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CONTINUED 

He roughly forces on top of her but she remains defiant. 

VALERIE 
Are you so much more alive, Investigator? 

INVESTIGATOR 
(parting her legs) 

I'm not you to talk. 

INTI EXT. IRENE'S CAR. NIGHT. 

IRENE drives, JEROME at her side. Cars are being flagged down 
by uniformed POLICE OFFICERS. Irene slows down behind the car 
in front. Spying an OFFICER shine a flashlight in the eyes of 
the MALE DRIVER up ahead, Jerome wipes the contact lenses from 
his eyes and flicks them out of the passenger window when Irene 
is not looking. 

An OFFICER approaches Jerome and, without a word, opens an 
electronic testing kit worn on his hip. He. removes a sterilized 
Q-tip and motions for Jerome to ·open his' mouth so he can scrape 
a culture. uerome waves his hand in front of his mouth, 
feigning embarrassment. 

JEROME 
(conspiratorial wink to the Officer) 

Better net. 
Inodding in Irene's direction) 

Don't want to give you a 
specimen ... if you get my meaning. 

IRENE plays along, shrugging coyly at the cop. 

·:we see an EXTREME CLOSE UP of Jerome's hand as he furtively 
retrieves a hair follicle attached to his shirt cuff. With the 
hair already in his fingers, he pretends to pluck a hair from 
his head, faking a wince at the appropriate moment. 

The cop, wearing transparent latex gloves, takes the follicle 
and places it in a receptacle in his kit. After a short moment 
the hair confirms JEROME's driving ID which appears on the kit's 
electronic screen. As the cop departs, Irene looks 
questioningly at Jerome. 

JEROME 
Thanks. 

(answering her unasked question) 
You never know where those swabs have been. (CONTINUED) 



CONTINUED 

:rene nods, however c~early ~ot convinced. She shakes t~e deubt 
f::-om her ml.nd. 

:RE.'ffi 
I want to show you something. 

She accelerates away. ~e see the road ahead from Jerome's ?OV. 
Without his contact lenses, it is a blur. 

INT. MICHAEL'S CLUB. NIGHT. 

After closing time, suited DETECTIVES vacuum the club in · .... hl.ch 
Jerome and Eugene d~ned the previous evening. MICHAEL, the 
owner, looks on disda~nfully. Waiting in the baCkground, the 
regular CLEANERS - most ll.kely 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 on-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 ~owards 
him are nothing but a series of fast-moving blurs - blurs that 
merge together. He is unable to distinguish between the 
vehicles or judge their distance. 

IRENE 
(calling back urgently from the 
other side, mindful of the light 
beglnning 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 Irene 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) 
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CONT!NUE,D 

He shakes ehe idea from his head and eurns back co ehe sw~ft:y­
f :ow~ng highway. He makes up his ml.nd - he cannoe allow h~::1Sel f 
co be shamed, even ae c~e risk of life and limb. Hardly even 
glancing ae ehe eraffic, he suddenly boles blindly across ~~e 
road. Headlighcs hurcling cowards him, cars forcuieously 
brushing pasc his heels, horns blaring. Jerome makes a f~nal 
leap co che haven of che far curb, che rush of air from a large, 
fasc-moving cruck blowing him che final inches co che sidewalk. 

Irene is scunned by che near miss. She is abouc co commenc buc 
Jerome cakes her by che arm and ushers her cowards che dunes. 

JEROME 
Come on. We'll ml.SS ic. 

EXT. BEACH. DAWN. 

JEROME and IRENE huddle beneach an overcoac as che sun crescs 
che horizon. scaining che sky wich an ochre blush. 

IRENE 
Whac did I cell you? 

Jerome nods. However, co his eyes che rising yolk is noching 
but an ouc-of-focus, abscracc ink blot. 

IRENE 
I envy you, ~ercme. 

~EROME 
You'll be nexc. 

IRENE 
I don't chink so. The only crip I'll make 
l.n space is around che sun--

(leccl.ng a handful of sand 
slip ehrough her fingers) 

--on chis sacellice right here. 

Irene curns co Jerome. 

IRENE 
(blurcl.ng ouc what's really on her mind) 

--Listen, I don't want to waste your time 
and I really don't want you to waste mine. 
I don't know whac you're after but I have 
a feeling I'm noc lC. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CCN'I'INUED 

Irene suddenly takes .jercme's hand and puts 1t up her 
sweater, onto her breast. Although taken aback, .jerome makes 
no effort ~o w1thdraw h1s hand. 

:?ENE 
(enjoY1ng his unease) 

It's here. My heart . 
(adding quickly) 

I'm careful--weekly check-ups. 
drug maintenance program, blood 
diet--

I'm on a 
thinners, 

(slowly removing his hand) 
I just want you to know what you'd be gett1ng 
yourself. into. 

JEROME 
What exactly ~s wrong? 

IRENE 
Nothing yet. I'll start experiencing 
symptoms in my late- fifties .. 

(matter-of-fact) 
But unless they come up with something between 
now and then, ::: 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. 

:RE."<E 
Of course I th1nk about it every day . 

.JEROME 
(still not quite recovered from his surprise) 

Of course. 

INT. POOL. MORNING. 

The INVESTIGATOR SW1ms h1S race with the unseen opponent. The 
Investigator's ASSISTANT, carrying a phone, tries to attract h1S 
attention. 

EXT. JEROME'S POOL. MORNING. 

JEROME sits at his own pools ide in his robe, feet dangling over 
the edge, smok1ng a clgarette. EUGENE, from his wheelchalr, ~s 
applying bleach to Jerome's hair and eyebrows with gloved 
hands. (CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED 

At the same t:me, ~ercme ~lays a sle~ght-of-hand game w~th a 
syrlnge. 

EUGE."lE 
How was your even~ng? 

JEROME 
Complicated. I couldn't stop her apologiz~ng. 

EUGENE 
(teasing) 

You are a catch. No doubt she's worried that 
she would lower the standard of your offspring. 
Everybody wants to "breed up". 

(idly cur~ous) 
'Hhat's wrong with her? 

JEROME 
(trying to be blase) 

You know how it is with these altered births 
--somebody told her she's not .going to li~e 

. forever and she's been preparing t9 die ever 
since. 

EUGENE 
You're not thinking of telling her, are you? 

JERCME 
Of course not. Sut she'd have to know eventually. 

EUGENE 
(adamant) 

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

-the camera travels down ~erome's scarred legs to find that the 
pool is completely dra~ned. We now realize that it 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. CR::ME LAB. :AY. 

~he INVESTIGATOR li:~s hlS head from the eyepiece of an 
electron microscope :hrough whlch he has been examlning a ~~ny 
fragmenc of skin - che skin is idencified as belonglng ~o 20-
YEAR-OLD VINCENT. CETECTIVE HUGO scands a~ ~he Inves~ 19a~or' s 
side - his acclcude more respeccful In lighc of t:he dlscover/. 

Decective Hugo pOlncs out a location on a computer-genera~ed 
map. 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
(chagrined) 

The skin flake was found in Michael's Rescaurant. 
The employees are all accounted for. 

:NVESTIGATOR 
A customer? Does this Michael's cater to misfits? 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
(shiftin,g the view of the map 
to include the Gattaca complex) 

No. Buc one or two "borrowed ladders" have 
shOwn up there in the pas,t. 

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

DETECTIVE HUGO 
We have to consider the possibility' that he's 
plaYlng somebody else"s hand. 

A smile gradually broadens across the Investigator's face. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(taking a perverse pleasure in the 
slowly dawning revelation) 

Of course. He's a "de-gene-erate". 
(glanclng to a photo of the 
Gattaca crime scene) 

He works ac Gatt:aca. Why else would we find 
the eyelash near the washroom? Nobody stopS to 
take a leak durlng a murder. 

DETECTIVE 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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CONTINUED 

':'l":e Investigator appears ~.ot ::D be listening, hlos mJ.nd _de up. 

:!iVESTIGATOR 
(mi:\d ::ac~ng) 

He was afralod Dr belong exposed. That's why he did ~t. 

CE:-ECTI'VE HUGO 
(puzzled) 

It loS hard to believe he could be one of 
their ellote workers. You've seen their 
security sySt~~. They know who works there. 

(referr~ng to 20-year-old Vincent's profile) 
Even if you lognore the man's expiration date, 
his profile suggests that he doesn't have the 
mathematlocal prcpensloty let alone the stamJ.na 
to pass theJ.r physlocals. 

:tNESTIGATOR 
Don't underest:mate these imposters. 

OE7ECTIVE.HUGO 
(skePtl.cal, referring to a file of 
Gattaca employee ID photos) 

None of the IO photos match the enhancement. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(smJ.ling to himself) 

A man can change his face--but blood is forever. 
Sample every ~'1lployee within the parameters r gave you. 

(pause) 
Intravenous. 

Hugo's mouth drops open at the mention of ·intravenous·. 

CE':'ECTI'{JE HUGO 
(immediately protesting) 

You know their · ... orkforce. Two-thirds at 
least fall into the category. We'll be 
closing down thelr operation for days. 

(seeking a compromise) 
At least go wloth a fir4ertip sample or urlne. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(shaking his head) 

Blood. From the veJ.n. 

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



INT. G~T7ACA. DAY. 

~­, 

JEROME, drlnk~ng water, stands in front of a large "ldeo 
bulletin board. Among other things, it displays the elect=onlc 
mugs hot of 20-YEAR-OLD VINCENT alongside the recent computer 
generated age enhancement of his face. 

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

CAESAR 
Look like anybody to you? 

YOUNGER JANITOR 
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. Forgetting himself ,. he 
drops the cup into the wastebasket. 

INT. CRAFT. DAY. 

JEROME familiarizes himself with the interior of a spacecraft 
under the supervislon of DIRECTOR JOSEF and the MISSION 
COMMANDER. The screen that Jerome sits at is identical to the 
one he operates in the computer complex - displaying asterold 
951 Gaspra. 

DIRECTOR JOSEF 
--Somewhere in the dust of Gaspra is the key. 

(warming to his theme) 
Back to the beglnning of the book--the life we 
became. With the original building blocks who 
knows how far we can take ·the godding·. 

~ISSION COMMANDER 
(wry smlle) 

Even someone as advanced as Jerome will be 
last year's model by the time we're done. 

JEROME 
( smi 1 ing back) 

I wouldn't get your hopes up, Commander. 
(CON'I'INUEDl 
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:rene enters the craft. 

: RENE 
Excuse me, ~r ~orrow. The invesc~gacors have 
begun cheir tesc~ng. 

DIRECTOR JOSEF 
This ~s so inconvenient, Irene. They can 
make an exception for Jerome. 

IRENE 
I'm af::aid noc. 

~IRECTOR JOSEF 
I apologize, Jerome. 

JEROME 
It's noc your fault, Direccor. 

(afcerchought) 
If your predecessor were still around 
we may not be going to Gaspra at all. 
Thac's whac I would call inconvenient. 

Jerome exits the craft ' .. ith Irene. 

INT. GA'l"!'ACA CORPORATION - CORRIDOR. DAY. 

78 

A line of MALE GA'l"!'ACA EMPLOYEES snakes out the door and down 
the corridor. The INVESTIGATOR walks slowly down the line, 
trying to eyeball his suspecc. Concentrating on the shorter, 
dark-haired men in che l~ne, he looks scraighc pasc JEROME. 
However, as the Investigator ignores him and walks by, we see a 

:.haunted look in Jerome's eyes. 

INT. GA'l"!'ACA - TESTING ~AB. DAY. 

Every available TECHNIC:AN is working to accommodate che tescing 
of the thousand or so PROGRAMMERS. Twelve testing scacions 
operace s~multaneously. A HOMICIDE DETECTIVE supervises each 
stacion. JEROME reaches the head of the line. He notes an 
ex~c~ng COLLEAGUE holding a cotton ball to his arm. 

A NURSE direccs Jerome to LAMAR's testing station. Lamar 
deposits the previous pacienc's labeled vial into a blood 
carousel under che watchful eye of a large DETECTIVE, clearly 
not ::elish~ng his ass~g~~enc. Jerome rolls up his sleeve. 

(CONTINUED) 



CONTI!ruED 

';:::RCME 
(referr~ng co che cable lined wlch syr~~ges) 

'dhac's wlch che plungers, Lamar? 'dhac are 
you doing, openlng a blood bank? 

The syringes are c~early noc Lamar's ldea. 

L;..'1AR 
(sarcaSC1C) 

The gentl~~en of law enforcement are concerned chac 
my testing methods may have been compromlsed. 

Lamar inserts a fresh syringe lnto Jerome's arm. As Lamar draws 
che blood, Jerome suddenly flinches and flexes his arm 
violently, causing che needle co bend and buckle, exiting che 
skin from a second punccure point. 

JEROME 
Damn! ! 

Having pulled away from Lama+'s grasp, Jerome withd+aws.the bent 
needle himself, blood stlll'squirting from his vein. . 

LAMAR 
(grabbing a nearby wad of gauze) 

Jesus--r'~ sorry, Jerome. 

The large Homicide Detective winces and curns away from che red 
arcing spray, a splash of blood spattering his shoes. rn the 
midst of the commotlon, with his practised sleight-of-hand, 
Jerome removes the vial from the syringe and replaces lt with 
another concealed 'Ilal. 

JEROME 
(unfazed, putting Lamar at his ease) 

You must be out of practise, Lamar. 

Lamar hurriedly takes the syringe from Jerome. 

LAMAR 
(ex~ning and removing the 
sWltched vial from the bent syringe) 

r've got enough here. 

JEROME 
(regarding the squimish detective, 
as he holds the gauze to his arm) 

Need c~y more, you can always get it off his shoes. 
(CON'I'INUEDI 
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CONTINUED 

The Detect~'/e r.ot~::es ,::-:e spatter of blood across hlS brcg'..les 
and, w~th a look 0: j~sdaln, wipes it clean. He tosses the 
lncrimlnat~ng t:sS'..le down a hygenically sealed garbage shoot. 

Lamar places Jerome's :abelled v~al in 
~mmediately analyzed by the computer. 
Employee ID code appears on the screen 
EMPLOYEE enters the testing lab. 

INT. GATTACA. DAY. 

the carousel '",here ~t 1S 

Jerome's "legltlmate" 
- "VALID". Another 

JEROME exits the testlng lab with the gauze held to his arm. 
IRENE lS standlng cutslde the door. 

:?ENE 
So you didn't do ~t after all. 

JEROME 
( J ok~ng darkly) 

r guess sOmebody' beat me to il: .. 

INT. GATTACA - MEZZANINE FLOOR. LATER IN 'mE DAY. 

From above, the I~.~ST:~ATOR and HUGO observe the flnal EMPLOYEE 
eXlt the testing lab. 

LAMAR, following the employee out of the lab, throws a look oE 
v~ndl.Catlon to the t· .. o cops. 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
That's the last. 

::NESTIGATOR 
Something's not rlght. 

::ETECTIVE HUGO 
(los~ng his patience) 

He'S not here, It'S a blind alley. 

:NVESTIGATOR 
(resolute) 

No, we've mlssed something. We Hoover agal.n. 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
We don't have the manpower. 



:!J'\"ESTIGATOR 
Get it. F~~m cutside, if you have to. 

From what budget? 

INVESTIGATOR 
(angered by Hugo'S excuses) 

I'll take 1t ~ut of your damn pension 1f 
you quest10n my authority one more time! 

31 

The INVESTIGATOR tur~s h1S back on his subordinate and idly 
contemplates the nearby telecope. Hugo resignedly relays the 
news to D1rector Josef · .. ho 1S standing some distance away .. 
Josef's immediate react:on 1S to march towards the Investlgator, 
Hugo tra1ling beh1nd. DIRECTOR JOSEF collects himself as he 
notices the Invest1gator's hand on the telescope. 

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

~ :NVESTIGATOR 

. . 

Thank you, no. 

DIRECTOR JOSEF 
(std;' referring to the telescope) 

One look through there and you would know why 
! can't posslbly allow you to disrupt operations 
any further. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(unfazed) 

You're so unconcerned that you have a killer 
in your midst . 

DIRECTOR 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 
preparations must be. We are about to send 
twelve people through 140 million miles of 
blackness to rendezvous with an object the Slze 
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. Bes1des, I don't believe there is 
any eVldence that the killer is amongst us. I 
don't see too many other dead bodies litterlng 
the ~lace. (CONT:NUEDI 
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!~;VEST!GATCR 

(surJey~ng the mostly empty fac~lity) 
No, but since there aren't too many live ones 
tonight either, you won't mind us conducting one 
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 some people out 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. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(to Josef, referring to the telescope) 

You see, Director, I prefer my microscope. 

IN'!'. EUGENE" S CONDOMINIt.'M. 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 gu~lty) 

I'm sorry. I've got plans. 

Again? 

EUGENE 
(feigning hurt) 

';ERCME 
(referr~ng to his bandage) 

She's already got her doubts. I have to act 
like nothing'S wrong. 

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

Jerome ignores the r~ark. 

EUGENE 
'~ere are you tak~ng her? 

(CONTINUED) 
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C:NT!!-ruED 

:1:.c:-:ael 's. 

Eugene leoks ac ~lm askance. 

JEROME 
Eve~1body goes there. 

EUGENE 
(incredulous, glancing around the room) 

You may as well invlte her here. 

':EROME 
lafcerchought as he picks up his Jacket) 

Will you be okay? 

EUGENE 
Don't worr1 about your little pin cushion. 
To be honest, I'm looking forward to having 
the place to myself. 

JEROME . 
(seeing through the bravado) 

We'll stlll be able to talk when I'm away. 
The conversac:on w1ll Just keep gettlng longer. 

EUGENE 
How long? 

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

EUGENE 
I guess I'd bet:er have something 1mportant 
to say if it takes that long to get an answer. 

!N'!' . MICHAEL'S CLUB. ~lIGHT . 

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

!RENE 
.... 'hat lS this p~ace? (CON'!'INt:ED I 



CONTINUED 

-:EROME 
( . .,;ry smlle, enjoying her fasc:::atlonJ 

You've never been here? 
ia dessert trolley is wheeled up) 

Let me order for you. 

34 

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. -:erome takes another 
spoonful. 

JEROME 
So sure of what you can't do. Do you even 
know what it tastes like, Irene? 

Irene goes to deny it but cannot. 

MICHAEL suddenly approaches the' table w"lth ·a. WAITER in tow. 
Irene is about to steal a taste of the dessert with her finger 
when their plates and glasses are whisked away and the table 
immediately hoovered. X~chael whispers in Jerome's ear. 

XICHAEL 
Take the side door. 

Jerome looks up in t~me to see DETECTIVE HUGO coming through the 
front entrance with several other DETECTIVES. 

DETECTIVE 
(to his colleagues) 

Check for lenses, hairpieces--

A Detective shines a flashlight ~n 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 ex~t. 
Several other COUPLES make for the parking lot. 

IRENE 
~y are we leav~ng? 

JEROME 
(attempting to explain the hasty exit) 

Those checks take forever. 
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EXT. MI::HAEL'S CLUB - S:SE .=..LLEY. NIGHT. 

Spilling out of the eXlt, JEROME and IRENE find a burly 
pialn clothes DETEC7:'/E barr ~ng their way. Before the C:etect ~ 'Ie 
can say a word, Jerorr.e r:as ',;rapped hls fist in his Jacket sleeve 
and srra.shed hlm ~n the face. He contlnues to beat ':he Cetect: 'Ie 
unt::.l he lies motionless on the ground. 

Jerome! 

~RENE 
(stunned) 

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

IRENE 
What about the car? 

JEROME 
(grabblng her by the hand) 

Let's walk. 

!RENE 
Who are they? 

JEROME 
(holding h::.s bruised knuckles) 

It's not safe. I shouldn't have brought you here. 

Jerome drags Irene across a vast, desolate lot, lit only by 
moonlight. ~eeling exposed, he breaks lnto a run. 

I can't. 

Come on. 

IRENE 

JEROME 
(anxious) 

IRENE 
My medicatlon. I left it back there. 

JEROME 
We'll get It later. 

(forclng her to look him in the eye) 
Irene, please. 

Irene realizes his seriousness. She begins to run with him. 
~e clearing is wider than Jerome anticipated. They are only 
halfway across - extremely vulnerable if the Detectlves think to 
l'ook in their direction. 
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:NT. ~ICHAEL'S. NIGHT. 

The :NVESTIGATOR is grilling MICHAEL, the club's owner. 7he 
:nvestigator suspiciously regards the multitude of ml.nl.-vacs ~:1 
the kitchen and the l.nClnerator burnl.ng the refuse. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(an accusl.ng tone) 

You run a clean establishment. 

MICHAEL 
Are you a health l.nspector? 

:~lVESTIGATOR 

(showl.ng Vincent's mugshot) 
Do you recognlze this man? 

MICHAEL 
My eyes aren't so good. 

INVESTIGATOR 
I bet. 

Hugo calls out from the sl.de door where he has disc::overed 
his fallen colleague. 

HUGO 
Sir. 

The Investigator hurrl.es to hl.m. 

:NVESTIGATOR 
(to the still dazed Detective, 
examining his injuries) 

Did he hit you wl.th his fist? 

DETECTIVE 
(head In his hands) 

More like a hammer. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(reprlmanding the beaten Detective) 

Don't touch your face. Don't swallow. 
Don't spit. 

(to Hugo) 
Quick, clean hl.s teeth. 

Hugo uses a flashlight and a small dental-like implement to tr/ 
Co pick skin from Jerome's knuckles from between the Detec':~'/e' s 
teeth. The Investigator finds the hidden side door. 
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EXT. DE~CLA7E LOT. 

JEROME and :RENE cont:':1ue to sprint across the enormous vacant 
lot in the moonlight, splashing through deposlts of mud and 
water. JUSt as the gate opens in the distance, Jerome hurls 

. Irene into the safety of the undergrowth on the other slde. 
Irene, out of breath, desperately feels for her pulse. 

:RENE 
(upset, a strangled protest) 

Are you trying to Kill me? Are you?! 
Don't you understand, I can't do that! 

Jerome tenderly removes Irene's hand from her pulse. 

JEROME 
You Just did. 

Irene lOOKS back across the vast clearing they have just 
negotiated, realizlng ·""hat she has just done. 

From across .~he other side of the clearing comes an echoing 
cry from the center FIG~~E. 

INVESTIGATOR (OC) 
Vincent! 'Jincent! 

EXT. MICHAEL'S. NIGHT. 

The INVESTIGATOR is about to cry out Vincent's name once again 
when he realizes DETEC-::::'lE HUGO and the other DETECTIVES are 
watching him, askance. 

INVESTIGATOR 
(to Hugo, coverlng hlS frustration) 

What are you waiting for? 

CETECTIVE HUGO 
Where do we start? 

:::~NESTIGATOR 
We'll vacuum these streets if we have to. 

DETECTIVE 
(handing the Investigator Irene's pill box) 

We caught them trying to flush these, Sir. 

The Investigator carefully examines the heart pills. 



EXT. :?ENE' 5 APAR'!:1E."IT. ~'::;nT . 

,,·ERCME ..... alks IRENE co the seeps of her apartment. :erc:r.e :::~::ks 
about ~epart~ng but Irene takes h~m gently by the hand. 

!RE."lE 
So sure of what you can't do. 

Jerome follows her inside. 

INT . IRENE'S BEDROOM. NI GHT . 

JEROME and IRENE climb a staircase to her bedroom. Without 
another word they begin to make love. 

LATER THAT NIGHT JEROME cannot sleep. He rises quietly so as 
not to disturb IRENE. He sllently opens the double-windows of 
the upstairs bedroom. He carefully gathers his p1llow 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. 
Overcome with frustrat10n and the enormity of his task. he . 
begins to quietly weep. 

EXT. A FIELD. DAWN. 

A light shroud of mist hangs over the trees that encircle a 
. grassy clearing beyond Irene's building. Something lies 1n the 
':center of the clearing. 

We jump-cut to an EXTRE.~ CLOSE UP of two or three blades of 
grass. Bristles rain down on the blades. Without access to his 
:ncinerator. the crouched, naked figure of JEROME disposes of 
his wh1skers. skin and ha1r in an open field. His clothes Slt 
In a neat pile at his side. He pours glycolic acid over h1S 
body and scrubs at his back. feet and hands with a brush. There 
1S a haunted. tortured look in his eyes as he tries desperately 
to rid himself of h1mself. 

:NT. POOL. MORNING. 

The :NVESTIGATOR swims obsessively in his aquatic treadm1l~. 
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INT. :;:RENE'S APAR~NT. :"ATER THAT MORNING. 

Back In the bedroom. JEROME, partially dressed, holds IRENE 
In bed. She softly touc~es the scars on hls shins. 

(referrlng to the scars) 
What happened? 

JEROME 
You remember the '99 Chrysler LeBaron? 
It's the exact height of the front fender. 

( shrugs) 
Looked rlght lnstead of left. 

:RENE 
(comforted by the thought) 

So you're not so smart after all. 

I want 
I'd be 
Bank. 

(awkward about raising the subject) 
you to know--if it ever came to it-­
willing .to get an ovum from the Egg 
In fact, I'd raCher use a donor egg--
(quickly covering herself. again) 

--if it came to it. 

JEROME 
But "if it came to it" then it couldn't have your-­

(searching for an appropriate body part) 
--nose. 

(stroking her face) 
How perfect does your child have to be? 

IRE."IE 
(mlldly lrritated 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--whac you are? Don't you get 
any satisfactlon knowing that your children 
will be able to live to a ripe old age unless 
they do somethlng foolish? 

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

Irene 1S taken aback by Jerome's passion, regarding him in a new 
light. 
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!NT. EUGENE' S CONDCM!~H:::M. MOR.NI~IG. . 

EVGENE urinates ~nto a large plastic container wh~:e drinkl,-q 
bottled water at the same tl~e. He already has several other 
ccntalners of urine on the cable beslde h~m. 

INT. GAT7ACA. MORNING. 

The INVESTIGATOR and DETECT!'/E HUGO keep a wary eye on che 
outfitted DETECTIVES re-vacuuming the empty computer complex 
with their mini-vacs. 

HUGO 
(reading newspaper) 

My wife and I--we're thinking of 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 
obesity. You th~nk your Children would be 
less human if they were less violent, angry, 
spiteful? Maybe they'd be more human. rrom 
where I sit the world could stand a little 
improving. 

We dwell on one DETECTIVE in particular, snatching a garbage 
bag from CAESAR, the jan~tor. 

DE7ECTI'IE 
Don't touch that. It'S evidence. 

He puts a pile of discarded paper cups aside for later testlng. 



:NT. GA~ACA CCRPC~;7:C:J. LA7ER 7~7 MCRNING. 

In t:he 'last:, ernpt:y Gat: :aca complex I:he I!'NESTIGATOR ~nspec':. 5 3-

specunen bag conl:al.nu:g -:erome' s paper cup wl.l:h DIRECTOR -:CSEF 
and :ETEC'T!'/E HUGO. 

DE'TECTI'IE HUGO 
Posil:ive sall.va mal:ch. The cup was 
definit:ely used since I:he original sweep. 

IN'IESTIGATOR 
So we have t:wo choices. Eil:her our suspect 
came back 1:0 I:he murder scene for a drink of 
wal:er and I don't know anybody that thirsty or ... 

Ilooking out over the empty complex) 
... he is here. 

(resolul:e) 
We test again. You're right, Hugo, this was a 
desperate act. Someone had a lot to lose that 
nl.ght--perhaps ·their place in line. 

Ito Dl.rector Josef) 
I'd like the profiles of everyone with an 
upc,;ml.ng ml.SSl.on. 

DIRECTOR JOSEF 
(nervous) 

~Nelve have a ml.ssion within the week. 

INVESTIGATOR 
This I:ime I will supervise each test personally. 

INT/EXT. GATTACA. MORNING. 

JEROME and IRENE walk towards the entrance to Gattaca. Spying 
the Homl.cide Investigatl.on trucks parked at the rear of the 

':building and the silhouel:te of t:he IN'lESTIGATOR in the doorway, 
Jerome pulls up sharply. Irene notices his unease. 

IRENE 
What is it? 

JEROME 
I forgot somel:hing--something at home. 
I'll see you later. 

Jerome kisses her. Irene, also aware of the trucks, 
interrogates Jerome wl.l:h her eyes. 

:RE.'lE 
:'11 miss you. (CONTINUED) 
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~erome ~s sc~ll :ocussed en ~he entranceway. 

IRE.."'JE 
(look~ng skywards) 

--when you go away. 

JEROME 
We could go together one day. 

Irene considers the idea. She enters Gattaca alone. 

INT. GATTACA AEROSPACE CORPORATION - COMPUTER COMPLEX. DAY. 

IRENE prepares a stack of IO 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 curiously regards the empty ·chair. He' is 
accompanied by DETECTIVE HUGO, DIRECTOR JOSEF and IRENE. 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
He's the only absentee. 

DIREC':'OR JOSEF 
A little nausea. Quite common. 

INVESTIGATOR 
At least it's noth~ng contagious. 

DIRECTOR JOSEF 
(unduly agitated) 

I will not perm~t any further testing on the 
eve of a ~SSlon. We're already counting 
backwards. 

The INVESTIGATOR ignores Josef and takes a pocket knife from his 
Jacket. He prises out the "ESC· key from Jerome's keyboard, 
places the key in a specimen bag and deposlts it in his Jacket. 

(CONTINUED) 
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:RE!IE 
(~icK~ng up a phonel 

I'll call and ~et h~m know. 

13 

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

::wESTIGATOR 
Let's not spo~l the surprise. 

Ito Irenel 
I understand you can show us the way. 

The anxious Director Josef calls out to protest one further 
time but the Invest:gator is on his way out of the door. 

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE GATTACA. DAY. 

Outside the entrance to Gattaca, trying to hail a taxi, JEROME 
is startled to see a car carrying the INVESTIGATOR,. DETECTIVE 
HUGO and IRENE roar out of the driveway. JEROME calls .on his 
portable wristphone. 

INT. EUGENE'S CONDCMINIUM. DAY. 

EUGENE, at his window, filling sachets as usual, hesitates 
before answerlng the phone. 

EUGENE 
Hello? 

JEROME lOCI 
How would you like to be yourself for the day? 

EUGENE 
I nonchalant I 

I was never very good at it, remember? 

IN'!'. EUGENE'S CONDCMINIUM / HALLWAY. DAY. 

Wlth a look of resolve, EUGENE hangs up the phone. 

He wheels his chair up to the sweeping staircase and regards the 
first of many dozen steps. The daunting staircase spirals away 
above him. 



:m-. IN'VESTI:;ATOR' s .:.;.q. :AY. 

Ht'GO dr~ves. The ::NES7::;';TCR looks to IRENE In the rear seat. 

:!,r;ESTIGATOR 
(':.aunting) 

'{au don':: know ''''no he is, do you, Irene? 

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

INVt:STIGATOR 
'{au think you have problems? 

INT. EUGENE'S CONDO I JEROME'S CONDO. DA,{ . 

Having wheeled his chair out 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. 

EXT. CONDOMINIUM COMPLEX. DAY. 

The INVt:STIGATOR and DETECTIVE HUGO emerge from their car with 
IRENE in tow. They take in the l.mpressive c,omplex - the 
Investl.gator 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 floor 

the internal phone rl.ngs. He frantically stretches up and 
knocks the phone off ltS hook so he can talk from his prone 
position on the floor. 

:NT. CONDOMINIUM - LOBBY. DAY. 

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

EUGENE (OCl 
(through intercom, no trace of his distress) 

Hello. 
( CCNTI!JUED ) 
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:?E!';E 
(a :rLcment' s r.es~tation) 

";ercrne--: 

=:'JGENE 
Hello, sweet~eart. Come on up. 

INT. JEROME' S CONDCM::~H liM. DAY. 

With no mean effort. E~GENE finally manages to replace the phone 
on its cradle. He desperately crawls up onto the sofa. 
However, spYlng the ~pr~ght vacuum cleaner in the open closet. 
he is forced to crawl :here and remove the '/acuwn bag. He 
frantically crawls baCK towards the sofa and stuffs the bag 
behind a cushion. 

INT. JEROME'S CONDOM::mUM. DAY. 

IRENE enters the door deliberately left ajar, closely followed· 
by the IN'.JESTIGA'roR and :lETECTIVE HUGO. 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 llfeless legs for a more natural effect. Eugene 
calmly motions the confused Irene towards him. 

E::GE.."lE 
Where's my K~ss? 

The Investigator scrut~nizes Irene's reaction. With only the 
merest hesitation she takes her cue from Eugene and kisses 
him affectl.onately on the forehead. She perches herself on the 

. arm of the sofa. Eugene takes the opportunity to rest hl.s 
':hand on her leg. 

:RENE 
Good to see you're feeling better. 

EUGENE 
Now you're here. ·~o are your "friends"? 

:RENE 
It's about the Director. 

Again? 

EUGENE 
Ifel.gnlng boredom) 

i cONTnruED ) 
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CON'I'INUEO 

,he Invest~gator slowly c~rcles Eugene, regarding h~m with che 
utmost scrut~ny. He compares his face to the doctored Gattaca 
:J ~hoto - a ~assable likeness. Eugene bends towards the bowl 
and dry retches. 

EUGENE 
Forglve 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? 

INVESTIGATOR 
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 HUGO 
This won't take a moment. 

Detective Hugo swabs Eugene's inner arm. All eyes are tralned 
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 Jerome. 

Irene does her best to conceal her shock. Hiding his 
frustration, the Investlgator distractedly tours the room while 
Hugo packs up his gear. The Investigator idly toys with 
the telescope pointed out of the window. 
~ext he wanders towards the closet and reaches for the doorknob. 

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) 
Over there. 



.. 

INT. ';"E:l'OME' S CONr:C!1IN:::M - 3ATHROCM. CAY. 

The INVESTIGATOR immediacely pulls a speClmen bag from his 
Jackec pockec and closely inspeccs che stainless steel ~ol~et 
and sink. They are b::h spotless. The shower scali .s also 
scrupulously clean. He flushes the toilet and eXlts. 

Lost in thought, the INVESTIGATOR approaches the closet agaln 
and wheels out Jerome's upright vacuum cleaner. He is 
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 
Ito Eugene, referring to the mlni-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 speClmen 
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 callout but 
the words remain frozen on his tongue. Hugo follows his 
superlor as they start to descend the stairs. Irene and Eugene 
are left staring at one another. 

INT. CONDO - STAIRCASE. CAY. 

JEROME catches the merest glimpse of the INVESTIGATOR and 
DETECTIVE HUGO before he slips behind a doorway in Eugene's 
condominium. 

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

DETECTIVE HUGO (OC) 
(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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(urgent, cO Investigator) 
Come quickly. ~e have h~m. 

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

INT. JEROME'S CONDOMINIUM. DAY. 

98 

JEROME, white as 
own condominium. 
on the sofa. 

a ghost, climbs the stairs, emerging into his 
He embraces the beaming EUGENE, still s~tt~ng 

JEROME 
(numb) 

How are you, Jerome? 

EUGENE 
Not bad, Jerome. 

JEROME 
How the hell did you get here? 

EuGENE 
(deadpan) 

I could al· .... ays · .... alk. I've been faking it. 

Jerome almost laughs, desp~te the situation. Only now does he 
not~ce Irene on the other s~de of the room, her mind racing. 
She looks at Jerome and Eugene together and runs from the 
apartment. 

Irene. 

JEROME 
(calling after her) 

Jerome goes to follow her but Eugene stops him. 

INT. CRIME LABORATORY. 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 shoe covers are similarly caked. The !NVESTIGATOR 
and DETECTIVE HUGO watch as a white-coated FORENSIC TECHNICIAN 
feeds a minute sample of the dried blood into an analyzer. 

(CONT!NUED) 
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7he It~~S7:GATCR wanders over to a one-way glass wlndow t~rcugh 
WhlCh he can observe DIRECTOR JOSEF, Sittlng numb but strangely 
serene ln an interrogation room. The Investigator, :n a 3~ate 
of shock himself, cannot yet brlng himself to belleve whac :3 
plalnly obvious. 

rNVESTIGATOR 
(gazing at the Director, struggllng 
to come to grips with the turn of events) 

This can't be him. 

The DeteCtlve regards hlS superior lncredulously, lntrigued that 
he could still cling so stubbornly to his theory in the face of 
such overwhelming evidence. 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
(intr:gued) 

~e found his spit in the dead director's eye. 
He's signed a confession--supplied us with the 
suit he wore on' the night. What more do you 

,want? 

INVESTIGATOR 
(a trace of desperation. grasping at straws) 

Luca could stlll be an accomplice. 

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

DETECTIVE HUGO 
There is no one else. Josef acted alone. A 
conflict over the upcomlng mission. We can 
all go home. 

':The Investigator turns away, unwllling or unable to accept the 
explanation. Hugo regards the Investlgator with a trace of 
sympathy. He furti,ely retrleves the Investigator's tlssue 
from the trash. 

:NT. GATTACA. DAY. 

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

(CONTINUED) 
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MISSION COMMANDER 
--Flnally, I'd :~Ke to welcome Navigator Morrow 
on his debut miss10n--lf we get lost out there, 
nobody has a rrap of the heavens in his head llKe 
Jerome. 

Jerome looks up bashful:y . 

MISSION COMMANDER 
(adopt~ng a more serious tone) 

I'm gratified that there is no longer a cloud 
hang1ng over tomorrow'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 
important th1s mlssion is--the Belt could hold 
the key to the origin of life - why we are what 
we are. 

(inJecc~ng 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 smlles from h1s 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 m1SS thlS . 

. ~e focus on Jerome. He appears to have his head in the heavens 
': already. 

INT. CRIME LAB. NIGHT. 

The tormented INVESTIG~TOR lies on the floor of his lab, staring 
at the cel1ing. He W1nces 1n discomfort. He is lying on 
something. He rolls over and retrieves the irritation from his 
pocket. It 1S the "ESC' computer key he prized from Jerome's 
keyboard. 

He gazes at the key for a moment and then gets to his feet. He 
resurrects an cld fingerprint kit from a cupboard. Carefully 
removing the key from che speclmen bag - marked. • MORROW , 
Jerome' - he begins to dust it for a fingerprint. (CONTINUED) 
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He places ::-.e key '..:::der a camera. The enlarged print appears 
on the lefthand slde of his computer screen. The word 'MATCH" 
blinks onto the screen. However the face that appears from the 
computer's databank :s not that of 'MORROW, Jerome' but 
'LUCA, Vincent'. The Investlgator regards the photograph In 
disbelief. 

DETECTIVE HUGO casually enters the lab, something odd in hls 
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 
saij for nostalgia. 

. (realizing what Hugo has 'said) 
What did you find? 

Hugo puts a specimen bag on the counter. It contains the 
Investigator's discarded tlssue. The Investigator doe.s 
not recognize it. 

DETECTIVE HUGO 
It'S not exaccly 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 common 
characteristics with your suspect. Not so 
many b~t 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. 
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INT. GArTACA - J~~I~R'S LOCKER ROOM. NIGHT. 

CAESAR, the old jan~tor, enters the locker room. ~e ~s about :0 
wear~ly open his locker when he senses another presence ~n the 
~oom. 

He turns to find JEROME sitting there on a bench. Although 
clearly delighted, CAESAR tr~es 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? 

JEROME 
I guess I'm a slow learner. 

I guess so. 
(looking up through the 
small window) 

Well, while you're up there, maybe you could 
tidy the place up a bit. 

JEROME 
I'll see what I can do. 

The two men embrace, Caesar breaking off before Jerome. 

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

JEROME 
(glanclng 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 
sltting inside. 

(CONTINUED) 
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":"'":e old janieor gees over r.ls surprise and beams broadly -
he looks back in Jerome's d~recelon bue he has gone. The 
old janieor cannoe help hl~elf and reverenely reaches for :he 
telescope's eyepiece. 

INT. GATTACA - COMPUTER COMPLEX. NIGHT. 

In the dimly-lit, empey computer complex, JEROME takes a last 
look around. He sits at his computer, one final t~me replaying 
the graphic representation of h~s path through the cosmos that 
he 'is on the eve of tak~:1g for real. 

He notices the key missi:1g from his keyboard. Instantly 
realizing the s~gnificance, he rises from his seat to flee. 

IN'JESTIGATOR 
Vincent--

Jerome is stopped in his tracks by the sound of his given name 
and the voice that calls It. 

He makes no further attempt to flee but turns to face his 
pursuer. The Investigator steps out of the shadows. 

INVESTIGATOR 
Vincent, what are you running from? 

JEROME 
(disturblngly calm) 

From Vincent. 

The two men face each other for the first time in a long 
. tlme. The Investigator lS transfixed by Jerome's face -
'~scarcely able to believe hlS eyes. 

INVESTIGATOR 
Has it been so long, you don't remember 
who I am? 

JEROME 
(nodding to the Investigator's badge) 

Maybe it's you · ... ho's forgotten. 
(meetlng his gaze) 

What are you doing here, Anton? 

It is finally apparent the Investigator 
brother Anton [AS '~SHALL REFER TO THE 
REMAINDER OF THE FI!..'1J. 

is Jerome's younger 
INVESTIGATOR FOR 7HE 

(CONTINUED) 
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ANrCN 
I could ask you the same question. 

(glanc~ng to the impressive complex) 
I have a r~ght to be here, you don't. 

~J4 

Jerome sm~les at condescendingly. 

JEROME 
You almost sound like you believe that. 

ANTON 
(ignoring the remark, extending his hand) 

Come with me n~~, Vincent. You've gone as Ear 
as you can go. 

JEROME 
(reEusing Anton's hand, glancing 
to the telescope above them) 

There are a few million miles to go yet. 

AN'roN 
""" . (adamant) 

It's over. 

JEROME 
(shaking his head) 

Is that the only way you can succeed, Anton, 
to see me Eail? 

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. 

JEROME 
(goading) 

Well? You have all the answers. How is that 
poss~ble? 

ANroN 
(resolute) 

You didn't beat me that day. I beat myself. 
(CONTINUED) 
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~o are you C~/lr.g co convlnce? 

~",-rcN 

langr/I 
I wlll prove It to you. Come swim with 
me now, Vincent. Now--tonlght. 

Jerome regards Anton wlch a knowing smile. Somewhere In Gattaca 
a phone rings. 

INT!EXT. IRENE'S CAR OUTSIDE CONDOMINIUM COMPLEX. NIGHT. 

IRENE, sltting ~n her car outside Jerome's condominium, hangs up 
her portable phone. In her agitation, her finger lnvoluntarlly 
goes to her pulse. She catches herself and removes the finger 
from her wrist as If It has burned her. She eXlts the car. 

INT. JEROME'S CONDOMINIUM! EUGENE'S CONDOMINIUM NIGHT. 

IRENE quietly knocks on Jerome's door but there is no response. 
Trying the handle, the door opens. Her curiosity takes her 
inside. All is quiet. IRENE calls out. 

IRENE 
Hello. 

No reply. Irene hesltantly ventures further, drawn to the 
spiral staircase. She tentatlvely makes her way down the stalrs 
and into Eugene's dimly llt condominium. With wonder and 
reverence, she examines the instruments and samples laid out on 
Eugene's work benches. She opens the refrigerator in the 

.... bathroom and inspects the samples and sachets. Finally she 
regards the empty inCinerator. 

EUGENE IOC) 
Quite somethlng, lsn't it? 

Irene turns. 

EUgene has entered through the mirrored door, not at all 
displeased by her unexpected visit. 

EUGENE 
(referring to the incinerator) 

That's · ... here · ... e get rid of the traces of him 
although we never truly succeeded. (CONTINUED) 
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:Ro.'E 
I've been looking for h~m. 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 
Don'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 involuntar~ly goes to her heart. 

EUGENE 
But they say his is already ten thousand beats 
overdue. I have my doubts. 

(wry smile) 
For all my g~fts, they could never engineer 
me a heart like Vincent's. 

Irene turns back to the incinerator, lost in thought . 

EXT. BEACH. NIGHT. 

:06 

JEROHEand 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 drop of blood oozes out. He offers the shell 
to Anton but Anton does not take it. 

Both men begin to disrobe. The brothers stand beside each other 
on the sand once aga~n - Anton still the more athletically-bu~lt 
of the two. 

Together, they enter the raging surf. 
breaking waves, they begin to swim. 

Diving through the 
(CONTINUED) 
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In the moonlit n~ght. '",e watch their two bodies sW1Imling slde by 
slde. They swim a long distance. Anton walting for h1S brother 
to tire. But the pace does not slacken. Anton pulls up In the 
water. Sensing his brother is no longer bes1de h1m. Jerome also 
pulls up. They tread water several yards apart. 

ANTON 
(att~~ting to conceal his distress) 

How are you delng this. Vincent? How 
have you dene any of this? 

':EROME 
Now 1S your chance to find out. 

Jerome SWlms away a second time. Anton is forced to follow 
once again. Angry now, gritting his teeth, Anton calls 
upon the same determlnation we have witnessed during his 
constant Swimming in the pool. He puts on a spurt, slowly· 
reeling in Jerome. 

Anton gradually draws alongside Jerome, certain that this effort 
will demoralize his older brother. But Jerome ha.s. been. foxl.ng·­
waiting for him to catch up. Jerome smiles at Anton. With' 
almost a trace of sympathy, he forges ahead again. Anton is 
forced to go with him. They swim again for a long distance. 

It is Anton who gradually becomes demoralized - his strokes 
weaken, his will drainlng away. Anton pulls up, exhausted and 
fearful. Jerome also pulls up. However his face displays none 
of Anton's anxiety. 

They tread water several yards apart. The ocean is choppier 
now. The view of the lights on the shore is obscured by the 
peaks of the waves. 

ANTON 
(panic starting to show) 

Vincent, where's the shore? We're too far out. 
we have to go back! 

JEROME 
(calllng back) 

Too late :or :hat. We're closer to the other slde. 

Anton looks towards the empty horizon. 

(CONTINUED) 
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.!u."ITON 
w.hac other s~de? How far do you want to go?! 
Do you want to drown us both? 

(becom~ng hysterical) 
How are we going to get back?! 

Jerome merely smiles back at his younger brother. a disturbing:y 
serene smile. 

JEROME 
(eerily calm) 

You wanted to know how I did it. That·s 
how I did it. Anton. I never saved anything 
for the swim back. 

Anton stares at Jerome. aghast. The two men face each other in 
s~lence. treading water several yards apart in the dark. rolling 
ocean. 

Jerome turns and heads back towards the shQre. Anton is left 
alone with the terrifying realization. The only sOund. the win~ 
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 
Looking into each other's eyes. they do not speak. 
abruptly pulls a hair from his head - for once one 

JEROME 

yards apart. 
Jerome 

of his own. 

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

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. 

(CONTINUED I 
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IRENE 
(never caking her eyes from him, echoing 
Jerome's words from their first encounter I 

Sorry, the wind caught it. 

Once again there is not a breath of w~nd. The hair lies, 
plainly vis~ble on the edge of the pool . 

From an upstairs window, EUGENE observes the couple. 

INT. JEROME'S CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT. 

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

INT. EUGENE'S CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT. 

EUGENE, sitting in his darkened room, unscrews the 
plastic container and places it on a nearby table. 
on Eugene's face as he opens his fly. . 

INT. JEROME'S CONDOMINIUM. NIGHT. 

cap of a 
We rema~n. 

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 errat~cally beating heart. However it has a soothing 
effect on her. 

She kisses Jerome and reluctantly r~ses from the bed. 

JEROME 
(awakenl.ngl 

A year ~s a long tl.me. 

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

Jerome smiles. For once Irene appears to be looking forward 
to the trip. She eXl.ts the room. 



.. 
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INT. :::NC:::NERATOR. :10RNING. 

Inside the ~ncinerator, ~ERCME scrapes away at h~mself - fer :he 
:inal t~me. He w~stfully regards the brush ~n his hand. 

INT. EUGENE' 5 CONOOMINIGM. MORNING. 

JEROME, dressed for h~s departure, emerges down the spiral 
staircase into Eugene's condo. Jerome notices several su~tcases 
at the foot of the sta~rs. 

EUGENE wheels into the room. 

EGG ENE 
I have your samples ready. 

JEROME 
(confused) 

Have you forgotten? I don't need any samples 
where I'm go~ng. 

EUGENE 
(meet~ng Jerome's gaze) 

No, but you m~ght need some when you get back. 

Eugene wheels across the room and opens the mirrored door. The 
water vapor 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 to come to terms 
w~th the d~scovery) 

Why have you done th~s? 

EUGENE 
(as he seals the mirrored door) 

In case you get back before I do. 

JEROME 
Where are you going? 

EUGENE 
(glanclng to the suitcases) 

I'm travelling too. 

:':1 

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

JEROME 
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 s·tuffs an 
envelope into Jerome's pocket. 

EUGENE 
(referring to the note, 
glancing heavenwards) 

Not until you're upstairs. 

'. Jerome 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. Sefore he can think of a way out, It 
is Jerome's turn. He enters the cubicle. (CONTINUED) 
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JEROME 
(as he takes the plastic cup from Lamar) 

What's this, Lamar? 

New policy. 

112 

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

LAMAR 
(intrigued by the 
out-of-character discharge) 

Flight got you nervous? 

JEROME 
There's a problem, Lamar. 

LAMAR 
(apparently not listening) 

Did I ever tell you about my son, Jerome? He '.s 
a b~g fan of yours. He wants to apply here. . 

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

JEROME 
(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. Jerome 
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 Jerome in 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 
left. It's just one of those things. (CONTINUED) 
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Never looking at the screen. Lamar presses a button marked. 
·VALID- . 

LAHAR 
(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 lon~ 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' 5 CONDOMINIUM - INCINERATOR. NIGHT . 

Inside the incinerator another ball of 
engulfing the unseen figure of EUGENE. 
around his neck, melting In the fierce 

EXT. GATTACA - LAUNCHPAD. NIGHT. 

fire - this 
We glimpse 

blaze. 

time 
the medal 

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. 

~e focus on JEROME's face - seeing little if any of the craft. 
Jerome's eyes are closed. His head is still - alarrrungly stlil. 
Could the launch itself have been too much for him? He hear the 
thoughts in his head. 

JEROME (VO) 
We came from che scars so chey say, now 
ic's cime co go back. If I was conceived 
coday, I would noc gec beyond eighc cells, 
and yec here I am. In a way chey were 
righc, I don'c have che hearc for chis world. 

(pause) 
The quescion 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, floats 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 aquired chis knowledge 
sooner, the following people would never 
have been born: 

A succession of portraits and photographs of RENOWNED 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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HOMER 
51~"'ld from blrch 

:;A?OLECN SONAPARTE 
Epllepc~c 

COLE'!'I'E 
Arr:hrir:ic 

LOU GERHIG 
Amyor:rophic Lateral Sclerosis 

(~cu Gerhl g 's Di sease) 

RITA HAYWORTH 
A~zhelmer's Disease 

HELEN KELLER 
51 ~nd and deaf 

STEPHEN HAWKING 
~ou Gerhig's Disease 

-JACKIE JO.YNER-KERSEE 
Asthmatic 

CHARLES DARWIN 
Chronic invalid 

1:5 

The face of Charles Darwin fades off and anoeher eiele appears 
oue of ehe sears. 

Even Charles Darwin, che man who told of 
the survival of che fictest, numbered 
amongst our frailest. 

~e title fades off and is replaced by one final eitle in the 
nl.qht sky. 

Of course. the ocher birth that would 
surely never have taken place is your own. 

CUT TO BLACK 
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