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. Run opening credits on black screen.
Desolate whine of wind over.

Fade in on:

A desert landscape at dawn, all muted grays. The
desert stretches for miles with no sign of life, and
no sound except for the whine of the wind. Then
- we hear a new, superimposed whine. It is so faint
at first that we are not sure we hear it at all. But
it builds with astonishing rapidity.

'And then from the far distance a silver shape streaks
¥ toward us and past us—we’ve hardly seen it.

Cut to:

An angle down on the silver shape, as we shoot
forward across the desert at extraordinary speed.
The roofline in lower frame is streamlined, mechan-
ical. We are zooming at 300 miles an hour. The
engine scream is very loud.

Cut to:

LA panning shot of the silver shape. It is a hover-
craft, bulletlike, riding on a cushion of air, propelied
forward by a howling jet.
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4 WESTWORLD
Cut to:

Inside the hovercraft cockpit. The pilot is a fore-
ground silhouette. Through the window the desert
rushes up toward us. We skim over sand dunes,
rock outcroppings, low ridges. The jet noise is more

muted. Crackle of radio communication back and
forth.

Cut to:

Inside the hovercraft passenger section. It looks
rather like the interior of a modern jet aircraft.
Twenty passengers are there, in a loungelike at-
mosphere. We gather from their dress and demeanor

that they are wealthy, cosmopolitan, and somewhat |

jaded. The jet sound is very quiet here.

A stewardess serves drinks. The camera follows her

to Blane and Martin. Martin is talking. He is in his |

early to middle thirties, attractive and earnest. In

contrast, his companion, Blane, is a little older, a
little more assured—and at the moment obviously |
bored by Martin’s speech. He stares out the window.

MARTIN

I’'m not worried at all, I'm just curious. How
much do they weigh?

BLANE (shrugging)
Three or four pounds.

MARTIN |

That’s pretty heavy. . .. Do they have much :

of a kick?

BLANE
It’s not bad.

MARTIN

rapidly) over the gun.

Well, I never fired a Colt .45 before. . .. What
about that thing where you go like this
(makes fanning motion with flat of his hand,
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:
MARTIN
Yeah.
BLANE

What about it?

. MARTIN
Is that hard to do?

BLANE
No.

MARTIN
Now when they give you the gunbelt, does
it have those strings to tie around your legs?

BLANE
If that’s the kind you want.

MARTIN
That’s the kind I want. I think it’s probably
better for quick draws, you know.

BLANE
It all depends.

Well, it seems to me that most of the gun-
fichters tie their holsters to their legs with

those strings, for quicker draws. What kind
of gunbelt did you have the last time?

~ BLANE
I had one without strings.

MARTIN
And you could draw fast?

BLANE
Yeah, |
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MARTIN
Then maybe it doesn’t matter, after all. . . .
(long silence) But the guns that they give
you are real guns?
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RECORDED VOICE
Western World is a complete re-creation of
the American frontier of 1880. Here it is pos-

sible to relive the excitement and stresses

of pioneer life to the fullest.
BLANE (nodding)

Real guns, cut to:

MARTIN

RECORDED VOICE
That’s incredible.

Western World is a life of lawless violence,

a society of guns and action. . ..

There is an electronic pinging. Martin looks ques-

tioningly at Blane. Martin smiles as he watches. Blane gives him a

sidelong look. Martin’s attention remains directed

VOICE OVER to the screen.

The orientation on the resort will now begin, -

Plea.sg pPut on your earphones. Cut to:
Martin puts on his earphones, . ‘A new slide on the screen.
RECORDED VOICE
Don’t you want to w This is Medieval World, where we have
e reconstructed thirteenth-century Europe, a
world of chivalry and combat, romance and
_ BLANE excitement
I heard it the last time. =

Martin nods. Blane stares out the window. Move in et

on Martin’s face. Another part of the passenger compartment. We

. notice a middle-aged man in a business suit sitting
nexti to a middle-aged woman. He nudges her, smiles
- —he’s obviously going to Medieval World.

RECORDED VOICE (over)
« - » consists of three separate resort areas,
each with its own special appeal: Whichever
resort you ]:.mve chosen, we are sure you will

RECORDED VOICE
. « « Our teams of engineers have spared no

expense in this re-creation, precise to the
smallest detail.

Cut to:

resort, which is divided into three quadrants, colored i & Dew slide on the screen.

differently. The slide chan es to sh cl lew
of the blug quadrant. » i,

: RECORDED VOICE
Then we have Roman World, a lusty treat for

R O ; _-..__.__.l..l.-\_l_...lu_ﬂ..J.-.L.-\_..__.l. — i il i il b bl W il B e ke ol e -
e &
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(Accountant smiles)
and highly reliable. . . .

'ﬂie senses in the setting of deli ce=
& cadent Pompeii. Here the travelergljt.flil,

- Cut to: ut to:

‘What the pilot sees from the cockpit as the hover-
craft makes a left turn and streaks forward into -
the morning sun. Directly ahead of us, gleaming
like a gem, is a huge complex with a large dome.
We can’t see much, but we are moving toward it

oy qu.]].y faSt.

The, man and woman. Now the woman is sm:]mg;
she’s going to Roman World.

RECORDED VOICE

- « « €xperiences the sensual, relaxed moralitj‘l
that existed at the peak of the Imperial Roman

Empire.
= Cut to: "
= 3 . s . . v = _ .
€ man Hmh, he’s not so sure he likes his wife §f The passenger compartment. A stewardess moves
going there, down the aisle, giving out little tags to each pas-
32 to: senger.

RECORDED VOICE

... Hydrophonic tanks, recycled air and water
systems, climate control, the whole spectrum
of technology has been employed in Delos for
the vacationer’s pleasure. Expensive and un-
usual, Delos is not for everyone, but for those
that choose it, it is truly a unique and re-
warding. . ..

~ RECORDED VOICE

All together, these resorts comprise Delos,
the most exciting vacation spot . . . |

Cut to:

- The screen showing the three original quadrants. B
The stewardess stops by Martin and Blane.

RECORDED VOICE

+ + - in the history of man. Located five hun- cilgib s
dref;i miles into the Sahara Desert, Delos is Mr. Martin.
a triumph of man’s mastery over the environ- (gives him blue tag)
ment. . ., , Mr. Blane. -
- wes him blue ta
i -5 (gives him blue tag)

Th | Blane smiles at her; so does Martin, but hesitantly.
€ passenger compartment. We see an anal, taut
accountant of about forty-five, reserved and be-

spectacled, ready to jump at shadows. b hing
the screen eagerly. peloc

The recorded voice continues over:

Cut to:

The desert, as the hovercraft shoots forward, into

RECORDED VOICE |
he sunrise, toward the resort.

Completely self-contained, efficient,
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SECOND TECHNICIAN (voice over)
Shutdown two . . . shutdown three. . ..

% _ ENORES
Cut to: :

The hovercraft control room. A bank of TV sereens
show the approaching hovercraft. Fuzzed figures in

the foreground guide the craft in; low technical
dialogue.

THIRD TECHNICIAN (voice over)
Down two . . . down three. . ..

FIRST TECHNICIAN (voice over)

FIRST TECHNICIAN (voice over) Nice job, everybody. . . .

We have you on grid five. Over.
Cut to:

Insi e hovercraft. It is still day, but the hover-
Ic;lsag eisth on the ground and in the shadow of the
‘dome, and thus the interior looks different. '_I‘he
passengers are getting out of their seats, unbuckling,
speaking in a rising hubbub of voices. |

HOVERCRAFT PILOT (voice over)
Read you as grid five.

SECOND TECHNICIAN (voice over)
Conformation grid five, seven-one-seven,
nine-three-eight, wind ess Q.

. - i an elevator.

FIRST TECHNICIAN (voice over) The passengers exit to ar |

Notify ground crews. Standby. 1Cu “n:

Inside the elevator. The passengers stand motionless,
facing forward as the elevator descends to !:he base-
ment garage area. A stewardess accompanies them.

Cut to: |
A bank of switches. A hand flicks several.

Cut to:

Cut to:
A TV screen showing the hoverecraft landing.

The underground garage area. Three trams stand
waiting; yellow, blue, red. The passengers sort them-
selves out and move apart. Blane and Martin go to

their blue tram._

Cut to:
- The actual hovercraft landing, sand spitting up.

Cut to:

A TV screen showing the hovercraft landing from
vertical perspective. |

'Standing by each tram is a pretty girl in a color-
coded uniform with a hand-size computer of some
sort. As Blane and Martin board:

GIRL
Cut to: | Name, please?
Hovercraft control room. The personnel oversee
the lock-up, flicking switches, speaking softly. We e

never see the people clearly. Peter Martin.

The girl punches a button on the device.
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Thank youy., s - Cut to: '
The underground corridor. As the tram streaks
John Blane BLANE forward, down a corridor lined with blue lights.
Cut to:
Thank you. oy Another corridor and tram, this one going down a

corridor with red lights. On it is the Middle-Aged
Man,

Cut to:

Still another corridor and tram. This one goes down
' a corridor with yellow lights. On the tram is the
businessman’s wife—in fact, the Roman World tram
seems overpopulated with women.

What Martin sees: A travel:

[ ] ] . . avehn - -
-mlnlshlllg as the tram pulls a‘iivg}‘,rs.hwt e st an
Cut to:

Martin in his tram, watching as he comes to:

Cut to:

The underground locker room. It really looks part
elegant locker room, part store. The half-dozen
tourists going to Westworld including the Accoun-
tant, are taking off their clothes.

Was she ... 2 =i Cut to: o
A montage, as they remove their own clothing,
BLANE watches, jewelry, everything—and are given western
Probably ' clothes, boots, hats. And finally guns. Martin and

Blane react to each step of the process. As their
own clothes are locked away in a locker, there
seems to be an irrevocable aspect that disturbs
- Martin. But as they strap on their guns, they smile

BLANE at each other.

Suppose'dly you reall ’
! ? can't tell.
looking at the hands—yr it

the hands yet.

cept by

they haven’t perfected Bring up fast-paced plunking banjo.

DISSOLVE TO:

A western street scene, as a stagecoach rumbles

Martin nods, then turns forward. into to ing dust
- INto w1, Spewing aqust.
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Cut to:

Martin looking out the window of the stagecoach.

Cut to:

A series of traveling points-of-view from the win-

dow: a man sitting back in a chair, smoking a cigar,
a woman in bustle and parasol, walking down the
boardwalk, a cowboy in chaps hitching up his horse.

- Cut to:

Mgrtin looking away from the window to Blane and
grinning like 3 kid.

Cut to:

The street as the stagecoach rumbles up in front
of the Grand Hotel, a misnamed place. It is really a
two-story shack.

The passengers climb out, coughing like greenhorns

in the dust, and enter the hotel.

Cut to:

Inside hotel room. Martin’s suitcase is thrown down
on a rickety bed, which groans with the weight.

A disgruntled old bellhop who badly needs a shave

explains with no particular interest:

BELLHOP |
Reckon that’s everything. Bathroom’s down
the hall. Bath’ll cost you two bits for hot

water. Dinner’s at seven sharp, breakfast at
six-thirty. Git lunch on your own. Couple a

places to eat in town. It don’t look like much
here, but we got everything.

Martin is staring in curious fascination at the Bell-
hop. Blane catches the look.

ek WESTWORLD 15

BLANE
Can we see your hands, please?

The Bellhop shrugs, holds open his hands, palms up.

Cut to:

The hands. They are perfectly lifelike except for a
little prominent ridging at the finger joints. It’s not
very noticeable, but it is wrong, and gives the whole
thing away.

Cut to:
Blane and Martin.

~ BLANE (tipping the Bellhop)
Thank you.

The Bellhop leaves. Martin stares after him.

MARTIN
You mean to tell me he’s a robot?

 BLANE
That’s what I mean to tell you.

Martin shakes his head in wonderment, looks around
the room curiously, touching things.

Cut to:

He examines a chest of drawers. Then he goes to

3 the bed, his attention drawn by a paperback dime

ovel on the nightstand. He sits down on the bed;
it creaks loudly. He winces at its lumpiness, looks

back at Blane.

MARTIN
I paid a thousand dollars a day for this?

BLANE
It’s authentic. The West of 1880.
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- MARTIN (grumpy)
They might have made it a little more com-

fortable.

BLANE
But that’s the point. This is really the way it
was. . . . If you wanted comfort, you could

have stayed in Chicago.

Martin turns away, his attention absorbed by the
novel. He opens it.

Cut to:
The paperback. It reads: “Pub. 1869.”

Cut to:

Martin. He closes the book, sets it down, notices
an enameled pitcher on the bedstand. He picks it
up; it has a rather graceful shape.

Cut to:

The pitcher. Imprinted on the bottom: “Stevens
Ironworks, Pennsylvania, 1874.”

Cut to:

Martin. He holds the pitcher in his hands, runs his
fingers over its curve.

MARTIN
Julie would love all this. She was always
interested in antiques ...
(smiling warmly)
. . . poking around for hours in all those funny
shops, looking for—

BLANE
Peter, I don’t believe it.

Martin stops. After a beat:

__s___;_—g___ 5

You're a lawyer, you know better than any-
body else what a ride she ook you for.

MARTIN
Well, there’s the kids—

C BLANE ‘
—Fine, the kids, but here you are SiX months
later, still thinking about her.

| MARTIN g2
No, not really. She just came to mind, is all.

. Martin puts the pitcher down gently and wa}ks to
the window. As he goes, he puts his hands in his

pockets—a modern gesture—and looks out.

MARTIN (slowly)
It’s an interesting place. . . .

Cut to:

1 An angle down on the western street from Martin’s

point of view. A few riders are going by leisurely,

their horses kicking up little spurts of dust; a couple
of old-timers across the way are talking. Two women
discuss a new dress that one wears. One of the

women is quite handsome.

Cut to:

. Martin at the window.

Cut to:

" The gossiping women.

MARTIN
There’s a lot to do here.

Cut to:

Inside the hotel room. Martin takes a deep breath,
looks back into the room.

IN—————————————
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. MARTIN |
Well . . . where do we go from here?

Angle down on the western
o bl street from a second-

Cut to:

The Accountant’s hotel room. He -

the window, looks around the morfl??jiciz: 3:1 fT&;‘ur"ls}
gun and holster, then looks at the mirror ovef the
highboy. He tries a couple of quick draws—clums
at first, th‘en a little better. As he gets into thse?
rhytbm of it, he begins to smile. And then suddenly
on his next quick draw, his gun accidentally dis:
charges, and he shoots out the mirror. He is startled.

Cut to:

Blane and Martin as they enter a saloon. A honky-
tonk piano plays. There are dusty men playing cards
and a couple of slick gambler-types. One or twc:
solitary gunslingers with bottles in front of them.

Cut to
BARTENDER
What’ll it be? |
_ BLANE
Whiskey.

BARTENDER (to M arti
What about you? : )

TR

WESTWORLD 19

Martin has been looking around the room. He turns
and says without thinking:

MARTIN
Uh, a very dry vodka martini on the rocks,
please.
The Bartender blinks.
1 BLANE

Just bring him whiskey ... he’s new in town.

The Bartender moves off.

BLANE
Look, you got to get into the feel of the thing,

MARTIN
I feel silly.

Blane turns and leans back on the bar, resting his
elbows. He surveys the room.

BLANE
Why?

MARTIN
It’s like a joke.

BLANE

It’s not a joke, it’s a toy. It’s an amusement
park—the best amusement park in the world.

All you have to do is have fun.

Martin also turns.

Cut to:
What Martin sees.

- A slow pan around the room.
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MARTIN (over)
Some pretty rough customers here. How
many of them are, uh. .,

Cut to:
Blane and Martin as Blane pushes back his hat.

BLANE |

Guests like us? Who knows? Maybe five,
maybe none. That’s the beauty of this place.
It doesn’t matter.

Cut to:

The room. A closer pan showing details of the men

playing cards, drinking, lounging. They're flawless
western types. |

BLANE (over)
It may look rough, but it’s still just a resort.

Cut to:

Blane and Martin. Their drinks come. Blane gulps .

it down.

BLANE

There’s no way you can get hurt here. Just

enjoy yourself.

Martin picks up his drink, gulps it down, and is

overcome with explosive coughing. Tears come to
his eyes. Blane tries to keep from laughing. Martin
Is coughing and wiping his eyes, finally gets control
of himself.

MARTIN
What is that stuff?

BLANE (picking up unlabeled bottle)
Doesn’t say.

- of man who gets goin
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marTIN (breathing deeply)
Good God . . . gimme that.

BLANE
Puts hair on your chest.

. Martin is now glancing around the room in em-
‘barrassment as he pours

himself another shot. _He
picks it up to drink it and is nudged—the drink

spills all over his shirt.

| - in 1 linger
The man who has nudged Martin 1s a guns T,
a zood six inches taller than I\{Iartm, c}ressed_ in
black, and exceedingly mean-looking. He is the k{nd
g in the morning by slﬁmtmg
] ith a cup

somebody the way other people get going W1l
of coffee. He has stepped up to the bar and has

- obviously taken no pains to avoid nudging Martin.
- But he ignores him.

cuNSLINGER (low)

bar counter. Then :
is just standing there, starmng.

der
haking his head, he turns away. The‘ Bartenc
%rings gbottle and a shotglass. The Gunslinger pours

a drink, knocks it I?ack with a satisfied sigh.

| ] ] dges
Martin stares at the Gunslinger. Blane nu
Mzrtin: go ahead and take him on. Martin looks

angrily at Blane: you stay out of this.

apparently oblivious,

: (o TE e
The Gunslinger himself 1 e e

staring forward across the bar.

CGUNSLINGER

You momma’s boys are all alike. Need a bib

e ———————
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to keep your shirt clean. We got a bib for this

boy?

Scattered laughter around the ro

who is Ing glasses with a to
gently. Martin still stares.

Go on!

BLANE (hissing)

Martin shakes his head quickly.

Martin is, if anything, more terrified by this than
goaded into action. Blane whispers into Martin’s ear.

om. The Bartender,
wel, smiles indul-

 Martin drawing his gun and
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A slow smile spreads across his face. He steps away

- from the bar.

GUNSLINGER
Why don’t you make me shut up?

Martin steps away from the bar, nodding. Blane :
moves backward.

Cut to:

- The saloon as chairs scrape back and people dive for

cover. Blane vaults over the bar. Martin and the
Gunslinger square off.

Cut to:

- The Gunslinger

Cut to:
Martin

- Cut to:

The Gunslinger 1

GUNSLINGER .’

Your move.

Cut to: .
Martin, having a shade of last-minute doubt.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s face. Snap zoom in on his eyes,
which we see are plastic and electronic, and in that
moment of recognition |

Cut to:
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twisting in slow motion,
houlder and chest as the

Martin still firing and enjoying the hell out of it and
Cut to:

The Gunslinger slamming against the bar, and then

Is.]éumpuclg to the floor, slowly. Silence. It’s incredibly

Cut to:

Cut to:

What he sees: the Gunslin :
his chest. ger, blood pouring from
Cut to:

Martin looking around as ] arily
: people in the saloon
take up their old positions. -

Cut to:
Blane rising above the bar, smiling. .

BLANE
Pretty realistic, huh?
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Cut to:

Martin, raising his eyebrows: hell yes. Blane comes
around and claps him on the back. The honky-tonk
piano begins to play again. Martin knocks back a
drink, then turns to look over his shoulder.

- Cut to:

What he sees: two men hauling the Gunslinger’s
body out of the saloon, feet first. The body is dragged

~ roughly across the floor, leaving a wavering trail of
~ blood.

- Cut to:

Martin, turning back to Blane.

MARTIN
Blane, are you sure he was—

BLANE

- Of course. You don’t think you really shot
anybody, do you?

; Martin thinks it over, then grins and shakes his

head.

MARTIN
Wow.

Cut to:

~ Blane and Martin’s hotel room. They are changing

clothes prior to dinner. As Martin hitches on his

| gunbelt:

MARTIN
Say, John . . .
(taking out his gun)
How do I know I'm not going to kill another
guest with this thing?
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BLANE (turning to elderly hostess) |
What do people do for companionly entertain-
ment in this town?

HOSTESS
I wouldn’t know about such things. I'm just

Shoot me. runnin’ the hotel.

Blane is standing at the mirror,

His back is to Martin. Blane looks at Martin.

adjusting his shirt.
ACCOUNTANT (timidly)

Miss Carrie’s got a real nice saloon, down end

of the street.

HOSTESS |
I won’t have talk of that woman in this house.
Not over my dinner.

MARTIN (quickly)
Real good food, ma’am.

HOSTESS
Thank you, stranger. I can see you're a gentle-
man of some breedin’.

e. Blane nudges Martin.
MARTIN . BLANE
They thought of everything Isn’t she terrific?
Cut to 'Martl' in blinks
The gun. We can see that i .
: t it’s a lit
Shaped; a peculiar lump under th: bmg:l. strangely BLANE

Notice the hands.

- Cut to:

The hostess passing the potatoes. We see her hands;
there are odd ridges in the fingers.

served, family style, in heavy porcelain dishes that 1

ChMber pots. A half-
ACCOUIlt&Ilt, are :

are somehow reminiscent of
dozen guests, including the

Cut to:
Martin, frowning.

i,

== - =il i —M
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CARRIE
Just passin’ through?

28 WESTWORLD
Cut to:
A close shot of the hostess’s face: it’s flawless down

to the last detail. BLANE
HOSTESS Maybe.
Been mighty hot lately in these parts. I expect CARBIE
we're due for some rain. Tnckin’ for some Fun?
ACCOUNTANT
Yes, ma’am. I expect so. B
Maybe.
Cut to:
. : . CARRIE
Martin, staring at the woman, then he turns to Blane. Well, you cothe to the right place. Plenty ?f
fun here. This’s Cindy, and Arlette. Arlette’s
MARTIN _ :
Who's Miss Carrie? from Paris, France.

Cut to: MARTIN (to the girls)

Miss Carrie’s Saloon. Miss Carrie, a tough thirtyish
hooker, presides over a bordello of great splendor
and what can only be described as the most tasteful
and elegant decadence. Unlike the first saloon

Howdy.

Pindy and Arlette leer invitingly. Carrie gets more
yusinesslike. | _

previously seen, her house is feminine and rich, the CARRIE

atmosphere subdued. In one area, men play cards P'raps you gentlemen are taking a liking to
on richly covered tables; their cards make a quiet thI'aP? L

slapping sound, their bids are given in low voices. e

In another area, some preliminary hanky-panky con- BLANE

sonant with a PG rating is taking place. Praps

The total effect is just a little intimidating, as Blane
and Martin enter. Martin is appropriately wide-eyed
as they move to the bar. A couple of Miss Carrie’s
employees lounge at the bar. They are quite pretty.

i iles apprecia-
Cindy and Arlette preen. Martin smi .
velg at them, then has a thought. He turns to Blane.

MARTIN
e Hey, listen—
You fellas new in town? .
MAR . 9
i They’re real accommodatin’,
YES.;
(to bartender) | e
e, They look it.




'The shooting conti . Bla " T '
P e ahsk ei = ﬁ:@:de‘s lane considers it. Finally,
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| MARTIN MARTIN
Hey, listen, are those two— ~ Well, you don’t know, it might be fun to fight
bank robbers.
e CARRIE
You just go on upstairs, and we’ll reckon BLANE
accounts later. | This’s better.
BLANE He slaps his girl on the bottom, and continues up-
Sounds good to me. stairs. After a moment, Martin shrugs to Arlette,
and follows her upstairs. Gunfire continues through
MARTIN next sequence.
Are those two girls machines?

Cut to:

One of the upstairs rooms. Arlette puts her foot on
the bed, hikes up her long frilly skirt, and begins to
‘unlace a high boot.

BLANE (leering at the girls)
Now how can you say a thing like that?

MARTIN (gulping)

- Are you sure?
The room is dark, warmly lit by a couple of gas

lamps; it’s romantic in a way, dramatic in a way.

BLA ' )
NE (clapping him on shoulder) The sounds of the brawl downstairs are muted.

Come on. . . .

Cut to:

Martin, undressing by the bureau; looking at her in
_the bureau mirror.

Blane, Martin and the two girls ascend the stairs to
the second floor.

As they go upstairs, murderous and continuous guﬁ-
fire goes on from outside. Martin and Blane stop

their ascent; Martin grateful for the diversion, Blane
merely curious. -

Arlette, dropping her boots on the floor, reaching
‘behind her to unhook her bodice. She glances once

at Martin over her shoulder, smiles.

MARTIN Cut to:

What’s going on?
Martin taking off his shirt, smiling shyly.

MISS CARRIE (looking out window)

They’re robbing the bank. Cut to:

- Arlette in a white slip as she removes her dress with

MARTIN (to Blane) a loud rustling of starched petticoats.

Robbing the bank. . . . Hey, maybe we should

oh
gD elp OUt- L Cut tﬂ:

Martin lying naked on the bed, watching her. He is
increasingly anxious.
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There, uh, is something I have to tell you...
I mean, I don’t know if, uh, it matters, but it
mafters to me. . ..

Arlette undressing, not very concerned.

ARLETTE
Yes?

Martin in bed.

MARTIN _
Yes, uh, you see, I'm a married man and I

never, uh, I mean I've always been faithful
to my wife. . ..

He is watching Arlette, still undressing.

MARTIN
So I haven’t had, well, I mean, it’s, um, it’s
been a while, and I, well, I hardly know you,
if you know what I mean. I mean we just met
a few minutes ago, and you're probably very
nice and all, but— |

Martin breaks off abruptly.
Cut to:

What he sees: Arlette undressing. Her clothes are
essentially all removed. Her body is extraordinarily

lifelike, and at the moment, powerfully sexual—
which is what made Martin shut up.

Arlette smiles at him, approaching the bed.

MARTIN

I feel funny.

ARLETTE

Why?
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She lies down next to him, kisses him softly.

A close shot of their lips pressing together.

| A stock romantic shot with new meaning here,

Martin, being very experimental about the sensa-
tions, then closing his eyes, letting go.

Montage of their lovemaking. It is done in the most
fuzzy-filtered romantic style possible. We end the

'sequence on his eyes, closed as he reaches orgasm.

Arlette’s eyes are also closed. And thep at the final
moment, she opens them wide: and again we see that
they are electronic, unreal.

SLOW DISSOLVE TOr

Martin is sitting on the bed pulling on his boots. He
is dressed except for them. (The phallicness of boot-
pulling-on will not be emphasized.) Across the room,
Arlette stares at the mirror and combs her hair. He
looks at her, sighs, shakes his head.

ARLETTE
Is something wrong?

MARTIN (smiling)
Not a thing.

ARLETTE (smiling)
Good. |

She comes over and kisses him on the cheek.

ARLETTE
I think you are nice.

Then she leaves. Martin just sits there. 'After a mo-
ment, he sits a little straighter and begins to smile.
He is thinking about the episode and feeling good
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about it. He gives a little chuckle iousie

- nS ' == ' : ~ and b v
thinks himself pretty debonair at this matm10191::‘?1':‘3l |

Cut to:

A slow, ground-level pan across all th
the people, the shattered windows,

mess.

e dead animals,
the incredible

Blane comes in, excited.

. BLANE
How was it? Wasn't it terrific? Boy, machines
are the servant of man. Wasn’t that great?

End the pan on an incongruous sight: two electric
headlamps coming silently toward us. As they come

closer, we hear a faint electric whine,

MARTIN (still debonair)

Not bad. Cut to:

An electric-driven van'as it pulls to a stop and a
gang of workmen in white coveralls climb out. They

BLANE
begin to collect the bodies, moving them into the van.

Not bad, . . . Now you’re the big lover.

Cut to:

Montage shots of the nighttime cleanup. Some of it
is very difficult: for the horses, a winch apparatus
is needed. There are also straightforward repairmen,
replacing windows, fixing broken chairs, and so on.
' But the main interest is the collecting of the dead.

Martin has gotten up, gone to the mi ' -
S neeirting P, 8 e mirror, and is more

Well = MARTIN
€ll, you know . . . some X
with women. . .. guys have a way

Blane has gone to the window. He looks out, Cut t
| ur to;

The van, as the machines are being loaded.

£ BLANE :
Shooting’s stopped. . . . I guess we missed the

robbery. Cut to:

Another part of the street as the van pulls into a
ramshackle, ordinary-loocking building at the edge of

MARTIN (yawning)
town. It goes out of sight.

Well, you can’t have everythi *
) ¥ ‘ | ing. You kn
something? This place is really fun. o-w_

r

- Cut to:

" The repair-building garage. The van backs up to a
conveyor belt. Workmen begin to unload the dam-
aged machines onto the conveyer belt, which carries

them out of sight.

- Cut to:

The robot-repair room.
banks of cold filuorescent

Cut to:

The hotel room where Martin
_ _ 1 and Blane are asleep.
Camera pans away from them toward the v?inacsl:;?'.

Cut to:

An angle down of the western str

eet. A scene
carnage: dead horses and dead bodies all sgeexgethoz |
place, silvery in the moonlight. "

It is a vast surreal hall lit by
lights. The room contains
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up in the air, and wires protrude from the sole of
her foot.

SUPERVISOR
That balance servo again?

WORKMAN

Veah. She fell gver this afternoon. I think it’s
the sensor. If it’s the central unit we’ll have

to open her up.

 SUPERVISOR
Get a confirmation before you do that.

He goes up. He comes to a grizzled old-timer, chest
- torn open.

SUPERVISOR
What’s he in for?

Yes, I'd replace the whol
, € unit rather than try
to repair it i
_ Central malfunction.

WORKMAN -

i SUPERVISOR

Another one?

SUPERVISOR

He frowns, continues on.

Cut to:

The underground conference room. It’s rather spar-
tan—concrete walls and a gleaming metal table,
around which six supervisors sit. They all look more

SUPERVISOR - : : ; : s aa oo SR
Mavhbe j : : : - or less like the supervisor we've seen: distinguished
up Biiniolftgzuczhwl'it the integrator unit further intelligent men in their fifties. All wear white lab-
ST coats and shirts and ties beneath. In front of each is
"a small control console. |
WORKMAN

Lt FIRST SUPERVISOR

. . . S0 that after applying all our corrections
to data, we come out with six central mal-
functions in Medieval World during the past

week. This is absolutely unprecedented.

The Supervisor goes on down '
| the line, and the
camera fol‘lows‘hlm. He stops by one bench on which
a wqman-- is bemg repaired; her shapely leg is held

i

1 e B B ™
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_ SECOND SUPERVISOR
What about Western World?

THIRD (OUR) SUPERVISOR
12181: “Iinei]limctmn tonight. Makes three in the

 FIFTH SUPERVISOR
All our units seem to funection normally at

this time, but the techn 0
; ) olo
is le ey gy of those systems

P . TH]:RD SUPERVISOR
Ve been wondering whether we are looking

at a no e
nize it, arandom pattern and failing to recog-

Cut to:

3313; working technician’s locker room. It is a sharp
2 n lraast to the_aust?re conference room. This place
plastered with pinups, and is very proletarian.

Several technicians are getting out of their clean

work clothes and into ordinary street clothing.

FIRST TECHNICIAN.

Jeez . . . what a day.

SECOND TECHNICIAN

Look at it. Three in the morning. We never

used to finish past two.

| FIRST TECHNICIAN
What're you working?
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SECOND TECHNICIAN
Rome.

. FIRST TECHNICIAN
That’s the worst. I've been in Westworld. It

was pretty soit.

THIRD TECHNICIAN
So was the castle. It’s been bad lately, though.

FIRST TECHNICIAN
Damned supervisors don’t even know what’s

happening.

SECOND TECHNICIAN
Well, they don’t have to do the work. Just
walk around and give orders. They got their

heads in the clouds.

Cut to:

A sereen in the underground conference room. It is
a schematic of the three-part resort, with numbers

being superimposed appropriately.

STXTH SUPERVISOR (voice over)
From the day we opened the resort, we had a
failure and breakdown rate conforming to
computer predictions, that is, zero-point-three
malfunctions for each twenty-four-hour acti-
vation period, concurrent or not.

Cut to:

~ The sixth supervisor.

SIXTH SUPERVISOR
This was an anticipated operations aspect of
the resort, and we were prepared to handle it.
The majority of breakdowns were peripheral

and minor, until about six weeks ago.
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Cut to:

The screen, showing the resort and the superimposed
numbers. There are some other numbers for dates
and subcalculations, central breakdowns, peripheral
breakdowns, total breakdowns, each with a eolumn
for absolute numbers and percentages. In other
words, the graphic representation is complex.

THIRD SUPERVISOR (voice over)
Roman World has a rise in breakdown rate,
which doubled in a week. In addition, we saw
a disproportionate rise in central as opposed
to peripheral breakdowns. We identified some
problems with humidity control, and regained
homeostasis.

Cut to:

Technicians’ locker room.

FIRST TECHNICIAN
You ever made it with one of those machines?

SECOND TECHNICIAN
No ... TIll take the real thing. If I can ever
get home to her.

FIRST TECHNICIAN
I tried it with one of those Rome hookers.
One night out on the repair table. Powered
her up, and really went to town. ...

THIRD TECHNICIAN
You could get fired for that.

The First Technician snorts disdainfully.

Cut to:

The underground conference room.

THIRD SUPERVISOR
Despite our corrections, the breakdown rate

] downs. . . -
ing more Western World break :
Tl?ere- is a clear pattern here, which suggests

an analogy to an infectious disease process,

spreading from one resort area to the next.

The supervisors react in their various ways.

SECOND SUPERVISOR o
Perhaps there are superficial similarities

disease—

to

FIFTH SUPERVISOR
It’s only a theoretical concept. There are a

lot of ways to order that data.

FIRST SUPERVISOR
I must confess I have difficulty believing In a

disease of machinery.

THIRD (OUR) SUPERVISOR

We aren’t dealing with ordinary machmisé

.' shouldn’t they be vulnerable
i logical disease?

SECOND SUPERVISOR (sarcastic)
Or mass psychosis? |

FIFTH SUPERVISOR

: es with the mass
You ask me, we're the on

psychosis.

STXTH SUPERVISOR
e an obligation to our guesis at
irel}* dependent on
any wide-

I feel we hav
the resort. They are ent " d
us and the machines. 1f there is

FENMITRRRRRRUASRRRS S
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spread breakdown, we've got to close the
resort—for their safety.

SECOND SUPERVISOR (still sarcastic)
You afraid they’ll catch the disease?

_ THIRD (OUR) SUPERVISOR
I agree it's a serious problem. It may be
premature to close the resort now, but unless

we can stop the breakdowns, we won’t have
any choice. We'll have to shut down.

¥ - L I.l.l g . : -_I -'.'1

Cut to:

High angle down on conference room as the group
sits there, then gets up.

Cut to:
Western street—dawn.

Cut to:
Battlements of Medieval World—dawn.

Cut to:
Roman World—dawn.

Cut to:

Central control room. It is an enormous, circular,
underground room, resembling an Apollo mission-
control room. On the TV screens we see dawn
- breaking over the three worlds. There is a hubbub
- of complex technical talk. Eventually we realize
that the people are starting up the resort for the
day, getting this intricate and ponderous machine
to come to life, activating everything.

||m-=1'l. '

TECHNICIAN ONE

—— il i = e o S
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TECHNICIAN TWO
I'm not getting sound pickup from the tenth
quadrant, please check my leads to censole. ...

TECHNICIAN THREE

My telemetry is good, repeat, good telem-
etry. ...

TECHNICIAN FOUR
We have sunrise in zero point forty-three,
ready on all quadrants. Energize grid.

TECHNICIAN FIVE
Grid energized. Confirmed.

TECHNICIAN ONE
Uh ... all right, then, give me four-three-six

if you can patch in that. ... If not, four-three-
five. . ..

TECHNICIAN TWO
I have sound now, thank you. ...

TECHNICIAN THREE
Yes, I wanted scrambled eggs and bacon with
cinnamon toast. Do you have any cinnamon
toast? Okay, send it down to the central
control room, console three.

| TECHNICIAN FOUR
Just a minute.
(pauses to light cigarette)
Okay, what was that? No grounding on unit
five? Try a bypass. . . . Well, I have readings

on all units, five included. . . . Held on a
minute. . ..

Technician Four lights a cigarette for Five.

TECHNICIAN FIVE
All right . . . let’s standby for resort activation.
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o, Cut to:

The western street. Several robots are frozen m
©  fixed positions, their mghtless eyes unbhnkmg

- Cut to:
Medieval banquet hall. A rigid groom stands gu ard.

' i

Cut to:
~ Roman World. A handsome woman wearing a tog
"~ is frozen in mid-stride, one elegant leg pcnsed

"' take a next step.

B Cut to: |
 Central control room. As the techmcmns get read
~ to start up, we catch scattered phrases:

BY- TECHNICIAN ONE

s . . . Ready on phase four-four-three . ..

TECHNICIAN TWO

e . « . four-four-three . . .

:f-‘ TECHNICIAN THREE

E“t:. “ ™ aCtiVHﬁOH at ﬁVe nj-ne s 0 @

=  Cut to:

Roman World. A flash cut of the Roman woman, he:
o leg Pﬁlsed her arm about to sweep her toga arount
~ her in the morning chill.

|

Cut to:
~ Central control.

TECHNICIAN FOUR S
. lower gain alpha two ...

T, T A R W /T OV S Ve
L o s ) Y * I-" ' P ™ '_". i
r i r. i

 TECHNICIAN FIVE
= ...readyonsix...onfive...onfour..,.
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Cut to:
A digital clock as the seconds click by.

Cut to:
Roman World, as the woman stands waiting.

I
Cut- to:

Central control.

TECHNICIAN FIVE
~..onthree...ontwo... activate now.

Cut to:

Roman World, as the woman imperiously sweeps
her gown around her, and walks down steps out

of sight.

Cut to:
 Medieval banquet hall as the groom yawns.

Cut to:
old-timer in a rocking chair
on the western street begins 10 rock, with a rhythmic

 creak. We hear birds chirp, and a distant horse
whinnies. Morning has arrived.

- Cut to:

Blane and Martin in their hotel room. We faintly

hear the creak from the rocking chair on the street
below. Martin wakes, yawns, sits up, looks toward

the window.

Cut to:
1 room. He wakes in a startled,

The Accountant’s hote
disoriented way. He looks over at a voluptuous

shoulder. A woman is in bed with him.
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Reverse angle.

an 1s Arlette. :

t the sleeping wom
remembers,

We can now see tha
ks over at her,

The Accountant 1
smiles.

‘Cut to:

The western street.
view, it is getting
the day.

Martin’s point of

Below, from
y minute Of

more active €Ver

Cut to:

Blane, in the bedroom,
Martin’s singing. He grins
mirror.

Cut to: .
out of the bath, toweling himseit

and humming.

|
adjusting a neckerchiet
are when there is a knock
Martin, Blane Opem j
gh at his NOS&

' Not a word.
(cocks gumn)

Move OVEr there.

s away from the door. The Gur

closes the door. He smlles

Blane move
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He moves deeper into the room, turns until he
can hold Blane and the door in his vision.

GUNSLINGER
Now we’ll just wait for your friend.

Blane stands there with his hands up. A beat.

BLANE
What do you want?

GUNSLINGER
You keep quiet.

Cut to:

Martin coming down the hallway, towel wrapped
around himself, gunbelt over his naked shoulder.

He comes to the door, stops, hears muffled voices
inside.

While he waits at the door, a woman walks down
the corridor past him and snifis at his nakedness.

WOMAN
Have you no sense of decency, young—

MarTIN (finger to lips)
Ssssssh! -

Cut to:
Inside the bedroom. The Gunslinger whirls.

GUNSLINGER

What—?
A_ngle on hallway as Martin whips out his gun,
kicks the door open and starts firing. The woman

Inside_ the bedroom, Blane dives for cover and the
Gunslinger is alone. He fires once, shattering the
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Martin, now being locked up, is no longer smiling.

48 WESTWORLD

mirror. Then he’s hit, and spins. The woman screams,_

hands to her face in horror as we see Martin firing. SHERTFF (voice over)

Cut to: . . . and do whatever you want. Well, I’'m here
| to tell you things are changing.

The Gunslinger as he is picked up bodlly and flung
out the window. | Angle past the Sheriff to Blane, standing in the
jail outer office.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger falling from outside the hotel. He 1
bltes the dust. |

: SHERIFF
There’s a law here now. You can’t go plugging
whoever you please.
Cut to: BLANE

Hotel room. Blane gets up as Martin comes into But, Sheriff, it was self-defense.

the room. Martin goes directly to the window, looks

out 'and down at the street. SHERIFF

That’s what they all say. Fact is, he shot a
Cut to: man. Have to stand trial.

The western street from Martin’s point of view. A
crowd clusters around the fallen Gunslinger.

The Sheriff turns to Blane.

SHERIFF
Judge’ll be here next week. ... I was you, I
wouldn’t trouble over your friend here. Judge

. Benson likes to hang ’em.
(nods thoughtfully)

Cut to:
The hotel room as Martin turns back to Blane.

MARTIN : :
Was he bothering you? Hang ’em high.
smil BLANE
Ay exchange T But, Sheriff—
SHERIFF (voice over) ' =

You guys are all the same. I seen plenty of That’s all. Now beat it

you. |
Cut to: The Sheriff slumps into a chair, props his feet up
e vo: on the desk. Blane remains standing there. He looks
A sheriff closing jail-cell doors.  at the Sheriff. Then he looks at Martin, shrugging

from behind bars. Blane winks.

SHERIFF
All the same. Think you can come into a
town and raise hell . -

SHERIFF
I said beat it.

it = . — S S—
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Cut to:

Martin, who just stares.

Blane leaves.

Martin sits down on his crude cot, learﬁng back
against the stone wall, folding his arms across his

chest, sighing.

MArRTIN (almost to himself)
I've never been in jail before.

Cut to:

" The western town at midday, in the blinding heat
of the sun. The dust and glare are forbidding, un-
pleasant. Blane is on the boardwalk, talking to a
lovely Apache girl, giving her a cloth-covered tray.

"~ She nods and crosses the street toward the jail as

Blane watches her. Angle on the Girl, reaching the

jail, looking back ‘once. Blane nods slowly. The

Girl goes inside the jail.

The Sheriff, his feet propped up on his desk, his .
back to Martin, doesn’t look back. -

SHERIFF

First time for everything. Cut to
W -

The Sheriff, feet on his desk, stops the Girl in-
dolently, using his leg as a barricade. He looks
under the cloth at the food, nods, swings his leg
away. She goes to the cell, passes the food in to
Martin. Under the tray is a note.

MARTIN
But I haven’t done anything wrong.

SHERIFF

Shot a man. I'd say that was something. . . «
Where're you from? -
p Cut io:

T Martin reading the note. He nods.

Chicago.
_ Cut to:
The Girl leaving the jail. As she goes, the Sheriff

pinches her bottom, and she squeals and slaps his
hand away. He chuckles, settles back in his chair,

pulls his hat down over his face.

suerirF (back to Martin) |
Chicago’s a long way ofi, fella. Thousand

miles and more. . ..
(turns to look at M artin)
I hear they got a building in Chicago that’s
five stories high. That right?
Cut to:

MARTIN ,
Vesh. Outside the jail. The Girl emerges, waves her hand
' slightly in a signal. Blane nods, turning away.
SHERIFF
Damned high. Cut to:
(he turns around) : 8 Martin, in his cell, eating his lunch, has moved away
Don’t know why you bothered ConInE o from the bunk bed. He glances at the Sheriff, who

here.
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is asleep, snoring. Martin nervously eats a bite,

then puts the plate away, his appetite gone.

Cut to:

Outside the jail a couple of horsemen lazily ride by.
A buckboard jounces by. We hold on the shot . ..
and hold . . . and hold . . . and suddenly there is
an explosion, and the whole side wall of the jail

blows out.

-C' ut to:
Blane turned away, holding two horses by the reins.

Cut to:
The wall blowing out, people scattering.

Cut to:
The Sheriff, startled.

Cut to: .
Blane mounting up, as debris flies.

Cut to:

Martin running out through the hole in the jail as

Blane comes up with an extra horse. Martin climbs
up awkwardly—the one false touch in the otherwise
perfect western cliché—and his slowness allows the

H, ~ Sheriff to come bursting out the front door.

SHERIFF
Hold it!

Blane fires instantly, slamming the Sheriff back .

against the brick of his jail. Women cower and
scream. The Sheriff, only wounded, tries to get
up. Blane blasts again. The Sheriff, dying, pitches

forward, spurting catsup. e
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Cut to:

Blane and Martin riding off down the street with
townspeople staring amazed after them.

Cut to:

Blane and Martin disappearing from sight.
Cut to:

- People coming out into the middle of the street to

watch them go.

DISSOLVE TO:

Blane and Martin sitting in the hills, at the feet
of their horses.

MARTIN
I guess that makes us desperados.

BLANE
I guess.

MARTIN
What do we do now?

BLANE (after a long pause)
The way I figure it, anything we want. There’s
no law in that town now. We go in there,
do anything we want.

There’s a long pause, Finally:

= MARTIN
You know what? I almost believe all this.

| BLANE _
Why shouldn’t you believe it? It’s as real
as anything else.

MARTIN
Yep. I reckon.
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They kiss passionately. When they break:
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- TECHNICIAN
Let’s have confirmation on that reprogram
on the Black Knight for left lateral weakness
and instability for tomorrow. ...

QUEEN _
If the king should learn of this, we would

both be put to death.
Cut to:

A TV screen showing the room with the Queen
~and Knight.

KNIGHT
I'd be more than happy to die for you, my
lady. |

(The point here is that the Knight is mg to do
the medieval dialogue with only partial success.
The robot Queen is flawless in character.) |

Cut to:

- The actual room.

QUEEN

QUEEN Go now. I shall see you on the morrow.

Let us pray it shall not be. . . . I have news 4
. . . the Black Knight has returned, and seeks

a match with you.

- The Knight gravely kisses her hand.

KNIGHT
KNIGHT My lady.
The Black Knight. . ..
He leaves.
QUEEN (nodding gravely) |
- Cut to:

None other.

The castle hallway outside the Queen’s room as
the Knight sticks his head out the door, peers up
- and down, then steps out, closes the door. As he

~ walks down the hallway:

gnicHT (breaking from embrace)
Is he pretty tough?

QUEEN _ |
He has the strength of ten, and cunning be-
sides. . . .

KNIGHT
Hot damn!

The Knight looks glum at this news. He pauses to look out a window:.

QUEEN
But his sight is poor in his left eye. Stay
his left, and you will prevail, and win the day

- Cut to:

An angle down on appropriate feudal activity in

Cut t medieval town.
ut to:

Central control room as a Technician at a console
says:

| Cut to:
The Knight as he smiles in delight.
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Cut to:

The Knight going down some stone steps i]lf_l castle
hallway. He bumps into a servant girl, a peasant
type. She stumbles back. Then gets hold of herseli.

SERVANT GIRL
A thousand pardons, my lord.

She bows deeply, exposing her ravishing bosom.

KNIGHT
What is your name, child?

Cut to:

The central control room.

TECHNICIAN THREE (eating)
— schedule for tomorrow A.M. Full court.

It’s his last day in the resort, we’ll make it a
lulu.

TECHNICIAN TWO
Tomorrow A.M. Broadswords. Schedule

locked.

TECHNICIAN FOUR

We have a problem with air conditioning in

beta séction, send a crew out. . ..

TECHNICIAN FIVE

—Yes, he can be sheriff anytime he wants,

that is correct, just give him the badge. . ..

Cut to:

A group of people who are clustered around the
entrance to the jail, all looking in at something
we cannot see. After a moment the crowd moves
back, and the Accountant emerges with a definite
swagger. He has a shiny silver badge pinned to
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his shirt. He leans against a post and say
watching crowd: yoadees s;ys g

ACCOUNTANT
I'm the new law around here.

_ TOUGH MAN IN THE CROWD
Think you can handle things?

'_ ACCOUNTANT
You want to find out?

Cut to:

The western hills where Blane and Martin are sti

still
slo?ch?d down by their horses. Suddenly, one
whinnies and startles. They both sit up. Simulta-
neously, we hear a rattling hiss.

Cut to:
A snake coiled near them, ready to strike.

Cut to:
Blane and Martin, frozen in panic. Then:

BLANE
Let me handle this.

He slowly reaches for his gun. Martin slowly backs
away. Blane gets his gun out, aims, fires.

Cut to:

The snake. The gunshot misses.

Cut to:

Blane firing again.

MARTIN (horri
Look out! ( Orfzﬁed)
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Cut to:
The snake, striking.

Cut to:

Blane, as it catches him on the forearm, sinks its
teeth in. In horror, Blane shakes his arm, trying
to shake it loose. The rattle continues. Angle on
Blane, his face aghast.

Cut to:

Martin’s face, equally aghast.

Cut to:

Blane, spinning in a dervish dance, finally shakes
the snake loose. Both men fire, blasting it. They

look at Blane’s arm.

BLANE
Goddamn it!

Cut to:

His forearm with two puncture marks.

MARTIN
Do you suppose it’s real?

BLANE
Hell no.

- He goes over to the snake.

Cut to:

The snake, dead. Through the bullet holes we can |

see the silver of machinery. Blane reaches down,
opens the mouth. Metal teeth.

Cut to:
Blane, angry now that his terror has worn off.

WESTWORLD 6l

| BLANE
That’s not supposed to happen.

- MARTIN
Maybe it is. Maybe it’s part of the thing.

BLANE
The hell . . . stupid damned machine,
(kicks snake)
That’s not supposed to happen!

'MARTIN (staring at snake)
Well then, it’s clear.

BLANE
What is?

MARTIN
Our case. I mean, they are clearly liable for
damages. . . . The only question I would have
is one of jurisdiction, which would influence
where we brought the action, whether here
or back in America. We probably ought to
find out where the corporation is based, since
that is potentially relevant. And of course,
the extent of your damages.

Cut to:

Central control room. The Supervisor is at a control
console. The atmosphere is tense.

SUPERVISOR
When did it happen?

TECHNICIAN
About twenty minutes ago.

SUPERVISOR
The rattlesnake struck a guest?

TECHNICIAN

He was shooting and missed. ‘

i i i il
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SUPERVISOR
Even so, the snakes are programipe_d never
to hit on a strike. Was the guest injured?

TECHNICIAN
Minor puncture wounds.

SUPERVISOR
I don’t like it. It's inexcusable to injure a
guest. Pick up that snake for a total post at
once. And check all the snake central mech-

anisms tonight during the repair period.

The Supervisor goes to a wall phone, dlals He
frowns, It)iialls again. The Aide watches. Finally the

Supervisor hangs up in disgust.

Cut to:

The Supervisor, in an electric cart, w]?izzi:r-lg down
a very long concrete tunnel. His face is grim.

Cut to:
His view of the tunnel rushing past him.

Cut to: _
The cart going away from us, down the tunnel.

| VOICE OVER iz
In each of our resorts, we have utilized
technology . . .
Cut to:

A conferemce room unlike any we’ve seen so far.
It is plush, with rich carpets, heavy upholstered
chairs, wood paneling. A man stands on a sort of
stage and speaks. He wears a well-cut suit, and
sounds and acts like a salesman, which is what .he
is. Next to him is a projector screen. Behind him,

the drapes on the stage proper are drawn. On the .
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screen, a complex resort groundplan is being pro-
jected.

SALESMAN
. . . to re-create past environments in human
history. These were carefully chosen after
extensive marketing research into communal
fantasy. Eventually, we settled on the Ameri-

can West, Medieval Europe and Imperial
Rome,

’

Cut to:

The listening audience: heavyset men in expensive
suits, thoughtful and skeptical. They are investors.

SALESMAN (over)
In principle, it was like television or movies—
except that you didn’t watch it, you partici-
pated in it. We believe that modern man,
living in a civilized world . ..

Cut to:
The Salesman.

SALESMAN
. . . needs to escape into fantasy—and in fact
will pay willingly for the privilege. . . Thus,
we created the greatest amusement park in

history, with the help of our highly advanced
robotic technology. . ..

Cut to:

The hillside area where Martin and Blane were
sitting earlier. A little electric cart, like a futuristic
golf cart, comes rumbling over a hill and stops. Two
men in coveralls get out, walk to the snake. One
man bends over to pick up the snake; there is a
sputtering of sparks, and he yanks his hand away
in alarm.
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a‘c:;d—and exotic beasts roaming the country-
~siae,
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The other man goes back to the cart and returns
with a pair of insulated tongs. With these, he_ p:%cks
up the writhing, sputtering snake, and drops it into

a box. The cart drives off. Cut to:

The Supervisor conferring in whispers with one of

SALESMAN (voice over) the men in the back row.

But what of the future?
SALESMAN (voice over)

Cut to:

The investor audience. The Supervisor, immediately
noticeable in his white coat, enters tl}e bac}c of the
room, pauses, and then goes to whisper into the

Now I mentioned exotic bordellos earlier,
let me show you what I mean. . . .

The Supervisor gets his instructions, nods, leaves.

ear of one of the men in the back. e

sALESMAN (voice over)
This is the theme of our fourth world, still
under construction: Future World. Here we
have used technology to create thrills that
never have been, thrills of the future.

The Salesman, as a woman and a man are wheeled
out onstage. They are both naked except for identical
loincloths. Both are extraordinary looking, like the

lp)zzil{ct of a black-white-Oriental union, and fiercely

Cut to:
The Salesman and the slide screen.

SALESMAN
Here are two prototypes of our most ad-
vanced product. You will notice that there
iIs nothing realistic about them. They are

SALESMAN
unreal, and beautiful.

Visitors will stay in an ultramodern resort
complex here. The surrounding environment

will be safe. There will be restaurants, casinos,
and ‘bordellos for both sexes, technologically

advanced of course.

Cut to:

An angle past the Salesman and the robots, out to
the audience.

Cut to:

The Supervisor whispering to the man in the back,
who nods.

| SALESMAN
The point here is that we are not trying to
reproduce reality, but to exceed it. For in-

stance, notice the external equipment on
this robot . . .

v

Cut to:

SALESMAN
Outside the resort, the environment :oﬁers un-
predictable weather—rains of plastic p‘ell?ts_,-___ .
artificial quicksand, flashfloods of stinging

He llfts the loincloth, and we see the audience’s
reaction.
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SALESMAN
. . which is entirely unrealistic, but effective
and stimulating. Internal vibratory mecha-
nisms increase the effect.

He drops the loincloth and moves to the woman.

SALESMAN :
Similarly, this female model is a technolo_glcal
triumph, with suction and torsion mechanisms.

Cut to:

The Supervisor, driving away on his cart down the
long concrete tunnel. The cart becomes very small,
the whine dies.

Cut to:

The autopsy room. A giant photcmicrog}'aph of
clectronic circuitry. We hear a buzz and a hiss over.
The autopsy room; stark and simple and small; a
table with a cluster of electronic equipment around
i+ The snake mechanism lies on the table. A man

of the mechanism, the electronic circuitry, the com-
puter test patterns. It is really a vision of machines
probing machines. People look on and help out—
there are, all together, three technicians in the room,
and the Supervisor standing in the corner, watching
quietly. |

Cut to: |
A close shot of the opened snake belly.

Cut to:

The technicians quietly exchanging technical com-
ments, adjusting machinery, twisting dials, continu-

ing their slow, careful probe of why the snake |
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failed to operate correctly, as we see the Supervisor
watching.

Cut to:

The opened mouth of the snake as it lies on the
board, being checked out. It is terrifyingly realistie,

eveln now.

Cut to:

The conference room we have previously seen, with
the six men seatéd around the table.

SUPERVISOR THREE
Logic circuits on the snake simply failed to
respond. There was no sign of mechanical

damage or tampering and no clue to the
malfunction.

SUPERVISOR TWO
Central mechanism psychosis?

SUPERVISOR THREE
I am reporting what I found.

SUPERVISOR SIX

1 feel we should shut down the resort for a
month.

SUPERVISOR TWO
That seems rash.

SUPERVISOR THREE

The snake injured a guest. We can’t allow
that to happen. Many elements of the Delos
resort are potentially dangerous—that’s part
of the appeal. If they should become truly

dangerous . . .

SUPERVISOR FOUR
I agree, but we can announce the resort is
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overbooked, and not allow further new guests __ struction that finally leaves the place virtually un-
to arrive. I think we can take care of the _ recognizable.
ones already here.

| Cut to:
Cut to: - _ - The robot-repair room, previously seen. The Super-
The banquet hall. A lavish banquet is In progress. ~ visor, head bowed unhappily, walks among the
As we pan in and out around the table, we see the robots being fixed. He stops by the Gunslinger. Two
King and Queen, the Knight-guest, and the court workmen are working on him.

all enjoying themselves expansively. Then in our

cutting, we begin to go back and forth between the One workman is refilling the robot with packets of
Knight-guest and the Black Knight, immediately artificial blood. Another is lifting off th nger’
recognizable by his black clothes, black hair, black I is lifting off the Gunslinger’s

face to expose machinery behind it.
mustache and evil demeanor. These two are ex-

changing glances. SUPERVISOR

S What'’s his problem?
~ut to:

Central conference room. WORKMAN

Nothing. He got shot up today and we’re tak-
ing the opportunity to replace his visual
cortex. Adding the new infra-red units. And
we're increasing audio sensitivity.

SUPERVISOR THREE

If we can’t insure the safety of the guests, we
are going to be in desperate trouble.

SUPERVISOR FOUR S
But we can insure their safety. Everything’s
fine. |

Tl_:le Supervisor nods, goes on. Hold on the Gun-
slinger’s electronic jumble of a face.

Cut to:
Cut to:

Miss Carrie’s Saloon. A fight is in progress. We Pick
out Blane and Martin, both having a terrific time.
They punch people with roundhouse swings; they
shoot people from the upstairs balcony; they bop
people with bottles. It is absolutely more fun than
anything imaginable. We also see the Accountant,
who is participating—glasses and all—and making a
good show of himself punching out some toug_h-
looking guys. Slowly, as we watch, the ele gant Miss
Carrie’s bordello is destroyed chair by chair, table
by table, chandelier by chandelier, pane of glass by
glass, bottle by bottle in an orgy of controlled de-

The face of the Peasant Girl we have previously

seen. She is in a room of the castle, with the Knight-
guest.

- GIRL
You called for me, my lord?

ENIGHT

How long have you been in the palace,
Daphne?

| GIRL
oince I was three, my lord.
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As they talk, the Knight steers her to the bed.

They both sit on the edge of the bed. it

KNIGHT
Charming . ..

The Knight runs out of medieval chatter, shifts to a
more modern idiom. _

KNIGHT
I think we ought to get to know each other

better, Daphne.

Better, my lord?

- gNIGHT (leering)
I can reward you well.

He leans over to kiss her. She complacently a]lov:rs it.
His hand reaches out for her breast. She squirms

away.

GIRL
My lord . ..

KNIGHT
Daphne . ..

He grabs at her more roughly. And she slaps him on
the face.

GIRL
My lord forgets himself.

The. Knight is stunned, in more ways than one.

Cut to:
Central control room, alive with activity.

TECHNICIAN
Problem with the girl. Program breakdown.
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The Supervisor is in the room, walks over almost
casually. '

SUPERVISOR
What’s the trouble?

TECHNICIAN (punching buttons)

One of the castle machines isn’t responding.

Refusing a guest seduction.

| , SUPERVISOR
Refusing? -

TECHNICIAN (correcting himself)
Not responding to inputs.

SUPERVISOR
Get her out of there and report it to central
repair.

The Supervisor makes a note.

TECHNICIAN
Yes, sir.

Cut to:

The Knight’s room as the girl leaves, slamming the
heavy door behind her. The Knight sits back on the

beg, frowning in confusion. He lies back in the bed
and— -

Cut to:

Robot-repair room. The naked feet of the Peasant
Girl, on her back on a repair table. A half-dozen men
in white cluster over her. The Supervisor is among
them. They talk quietly, probing. Angle up at the
cluster of men. Above them are a bank of lights, like
operating-room lights. In fact, the whole situation is
reminiscent of a surgical procedure.

_ H_}:l )
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Cut to:

The girl opened up. Her machinery exposed, gleam-
ing beneath the flesh of her outer covering.

Cut to:

The Supervisor, as he turns away from the table,
and walks off with an aide.

ATDE
They find the trouble?

SUPERVISOR
No apparent trouble.

AIDE
But she didn’t follow programming. She
didn’t permit a guest seduction, and she’s a
sex model.

SUPERVISOR
She certainly is.

They walk a moment in silence.

AIDE
Are they going to shut down, sir?

SUPERVISOR
No. The directors feel that shut-down now

would hurt tourist confidence.

AIDE
Oh.

SUPERVISOR (almost to himsely)
I don’t like it.

The Aide nods dutifully. He glances up at a wall
clock.

e I i i I S
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| AIDE
~Almost dawn now.

Cut to:

Miss Carrie’s Saloon at dawn is demolished. Dead
and exhausted bodies are slumped everywhere.

Among them are Blane and Martin, snoring soundly.
Martin wakes slowly, looks around.

Cut to:

The Roman villa at dawn. In the yellowish light, the
Middle-Aged Woman wakes on a couch. Two men
lie alongside her. She looks at them, sleeping, and

she giggles like a teenager, putting her hand to her
mouth.

Cut to:

The Knight’s room at dawn. The husband of the
Middle-Aged Woman we have just seen, he is up
and struggling to pull his tight-fitting clothes over
his pauchy frame. It is comical. But finally he is
dressed, and looks almost knightly. His massive
stomach growls; he pats it, and sets off in search of:

ENIGHT

Breakfast.

Cut to:

Martin struggling to his feet in Miss Carrie’s Saloon.
He has a bad hangover. He reaches across the bar
(supporting himself, too) and pours himself a shot,
knocks it back, coughs, looks around. At his feet,
Blane yawns, wakes slowly as Martin surveys the
wreckage of the saloon, and the burgeoning day’s
activity outside.

Cut to:

The western street. The Gunslinger is seated in a
chair on the boardwalk, squinting in the morning

|
|
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Cut to:

Blane and Martin stagger out of the broken sa!oon,
and cross the street. In contrast to the ‘Medieval

World, the western street is pretty quiet. The Gun-
slinger lazily gets out of his chair, going toward
them. Blane and Martin continue walking.

r BLANE
Oh, my head. ...

The Gmlsiinger, blocking their path.

GUNSLINGER
Hold it.

MARTIN
You again?

sLANE (irritable with hangover)
Iet me do it this time . . . it'll be a pleasure.

Martin steps away. The Gunslinger smiles sadisti-

| BLANE (cool)
Make your move.

The Gunslinger draws, full speed.

Cut to:

Blane drawing full speed, and be_ing hit _and drop-
ping like a damp rag. Plop. Striking for its lack of
drama. Blane lies writhing in agony 1n the dust,

clutching his chest.
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Martin is smiling, convinced his friend is putting
him on. He moves toward Blane.

MARTIN
Hey, Blane, okay, that’s funny, now let’s get—

Martin freezes. Blood seeps around Blane’s fingers
as he clutches his chest.

MARTIN (utterly serious)
Hey, Blane. . .

* Blane stops writhing, sags, relaxed, dead. Martin

locks up/at the Gunslinger.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger and Martin. The Gunslinger has
holstered his gun, now holds his hand ready. His
face has a newly sadistic smile as he says:

. GUNSLINGER
Draw.

Martin stares, looks to Blane, back to the Gun-
slinger, then backs off, trying to decide whether to
draw or not, then,

MARTIN
Oh my God— |

As he spins away and the Gunslinger fires at him.
Martin scrambles away, rolling and twisting but
really scared and not graceful at all. He hides behind
the corner of the building, gets up and tries to pull
his gun out of his holster but can’t; it’s jammed, so
he just turns and Tuns.

Cut to:

Central control room is electrified with this develop-
ment.
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THIRD SUPERVISOR
Shut down! Shut down immediately!

Cut to:

The banquet hall as the battle is progressing, more
or less as we have left it, until suddenly the Black
Knight strikes a telling blow, gashing the Knight-

guest’s arm. The Knight-guest looks up in surprise

for a brief instant—before his head is lopped off by

another blow, and rolls across the stone floor.

Cut to: |
Central control. Panic.

SUPERVISOR
Shut down! Shut it all down!

TECHNICIAN
Circuits don’t respond, sir!

SUPERVISOR
Then cut the robot power!

ANOTHER TECHNICIAN
Power cut!

Cut to:

The Roman villa. The Middle-Aged Woman is watch-
ing her two lovers fight each other to the death.

She screams,

Cut to:

The western street. The Accountant comes out into

the street, which is disorderly, panicked.

5

ACCOUNTANT
What'’s going on here?

He is gunned down.
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Cut to:

Central control. The TV screens show the surface

activity. It continues as before. The Supervisor,
staring in helpless horror.

SUPERVISOR
They’re not responding.

TECHNICIAN
Should we cut the main power grid, sir?
It'll kill the life-support systems but—

| SUPERVISOR
Shut it all down!

We see switches being thrown, buttons punched, and
then central control is plunged in near darkness. A

iew emergency lights remain on, and the TV moni-
Ors.

Cut to:

The TV monitor of Western World. Action still con-
tinues.

. SUPERVISOR (watching screen)
They’re running on stored charge out there.

TECHNICIAN
How long can they go?

SUPERVISOR
Depends on the robot and the model. Some
can go a full twelve hours. The others will

begin to run down in an hour or so. ... Turn
the main grid back on.

ANOTHER TECHNICIAN

The relays must be frozen. We can’t get back
our power. |
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The Supervisor picks up a telephone.

SUPERVISOR
HEHD——

It’s dead; he hangs up in disgust.

TECHNICIAN
How are we going to get out of here? All
those doors are electrically powered.

Cut to:

The doors around the central control room. Close on
a TV screen of Western World.

Cut to:

Western street with Martin running like a frightened
kid along the back of the main street. He is gasping
for breath, terrified.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger lazily following Martin, in no par-
ticular hurry.

Cut to:

Central control, where the atmosphere is anything
but lazy.

THIRD SUPERVISOR
Get those doors open before we suffocate!

 TECHNICIAN .
Sir, we have no control over the robots at all.
We can’t protect the guests.

Cut to:

Castle dungeon as two burly, grotesque attendants
drag a guest down the steps into the dungeon. The
guest shouts and struggles. They move past, several

-
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figures chained to the dungeon bars, and continue
on to a bizarre rack (as in “The Rack”™).

The chained figures stare in horror as the guest is
clamped onto the rack. We see all the details of the

preparation. Perhaps the attendants are dressed in
black, like executioners.

GUEST

Hey, come on now, for Pete’s sake, hey, you
guys have got to be kidding . . .

(trying a joke in his panic)
. . . Listen, I'm paid up in advance, come
on....
(the guest begins to laugh hysterically)
Are you guys kidding?

(as the last clamp goes over his wrist)

t?:_:llsc':]’:l, that hurts. Hey, can’t any of you stop

The attepdants continue their quick but methodical
preparations. Then one of them begins to twist the

!arge steering wheel at one end of the rack, stretch-
ing the guest.

Th? guest screams. Pan away from the guest to the
stairs.

Cut to:

Castle corridor. The screams become fainter. Camera
pans up to show an elderly woman slumped against
a tapestry. She clutches her chest. Camera continues
pan up to medieval faces on tapestry.

Cut to:

R_oman World. A comely maiden in a toga comes run-
ning out from among some pillars, with a greedy-
looking man in hot pursuit. Both pass the camera.
A moment later, a guest (the Middle-Aged Woman)
comes running, similarly pursued. And scared.
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B Cut to:
Martin runs like hell along the western street.

Cut to:
Close shot of Gunslinger’s face.

Panning with him,_ then a head-on close shot of his
face as he blinks his mechanical eyes.

Cut to:

— The Gunslinger’s point of view. What he sees, as

- he sees it: a bizarre, computerized image of the
world. The predominant tones are red and black,
but overlaid on this are perspective lines, and
flashed-up calculated figures, and shifting green
tones which apparently represent shifts in the Gun-
slinger’s concentration. In brief, we are seeing
Weltanschauung of a computer; its image of the
physical world. The traveling point of view rounds a
corner.

Cut to:
l Martin getting onto a horse, galloping out of town
- as the Gunslinger watches him go.
Cut to:
The Gunslinger’s point of view, which is red and

black. Several snap zooms give higher and higher.

magnification. Then overlay cross-hairs on Martin’s
back.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger has taken out his gun to shoot, but
decides against it. He holsters his gun, mounts up,

 and follows Martin out of town. We see two rifles
in saddle slings. The Gunslinger is not hurried; he
rides easily. No sweat.
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This sequence will have established the convention
of the Gunslinger’s point of view, so that it is readily
identifiable to us whenever it appears.
Cut to:
Back to TV image of the western main street.
Cut to:

The darkened central control room. Shadowy figures
move about the,room.
| TECHNICIAN
Temperature elevated ninety-eight degrees.

| TECHNICIAN TWO
Oxygen seventeen percent and dropping.

SUPERVISOR
Get that power on so we can open the doors.

Cut to:

Pan to show the shut doors. One of the technicians is
pounding on it.

Cut to:

Roman World. A woman is picked up bodily, scream-
ing at the top of her lungs, and flung into a stately
pillared pool.

Cut to:

Underwater view as she smashes into the water.

Cut to:

The woman.

WOMAN (splasm/

I can’t swim! I can’t swim!

All around her, there is panic and pandemonium.

v
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= Cﬁt to:

The desert. It’s very quiet, in contrast to what we've

~ Just seen: Martin, riding hard out into the desert.
~ He looks back over his shoulder as he rides, but sees

nothing.
Cut to:

The Gunslinger loping along easily.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s world. Following an easy set of
black hoofprints in a red world.

Cut to:

Martin rides along the upper rim of a canyon. He is

moving fairly quickly.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger some distance behind. He looks up,
sees Martin on the ridge. He reins up.

Cut to:
Martin riding along.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger. He takes out his rifle, holds it to

his eye.

-~ Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s point of view. It’s a red world with
Martin a tiny speck in the distance. Snap zoom
closer. Then again . . . then again .. . super con-
centric circles, a bull’s-eye.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger. He fires.
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Cut to:

Martin. His hat flies off his head; he looks back.
Cut to:

The Gmshnger’s point of view of Mart'n . A tiny
speck, =

Cut to:

Martin riding off more quickly.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger riding off slowly.
SALESMAN (voice over)

. + . In the end, we constructed three great

~ fantasy environments: the rugged lawlessness
of the American West -

Cut to:

I‘he Salesman giving his pitch in the same opulent
conference room we’'ve previously seen. |

SALESMAN
the romantic chivalry of medieval Europe;

Cut to:

The listening audience. It’s different this time. Every
businessman is Japanese,

SALESMAN (voice over)
the decadent parodies of Imperial Rome. The
principl_'e' was that all this was like television
Oor movies—

Cut to:
The Salesman.
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SALESMAN |
except that you didn’t watch it, you partici-
pated in it. You were part of it. We believed
that modern men, living in a civilized world,
needed to escape into—

Abruptly, the Salesman stops. Cold, rigid, frozen.

Cut to:

The Japanese businessmen, startled.

Cut to:

The Salesman, still frozen in his last words, unmov-
ing.

Cut to:

The room, as everyone stands in confusion, and a
man in a white coat enters from the back and says:

MAN
I'm sorry, gentlemen, but there has been s
breakdown in power supplies and we have to
cancel our meeting. If you’ll come this way,
we will escort you back to your helicopters....

The Japanese men reluctantly start to leave.

Cut to:

The Man at the door, as the Japanese leave, smiles
politely, nods. Another man in a white coat comes up
and speaks in his ear.

SECOND MAN
We're still not able to get power to the under-
ground control center. Their exit doors are
jammed and unless we can start oxygen and
air conditioning in a few minutes, they’re
going to expire.
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FIRST MAN
What’s going on on the surface?

SECOND MAN
Total panic. I think most of the guests are
dead. The machines are running on batteries.

FIRST MAN (utterly calm)
I think we might as well evacuate all of our
personnel in this unit until we have some
better understanding of the situation. “

SECOND MAN (not calm)
You mean walk out—

FIRST MAN (hissingly quiet)
That’s exactly what I mean.

To confirm his point, he jerks his head over his
shoulder back toward the stage. The Second Man
looks.

Cut to: k -

The robot Salesman, frozen in mid-gesture.

Cut to:

The two Men at the door. The last of the Japanese

leave, and they leave too, closing the door behind
them.

Cut to:

A long shot from the back of the deserted conference
room toward the stage. The Salesman remains

frozen. We expect something to happen, but nothing
does.

Cut to:

Martin entering another canyon, with high rocks
above him on both sides. He rides and looks up.
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Cut to:

The Gunslinger just riding along. Pan with him and
as he passes us we see the same canyon in front of
him. He rides on.

Cut to:

Martin looking back as he rides. He has passed a
sharp-angle bend in the canyon wall, and so is out
of vision of anyone following him. Abruptly, he
leaves the path, rides up a short distance, dismounts,
and positions himself for an ambush.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger on the far side of the bend. The Gun-
slinger rides casually forward, body relaxed, ap-
parently unaware of any danger. He approaches the
bend . . . and then stops. We move in close on Gun-
slinger’s face as he stares forward intently.

Cut to:

Gunslinger’s point of view. A bizarre world of red,
with flashing parameters and guidelines. And a
hissing sound. Pan back and forth—the parameters
alter, shift, turn—as he tries to locate the sound.

Cut to:

Martin waiting, gasping for breath more out of ten-
sion than fatigue. He isn’t breathing very hard, but
this is the sound the Gunslinger is picking up.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s face in profile. Push in on his ear
and he smiles and

Cut to:
What the Gunslinger sees now: Parallel lines

bounecing off walls, and focusing__ down for him to a

point around the corner.
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Cut to:

The Gunslinger riding forward a few steps toward

the bend. Then he dismounts and takes his rifle out
of his saddle sling.

Cut to:

Martin waiting tensely, blinking with sweat and
strain . . . waiting . . . waiting. . . . And suddenly
he is inundated with murderous ; around

him the rocks spit up fragments like live yellowstone
geysers. He presses his face to the ground but the
shots are almost continuous and the spray of chips

from the rocks is frightening and so he gets up and

makes a break for it. He mounts and rides off while
the shots continue.

Cut to:
Martin riding.

Cut to:
Martin as he rides away from us, out of sight.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger getting lazily back on his horse, and
riding forward in pursuit. He comes around the

bend, and goes directly to the spot where Martin
tried to ambush him. He stops and peers down at
the site.

Cut to:

Gunslinger’s point of view: a cluster of boulders,
streaked by ricochets, and blood on the ground.
Zoom in and out intermittently to observe details.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger as he smiles, turns his horse and
rides away from us.
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Cut to: |
Another desert area. Martin, riding along, very tired
now. He looks over his shoulder.

Cut to:

Martin’s point of view. An empty desert. No sign
of the Gunslinger.

Cut to:

Martin riding up onto a sort of ridge, to get altitude
to look back.

Cut to:

Martin’s point of view. No sign of the Gunslinger.

Cut to:

Martin turning away, looking forward down the
ridge and staring at a man in coveralls fixing a flat
tire on an electric cart of the sort we’ve previously
seen. The Man is obviously a resort employee.
Martin rides down to him, quickly, pulling up by the
cart. |

MARTIN
Hey.

The coveralled Technician turns, and is terrified.

TECHNICIAN
Don’t shoot me—

He starts to run around the other side of the van.

MARTIN
Hey— '

He rides his horse around the van after the man.

MARTIN
Hey, wait a minute—
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He comes around and finds the van Man cowering.
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MARTIN
What’s the matter with you?

TECHNICIAN (frowning)
Hold out your hands.

Martin holds out his hands: no ridges.

TECHNICIAN (astonished)
You’re a guest.

- The Technician slumps back against the van.

TECHNICIAN
You really gave me a scare. Everything’s
broken down. The machines have gone crazy.
I thought I'd escape to the far exit of the
dome, but then the cart broke down. . ..
(he gestures)

You know about the machines?
TECHNICIAN
I repair ’em.
MARTIN

There’s one chasing me now. A gunslinger.

The Technician becomes oddly enthusiastic, almost
delighted, as he talks.

TECHNICIAN

Gunslinger. . . . Must be a model 404, maybe
a 406. Excellent machine. If he’s a model 406,
he’s got everything . . . ultrasonic and low
frequency hearing, regular visual discrimina-
tion and zoom magnification, and of course
infrared discrimination, too. Beautiful ma-
chines. ... So . . . elegant.
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MARTIN (desperate)
He’s after me.

TECHNICIAN
I don’t doubt it. You know the model 406—if

that’s what it is, a 406—has a new integration
unit. Amazing little thing, fits back behind
the neck, allows tracking and fixed orienta-
tion on an order never before possible.

Martin realizes he is not getting through to this man.

MARTIN
What can I do?
TECHNICIAN
Do?
MARTIN
Yeah. ...
TECHNICIAN

There’s nothing you can do. If he’s after you,
he’ll get you. They're going to get us all. You
haven’t got a chance.

MARTIN
But there must be—

TECHNICIAN
Listen, fella. Don’t kid yourself. The best
scientific brains in the world built that ma-
chine, and they did a good job. There are
things you could try—knocking out his sys-
tems. Go someplace noisy for his hearing.
Acid would kill the visual system, if you could
hit him with acid. Infrared . . . go someplace
uniformly hot. . . . You could try, but believe

me, he’d always be one jump ahead of you.

MARTIN
I’m going to try.
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TECHNICIAN
Sure, try. We can 3ll try. But you haven’t
got a chance.

MARTIN
Yes, I do.

r 4
The Technician laughs ruefully, shakes his head,
and having finished changing the tire, climbs aboard
his van, starts-the engine. Martin rides off. We stay
with the Technician. A moment later, his glass
windshield is shot out. The Technician staggers out
of the cab. A bullet punctures the metal of the van
side. Another bullet hits the Technician, slamming
him back against the van. A third bullet blows out
the tire again. The Technician sees it and a moment

later is killed by a final gunshot.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger arriving at the cart, looking off in
the direction in which Martin has left.

Cut to:

Another area of the desert. Martin rides forward
through the same kind of desolation we have already
seen. Ahead of him is a high rock wall. As he moves
toward it, he notices a sign at the foot of the rock
wall. The sign reads (in five languages) LEAVING
EE_]ESEWORLD. GUESTS PROCEED NO FUR-

Martin pauses. He looks up the rock wall. He hears
wind sounds, and then something else: an odd, me-

chanical pftt . . . pftt ... pftt. ...

He rides up the rock wall. The sound becomes
louder.

Cut to:

A green forest area. Martin rides over the top of
the ridge, and is immediately splattered with water.
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- vectors are gone, but so is the sound—it’s silent
now. Yet it is still confusing, because of the shifting
pattern of light in the trees. '

We now see that it is a sprinkler system: h_e is
ine down into a green field, all artificially

watered. He rides through it, then stops. He looks

e Cut to:

Cu.f to:

Martin’s point of view of Roman World in the
distance.

The Gunslinger as he rides on, much more wary,
hardly advancing forward. He senses a trap of some

kind.
Cut to:

Martin riding hard through the streambed, his
horse’s hooves kicking up spurts of water.

Cut to:

Martin riding forward into an area of trees. He
comes to a streambed.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger still moving slowly.

Cut to:

Martin riding along the streambed. We notice the
wind makes a continuous hissing sound. The trees
blow, giving dappled light patterns. The water | Cut to:

rushes. ~ Martin reaching an impasse, dismounting, running-
up out of the streambed. As he goes, he passes

Cut to:

The Gunslinger riding down the sprinkler-field area,
toward the trees. :

Cut to:
The Gunslinger among the trees.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s point of view of a world mgde
undecipherable by hissing sounds, the gurgling
sounds—too many inputs.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger’s face as he frowns.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s pbint of view as he suddenly makes
it clear by turning off his sound input. All the

an old concrete sewerlike structure, but takes no
notice.

Cut to:

Roman World. Martin runs amid the destruction and
chaos. He passes the swimming pool where the
female guest, now drowned, lies. All the people
and all the machines seem to be dead. He passes the
black slave, previously seen, who is now repetitively
bowing and touching his forehead, bowing and touch-
ing his forehead, like a broken record.

Cut to:

Gunslinger. He finds Martin’s horse abandoned,
looks off.

Cut to:

Martin running through Roman World, past images
of death and destruction. He is really looking for
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some plé ce to hide, some position of safety, but can
see nothing.

Cut to:

Forested area. Martin leaving Roman World.- Still
running hard. He passes another concrete structure,

continues on.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger as he is moving cautiously through
Roman World.

Cut to:

] tructure
Martin. He passes still another concrete s re,
gl[nd this timg he stops, curious. He bend_s over, lifts
2 metal lid, looks in, looks back over his shoulder,

crawls down and

Cut to:

artin ' far end
' in, who drops to the ground at the

}\)% the d?;nly lit underground corridor. He looks
around in surprise and confusion, then runs do:;ln
the corridor. We stay with him all the way to the

end of the corridor, where he stops.

Cut to:

. L] - ticd
in’s point of view. Another c?mdor, 1den_
ﬂa:lgl: ﬁrEt He runs down it. He's damned tu'ﬁ

but energized by fear. He reaches the end of t

corridor.

Cut to:
Martin stopped. He faces still another corridor.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger moving through Roman World, look-
ing at the ground.
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Cut to:

Gunslinger’s point of view. He follows the red foot-
prints Martin has left.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger coming to the outskirts of Roman
World, still tracking Martin.

Cut to:

Martin. He has reached the better-lit central control
area. He stares with fascinated puzzlement at the

banks of computing equipment. Then he looks into
the still-sealed central control.

Cut to:

Central control. Everyone is dead, slumped over
consoles.

Cut to:
Martin, staring, then turning away. As he turns

away, we pan up to a TV console, which shows the

Gunslinger stalking through Roman World.
Cut to:

The Gunslinger in Roman World, still tracking

patiently. He comes to the concrete structure,
pauses, |

Cut to:

!

Martin in underground locker room.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger. He lowers himself down the con-
crete structure, entering the underground world.

Cut to:

Robot-repair room as Martin enters it. This room
is mostly bare, only three or four robots on the
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" tables. Martin looks at the equipment by each. He

finds a bottle of acid, grips it in his hand, and looks
around the room, frowning. Suddenly he is ?lec-
trified (so to speak) by a faint sound. We all listen

hard.
It is distant footsteps, running.

Cut to: |
The Gunslinger, underground, running hard.

. Cut to:

=
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The Gunslinger’s point of view. It works well in

this dimly lit underground corridor.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger rounding a corner going out of sight.

C'ut to:

The robot-repair room as the Gunslinger enters at
the far end, pauses.

Cut to: :

The Gunslinger’s point of view. There is too much
complexity in this room; the electrical equipment
produces jagged interference.

~ Cut to:
The Gunslinger pausing; wincing at too many inputs.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s point of view. A simpler set of
inputs, but he is operating on less information, and
the camera tracks forward cautiously.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger moving down the tables, from side

|
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to side, cautious. His gun is out. He passes several
robots on the tables. No sign of Martin.

Pan of Gunslinger passing.

We do not realize this shot is really Martin’s point
of view until

Cut to:

Martin lying on a table like a robot, only his eyes
tvacking and then Martin jumps up and

Cut to:

The Gunslinger turning and seeing and

Cut to:

Martin tossing the acid in a swift fling of his arm
and |

Cut to:
The Gunslinger being hit with acid and his faece
instantly hissing, steam rising. He puts one hand
to his face in an immediate gesture and the hand,
too, begins to steam. | o

Cut to: B
Martin. He turns and runs, leaving the Gunsiing
behind, -

Cut to: | _ - -

| | — L
The Gunslinger alone, pirouetting in the room, hiss-
ing steam. He moves toward one table, knocking
over equipment, but gets running water, douses his

face and his hand.

Cut to:

Martin running around a corner, then stops, gasping
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" for breath, convinced that he must have won. He
- grins a little.

~ Cut to:

: The Gunsﬁnger. He turns away from the sink. His
face is hideous, acid-etched, his eyes black bgmed-
out spots. He looks off toward where Martin ran

away.

~ Clut to:
Martin gasping for breath, smiling,

in the background and almost immediately fires,
but there is no discharge.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s gun. A red light in
winks “Battery.”

the handle

Cut to:

his gun away and comes for Martin, who runs off.
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Cut to:
The Gunslinger.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger and Martin. The Gunslinger throws '
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- along the walls. We recognize it: the corridor to

Medieval World. He pauses at the end, looks up.

Cut to: _
The Gunslinger stalking Martin.

Cut to:

Medieval World. Martin comes above sround into

near darkness. He is surprised at the change. He
looks off.

Cut to: x
Martin’s point of view of the medieval castle at dusk.

Cut to:

Martin enters the banquet hall. Except for the light
change, it is as we last saw it. The Knight-guest
is dead, the Queen is on the stairs, unmoving, her
battery run down. The Black Knight is staring off
into the distance, his battery also run down. Martin
enters the room, looks around. He brushes against
the Queen, who falls off the stairs onto the floor.

Martin can’t decide what to do, when the Gunslinger
arrives, his acid-scarred face grinning hideously.
Martin moves cautiously back, crouching like a
street-fighter. He circles the room.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger, also wary.

Cut to:

' The Gunslinger’s point of view. In infrared, the

torch-lit room is confusing, especially with any
movement.,

Cut to: |
Martin. He realizes the Gunslinger is confused. He
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figures it out, and moves back toward the torches
on the walls.

Cut to:
The Gunslinger. He frowns.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s point of view. He can’t ind Martin
among the torches for a moment. Martin’s heat
merges with the torch heat.

Cut to:

- Martin standing beneath one torch, staring at the
Gunslinger just a few feet away. The &unslinger
is like a blind man. He turns his head one way
and the other, trying to find the human heat source
'_Which he knows is in the room. But the Gunslinger
is confused. The moment goes on, with unbelievable

tension. Martin and the Gunslinger, just a few feet
apart, but Martin effectively concealed.

Cut to:

The Gunslinger’s point of view, which will visually
make the point.

Cut to:

Martin and the Gunslinger as the Gunslinger finally
apparently gives up, and turns to walk away. Martin
mgl}s and drops his hands, making a banging noise
against the wall. Instantly, the Gunslinger whirls—
It was a trick, his turning away—and leaps for the
Source of the sound. And Martin does the first thing
that comes to mind, which is to grab the torch over

his head and bring it d '
oy g own on the lunging Gun-

The Gunslinger as he bursts into fames H ]
around the room. T
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Cut to:
Martin as he runs off.

Cut to:

Martin runs down the castle corridor, past the
elderly guest. '

Cut to: :

The Gunslinger, roaring with flames, engulfed.

Cut to:

Martin running down another corridor, when he
hears a cry for help. He pauses, turns.

Cut to:

The castle dungeon. Martin enters the room and sees
a girl chained to the wall. His back is to us. She
cries intermittently for help. Martin approaches her;
she hears him and turns. She is exquisitely, arrest-
ingly beautiful.

GIRL
Help me. .. .

‘Martin hesitates.

GIRL
Help me, please. ...

Martin releases the Girl from her manacles. She
rubs her wrists.

GIRL
Oh, thank you.

Her knees start to buckle. He catches her as she

- falls. He helps her over to a stone bench, then

crosses the dungeon to get her some water from
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a casket. As he crosses the dungeon back and forth,
we have plenty of chance to notice the rack.

Martin holds water to the Girl’s lips in a metal
ladle. She shakes her head, refusing it. '

GIRL
No water . . . no water . . .

MARTIN
Go ahead and drink.

GIRL
No ... no water.
MARTIN
Go ghead.
GIRL
No, please.

Martin, figuring she is delirious, presses her.

MARTIN
I'm trying to help you.

GIRL
No, please. ...

The water spills down her chin and suddenly sparks
drip and sputter from her hair. She has short-
circuited. Martin is stunned but he doesn’t have

much chance to reflect on it because he hears 3
sound behind him and turns and sees:

Cut to:

The Gunslinger. A charred mass, barely humanoid,
moving forward.

Cut to:

Martin and the Gunslinger as they have their last
fight in the castle dungeon, to the death.
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The Gunslinger, moving with stunning speed, gets
Martin around the throat. Martin kicks him away;
there are char marks around his throat. The Gun-
slinger falls back, recovers and attacks again.

Martin has turned to run but the Gunslinger tackles
him. They fall and roll. The Gunslinger punches
viciously. Martin’s face is cut. He twists away.

Another punch misses, and strikes the stone floor
with a metallic clang.

Martin wrestles free. The Gunslinger punches and
knocks him back. Martin turns into a punching bag
for the rhythmic, mechanical blows of the Gun-

slinger.

Whenever Martin is able to hit the Gunslinger, he
responds with the same mechanical quality, feeling
no pain, simply getting up quickly, attacking again.

Finally Martin maneuvers around so that there is
a barred grating between himself and the Gun-
slinger. He is gasping for breath, looking for a
respite. There is none—the Gunslinger’s hand darts

through the bars and gets Martin by the throat
again.

This looks like it for Martin, but he picks up a
sword from the fallen body of one of the attendants
earlier seen, and with a single swipe cuts off the
Gunslinger’s arm—or at least, he would have, ex-
cept there is the clang of metal against metal. The
Gunslinger’s arm does not release its grip. Finally,
with more sword strikes, it does. But there is no
injury to the Gunslinger.

Martin, once released, falls coughing to the ground.
The Gunslinger comes over to deliver the coup.

Martin backs off. The Gunslinger lunges.

Martin can’t take much more of this, but he rolls
and misses the Gunslinger. Martin staggers to his
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feet. His face is cut and bleeding. His clothing is

- torn. The Gunslinger stalks him. Martin backs off.

~ The Gunslinger delivers two ]ightning—punches, and
- Martin crumples. His face is a bloody pulp. He
. is no longer resisting, really. He tries in some vague
- way to get away, but none of his movements are
effectual anymore.

The Gunslinger moves in again, slowly, and then
darts. Martin rolls. The Gunslinger is tripped up
- by Martin’s rolling body and falls against the rack.
- One arm is pinned down by the click of the wristlet.
The Gunslinger struggles to free himself. Martin
lies numbly.

‘The Gunslinger is trying to get free. ...

- Martin looks up, gathers his energy for one last
‘move, and springs on the Gunslinger’s feet. He gets
one foot into the foot-catch on the rack. Then the
Gunslinger kicks Martin away.

~ We now have the Gunslinger with one hand and
one foot caught in the rack. But he is getting his
hand free with his other hand.

Martin has been kicked across the room, but gets
to his feet, sees what is happening, and in a last
desperate lunge, flings himself at the control wheel

on the rack, tossing off the safety ratchet. The wheel

begins to spin wildly.

The rack stretches, and the Gunslinger is literally

pulled apart, his torso separating into two pieces,
revealing sputtering machinery that hisses and spits
as the Gunslinger dies with a mechanical scream.

Cut to:

Martin turned away from the desfruction, in order
not to be burned by the sparks. He now looks
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back. The Gunslinger is destroyed. Martin ]nnps
across the dungeon, sits down in utter exhaustion
next to the dead robot Girl he previously tried to
help.

Martin is apparently oblivious to her presence. He :

gasps and heaves, staring forward. He is really out
of it. Finally he begins to smile.

Then he gets up and walks out of the dungeon. !m,
we track him, we have the Girl in the foreground,

staring mghtlessly at us as Martin walks away in

the background.

FADE TO BLACK END CREDITS
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