Disease)

RITA HAYWORTH
A.zheimer‘s Disease

HELEN KELLER
3l:nd and deaf

STEPHEN HAWKING
Leu Gerhig’s Disease

JACKIE JOYNER-KERSEE
Asthmatic

CHARLES DARWIN
Chronic invalid

The face of Charles Darwin fades off and another title appears
out of the stars.

Even Charles Darwin, the man who told of
the survival of the fittest, numbered
amongst ocur frailest.

‘fhe title fades off and is replaced by one final title in the
night sky.

Of course, the other birth that would
surely never have taken place 15 your own.

CUT TO BLACK
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