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1 EXT. SCHOOLYARD - NI GHT 1

Silence. Gadually the sound of distant traffic becones
audi ble. A LOW ANGLE bounded on one side by a chain-link
fence and on the other by the one-story public school build-
ings. Spray-can hieroglyphics and distant streetlight sha-
dows. This is a Los Angeles public school in a blue collar

nei ghbor hood.

ANGLE BETWEEN SCHOCL BUI LDI NGS, where a trash dunpster | oons
in a LOVANGLE, part of the clutter behind the gymasi um
A CAT enters FRAME. CAMERA DOLLI ES FORWARD, prowling with

hi m t hrough the | andscape of trash receptacles and shadows.

CLOSE ON CAT, which freezes, alert, sensing sonething just

beyond human perception.

A sourceless wind rises, and with it a keeni ng VWH NE.
Papers bl ow across the pavenent.

The cat YOALS and hides under the dunpster.

W ndows rattle in their franes.

The WHI NE intensifies, acconpani ed now by a wash of frigid
PURPLE LI GHT. A CONCUSSION |ike a thunderclap right over-

head blows in all the wi ndows facing the yard.

C.U - CAT, its eyes are wide as the glare dies.

1A/ FX  ANGLE - DUMPSTER 1A/ FX

ELECTRI CAL DI SCHARGES arc fromthe dunpster to a water

faucet and clinb a drain pipe Iike a Jacob's Ladder.



CUT TO

2 EXT. SCHOOLYARD - NI GHT 2

SLOW PAN as the sound of stray electrical CRACKLI NG subsi des.
FRAME cones to rest on the figure of a NAKED MAN kneel i ng,
faced away, in the previously enpty yard.

He stands, slowy.

The man is in his late thirties, tall and powerfully built,

movi ng wi th graceful precision.

C.U - MAN, his facial features reiterate the power of his
body and are dom nated by the eyes, which are intense, blue

and depthless. His hair is mlitary short.

This man is the TERM NATOR

He gl ances down, taking calminventory of hinself, and
notices that a fine white ash covers his skin. He brushes
at it unconcernedly as he wal ks toward the fence, scanning

hi s surroundi ngs.

CUT TO

2A FX  CRANE SHOT - SCHOOLYARD/ CI TY - N GHT 2A FX

CAMERA MOVES UP as Term nator approaches the schoolyard fence
beyond which is an enbankment rolling down in darkness to the
cityscape below. The school is perched at the edge of a pro-
nontory offering a respectable view of the urban spraw teem
ing and glistening under a sullen sky. The night clouds are

shot through with occasional flashes of LIGHTNI NG presaging



a thunderstorm

Term nat or stands, hands on hips in prefect synmetry, gazing

down at the city as the CAMERA REACHES FULL HEI GHT

CUT TO

EXT. PLAYGROUND - NI GHT 3

A beer bottle SMASHES on the ground. PULL BACK to include
its ex-owner and his two conpatriots, YOUTH GANG MEMBERS,

| oungi ng on the jungle gymof a deserted playground. They
sport nondescript PUNK REGALIA...torn T-shirts, fatigue

pants, conmbat boots or high-top sneakers, |eather jackets.

The | eader notices sonething and sits up

LEADER
(poi nting)
Hey, hey...what's wong with

this picture?

ANGLE - REVERSE, seen past the |ounging toughs, Term nator
wal ks naked into a pool of streetlight, striding purpose-

fully toward them

ANGLE - OVER TERM NATOR S SHOULDER, as he approaches them
They slide fromtheir perches and drop easily to the ground

Iiquid shadows.

LEADER

Ni ce night for a walk, eh?



Termi nator stops right in front of them

TERM NATOR
(without inflec-
tion)

Nice night for a walk.

They surround him all swagger and malign good hunor.

SECOND PUNK
Washday tonorrow, huh? Not hing

clean, right?

Term nator eyes them wi thout expression, unhurried.

Reptilian.

TERM NATCOR

Not hi ng cl ean. Right.

LEADER
This guy's a couple bricks

short.

Termi nator turn to the second punk, ignoring the

ot hers.

TERM NATOR

Your clothes. Gve themto ne.

The punks exchange gl ances, di smayed.

TERM NATOR

(col dly)



SECOND PUNK
(braci ng)

Fuck you, asshol e.

Wt hout warning Term nator hanmmer-punches himin the tenple
with blinding speed. The blow flings himwith a CLANG i nto
the jungle gym He drops to the ground in a still heap

eyes open, tw tching.

The | eader whi ps out his SW TCHBLADE and sl ashes in one
nmotion. Term nator ducks back and catches the knife-
wielder's wist in an i nhuman grip. Then he punches the

| eader with piledriver force just below the breastbone.

ANGLE - PAVEMENT, as the knife clatters down. The punk's

conmbat boots are on tiptoe, barely touching the ground.

ANGLE - TWD SHOT, Terminator and the | eader are close

together as if dancing, but notionless. Their bodies are in
total shadow. The punk's eyes are wide, his veins distended
wi th an agoni zing pressure. Term nator jerks his fist back

with a WET SOUND and the other drops OQUT OF FRAME

The | ast tough is stunbling away, gaping with terror. He
backs into a chainlink fence, turns to run along it, finds

he is in a corner.

Term nator takes a step toward him his gaze om nous.

The punk begi ns shakily stripping off his clothes.

Thunder peal s overhead.



CUT TO

EXT. STREET/ NEARBY - N GHT 4

A light RAIN begins to fall.
Term nator emerges onto the street fromthe playground,
pausing in the pool of light under a streetlight to hike
the collar of the punk's jacket.

The rain streans down over his face, running into

and over his eyes. They do not blink

EXT. DOANTOAN STREET/ ALLEY - N GHT 5

Anot her part of the city. Seedy apartnents and storefronts.
The streets glisten, hissing with sporadic late night traffic.
SLOW PAN AND DOLLY into the mouth of a narrow alley |ined

with trash containers and fire escapes. Froma recessed
doorway, two filthy legs sprawl out onto the wet pavenent.

An angry, inarticul ate DRUNKARD S MONOLOGUE ri ses occasionally

above the rain sounds.

ANGLE - DOCRWAY, The derelict rouses fromhis bitter stupor
as a brilliant purple glare lights up the wet brickwork
around him A shockwave hurls trash into the air.

Pai nted over w ndows shatter.

Rat scurry, blinded.

A FI GURE drops | NTO FRAME as if out of the sky and smacks

the pavenent with a nmuddy spl ash

C.U - DERELICT, as he blinks at the fading glare, amazed.



5A FX

A NAKED MAN, conpact and nuscul ar, rises in a defensive
crouch. KYLE REESE is 22, but his face has been aged by
ordeal, the nouth hard, eyes grim A crinkled burn scar
traverses one side of his face fromchin to forehead. O her

scars, from burns and bullets, mar his hard-nuscl ed body.

The rain washes a fine coating of white ash fromhis skin
as electrical ARCS | ace back and forth between the fire
escapes behind him H SSING and SPUTTERI NG  The sound
fades, then stops altogether, to be replaced by a rising

scream of ani nal agony.

Reese lurches to his feet and sprints across the alley.

CUT TO
OM TTED 5A FX
OM TTED 6
EXT. FIRE ESCAPE - N GHT 7

CAMERA MOVES W TH REESE as he leaps to the fire escape and
clambers up to the first landing to crouch beside another
NAKED MAN who appears to be entangled in the ironwork. The
man is contorted with pain as his screans die to a shivering
gasp. CLOSER ANGLE reveal s that he has been skewered through
t he abdomen by the horizontal iron slats and through the
shoul der by a railing. He has materialized in the sane

space occupied by the fire escape structure. The figure

sl unps, notionl ess.

Reese quickly checks for signs of Iife. The man is dead.



Reese descend to the alley floor and crosses to the drunk

huddl ed in the doorway.

A pair of flanboyantly dressed wonen, obvi ously working
girls, passes by the alley nouth. They do a double take
when they see Reese, but wal k on without breaking stride,

completely jaded. He's certainly not a potential custoner.

Reese crouches down as if to speak to the drunk

DERELI CT
Say, buddy...did you see a
real bright light?

EXT. ALLEY/ SAME - NI GHT 8

A brilliant white glare stabs into the alley nouth as an
LAPD cruiser glides slowy by on the street. The search-
light illuminates the figure of Reese, crouching over the

sprawl ed drunk, just pulling on the other's trousers.

The cruiser chirps to a stop. The doors fly open and two

cops |l eap out.

FI RST COP

Hold it, right there!

Reese hitches his pants and bolt like a shot. The cops

draw their guns and race into the alley after him

HANDHELD CAMERA or PANAGLI DE, rushing with Reese along the



10

11

narrow alley. He vaults a pile of tunbled trashcans.
Whi ps around a corner. Leaps the hood of a parked car in

the cross alley.

PANAGLI DE PRECEDI NG COPS, as they snake through the night

nmaze.

CUT TO

EXT. CROSS ALLEY - N GAT 9

PANAGLI DE W TH REESE as he hits a chain Iink gate at a

dead run and scranbles over it.

EXT. ALLEY JUNCTION - N GAT 10

VWH P PAN ON COPS, skidding to a stop at the corner in time

to see Reese vault the fence. They separate.

DOLLY W TH SECOND COP, as he runs to the gate.

EXT. ALLEY/ NEARBY - N GHT 11

LOW PANAGLI DE W TH REESE, running full tilt, displaying

incredible agility.

REESE' S POV, the alley walls blur by. The view of a hot-

wired rat in an urban naze.

C. U - REESE, CAMERA huggi ng himas he sprints and turns,
alternately front-lit, side-lit and silhouetted as the

electric glare of the city wheels about him



12

ANGLE - ALLEY MOUTH, Reese flashes though intermttent

cross-lighting in the B.G

Another unit arrives out front and Reese nelts back into
the alley, only to see a cop round the corner behind him
Sandwi ched. Reese crashes into a steel door, rending the

| ock, and vani shes into the darkness wthin.

The newly arrived cops are a K-9 unit. They open the back

door of the squad car to rel ease a | arge bl ack Dober man.

I NT. DEPARTMENT STORE - N GHT 12

Reese finds hinself anong the display racks of a discount
departnent store. A searchlight stabs in the front

wi ndow as he dashes into the maze of aisles.

Three cops enter behind himthrough the shattered door

FAST PANAGLI DE W TH REESE, as he crab-runs | ow anong the
nmovi ng shadows where flashlights quarter the darkness. He
bolts the open space behind a display wi ndow. Sees the

out si de searchlight sweep toward him Freezes

ANGLE - REESE, his feral face frozen anong t he snoot h-
featured, smling mannequins. As the |ight passes, Reese

silently noves on.

ANGLE - COP, passing the end of a long aisle B.G while in

the F. G a hand ENTERS FRAME, renoving a knit shirt froma



hanger. Reese slips the shirt on quietly and does a fast
crab-wal k across the aisles to nelt into the other racks

and shadows, CAMERA MOVI NG LONw th him

| NT. DEPARTMENT STORE/ Al SLE - N GHT 13

Wth a shocking GROAL the police dog hurtles out of the

shadows, LEAPI NG Rl GHT AT CAMERA.

ANGLE - REESE AND DOG, a dark blur with teeth, extrenely
Doberman, flies toward Reese. He spins. Catches it by
the throat in nid-air. Arcs it to the floor with unflinching

preci si on.

C.U - DOBERMAN, suddenly on its back and held by the throat,
THE DOG YELPS and stares at Reese, who | eans very cl ose.
Inches fromits eyes he fixes it with a gaze of unconprom s-
i ng domi nance. Sone anci ent conmnunication seens to pass

bet ween the two.

Reese rel eases the animal and turns his back on it, selecting
a long overcoat froma rack. The dog backs away from him

stiff-1egged and confused.

I NT. DEPARTMENT STORE - N GHT 14

TRACKI NG W TH REESE as he rounds a corner on the run, still

shrugging into his |long coat.



15

Runni ng smack at himis another cop, gun ained.

W thout slowing, Reese leaps toward him twisting in nid-air
like a cat. The cop FIRES. M sses. Goes down under Reese's

tackl e and they slide together on the polished fl oor

Bef ore they even conme to rest Reese snatches the cop's gun

aimng it at the other's face two-handed.

REESE

What day is it? The date..

coP

Thur sday. .. uh...May twel fth.

REESE
(viciously)

What year?

A SHOT whines off the nmetal side of an escal ator behind
Reese's head. He vaults the escalator rail, |eaving the

amazed cop lying on the floor.

Reese bounds up the frozen steps, pocketing the .38 Police

Special in his coat.

Cops dash through the maze of aisles, converging at the

escal ators.

| NT. DEPARTMENT STORE/ SECOND FLOCR - NI GHT 15

VWHI P PANNI NG W TH REESE, as he hurtl es between di spl ays.



16

17

18

He stops for a nmonment beside a rack of shoes. Slaps one of

a pair of tennis shoes sole-to-sole against his bare foot.

Too small. Another. Holding the shoes he runs on
CUT TO
EXT. SECOND FLOOR FI RE ESCAPE LANDI NG - NI GHT 16

A door opens quietly and Reese slips out.

CAMERA TRACKS WTH HI M as he noves |ike a panther along the
narrow catwal k. TILT DOM to include the first LAPD cruiser

parked at the mouth of the alley.

EXT. ALLEY/ STREET - N GHT 17

Reese drops cat-like beside the unattended police car.
Cautiously, he opens the door of the cruiser, renoves the
RIOT GUN, an Ithaca punp nodel, fromthe dash rack and slips
it under his coat. Cradled in a vertical position, the

shortened weapon is virtually invisible.

He wal ks out onto the street and away, unhurriedly, an

i nnocuous pedestrian soon lost in the rain.

CUT TO

EXT. STREET/ NEARBY - N GHT 18

Reese enters a tel ephone booth. Harsh |ight rakes across

his face, outlining the long scar. He opens the directory,



19

20

| eaf s through it

ANGLE - MACRO ON PAGE, Reese's finger slides down a col um.
Stops beside the following listings in the big nmetropolitan
whi t e pages:

CONNOR, SARAH

CONNOR, SARAH ANN

CONNOR, SARAH J.

DI SSCLVE TGO

EXT. G TY STREET - MORN NG 19

The night's rain has given way to a typical L.A norning

of diffuse sunlight.

MOVING WTH A G RL on a MOPED as she zips through traffic.
SARAH CONNER is 19, small and delicate-featured. Pretty in

a flawed, accessible way. She doesn't stop the party when

she wal ks in, but you' d like to get to know her. Her vul ner-

abl e quality nmasks a strength even she doesn't know exi sts.

Sarah maneuvers ninbly, apparently in a hurry.

CUT TO

EXT. Bl G BOB'S RESTRAUNT - DAY 20

Sarah buzzes into the parking lot of Big Bob's Fanily
Rest aurant and chains the noped to the icon of Big Bob
hinsel f. The fiberglass cherub holds up his mamoth

hanburger in perpetual homage to whatever deity watches



21

22

23

out for fat Kkids.
Sarah renoves a stack of college textbooks fromthe |uggage

carrier and tuns to go into the restaurant.

SARAH
(to Bi g Bob)

Watch this for me, big buns.

I NT. Bl G BOB' S/ DI NI NG AREA 21

H GH WDE SHOT prom nently featuring a VI DEO SURVEI LLANCE
CAMERA F. G as Sarah enters below. She passes under another
vi deo eye as she crosses the main floor of the whol esonely
appoi nted eatery. Sarah goes through the sw ngi ng STAFF

doors under a third canera

CUT TO

I NT. MANAGER S OFFI CE 22

The office is closet-like, lit by the glow of severa
security nonitors. CHUCK BREEN, day manager, pinply and

of fi ci ous, wat ches Sarah in an overhead view of the service
corridor. He punches a switch and reaches for a m crophone

on a studi o gooseneck.

I NT. SERVI CE CORRI DOR 23

Sarah gl ances up as Breen's voice rasps froma ceiling speaker



BREEN (V. O.)

Sar ah?

She answers the enpty hall way.

SARAH

Yes, Chuck?

BREEN

Conme to the office, please.

She turns back toward the office door at the end of the

corridor.

CUT TO

24 MANAGER S OFFI CE 24

Sarah opens the door to Breen's closet control center

SARAH
M ssion control to Chuck

cone in..

BREEN

(wi t hout | ooking

up)

You're | ate.

Sarah i s undaunt ed.

SARAH



Aren't | worth waiting for?

BREEN
Not really. Do you think you
can get here on tinme if | put

you on the floor as a waitress?

SARAH
(grinning)
| don't know. | kinda had

ny heart set on being a

cashier the rest of nmy life.

BREEN
The pay's the sane but you'l

make nore in tips.

SARAH
Thanks, Chuck. | need the
nmoney. Can | still work the

hours around ny cl asses?

Breen turns to punch up a display on the restaurant's
smal | accounting conputer. Sarah |ooks over his shoul der

as he nodifies the week's schedul e.

BREEN

Mm  Sane schedul e' s okay.

SARAH

Al right!

BREEN

(gravely)



25

26

Can you handle it?

SARAH
It's not brain surgery,

Chuck.

Breen hands her an apron cerenoniously.

BREEN
Here you go. You're a
Bob's Grl now. Nancy

wi |l check you out.

SARAH

Il won't let the fat kid down.

OM TTED 25

I NT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY 26

ANGLE - TIGHT ON LOCKER DOOR as it slanms shut, revealing
Sarah transforned into a "Bob's Grl".

Her hair is in a bun.

Wiite blouse. Short flared skirt and apron with a bow.

She resenbl es a suburbani zed peasant maid | ooking for a

goat to mlKk.

Sarah confronts her reflection in the nmirror, pondering
its absurdity.
She pi nches her sheeks.

Sm | es vacuously.



SARAH
H, I'"'mSarah and |I'I1 be
you wai tress.
(pause)
I'"'mso whol esone, | could

puke.

27 EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY 27

TIGHT ON CAR SIDE WNDOW as a figure approaches, reflected
in the glass. A fist punches through the wi ndow, shattering
it. The thief unlocks the door and gets behind the wheel.

It's Term nator.

28 I NT. YELLOW MAVERI CK - DAY 28

Wth a blow fromthe heel of his hand Term nator smashes | oose
the ignition assenbly and strips the wires with a brutal
twist of his fingers. Touching the proper wires he starts

t he car.

CUT TO

28A EXT. PAWN SHOP - DAY 28A

Term nator wal ks past the |ong display w ndow of an



29

enor nous pawnshop enporium  Signs decl are, anong ot her
things, GUNS and AMMO is red bl ock letters.

Term nat or passes the appliance section, and the pictures
on a row of TV sets distort and break-up sequentially as

he wal ks by, returning to normal behind him

He enters the store.

I NT. PAWN SHOP - DAY 29

TI GHT ON GLASS COUNTERTOP as an AR-180 ASSAULT RI FLE WTH
SCOPE is | aid beside a nunber of other guns: a COLT K-
MODEL .45 ACP, a SM TH AND WESSON . 38 FOUR-I NCH, a BERETTA

. 225 ACP.

TERM NATOR (V. Q)

...the Renmington 1100 Autol oader..

WDE as the CLERK, who looks like a sick lizard, pallid
and paunchy, takes the rifle froma wall rack. He lays it
besi de the arsenal of perfectly legal anti-human artillery
al ready on the glass counter

Term nator scans expressionlessly for additional selec-

tions.

CLERK

Anyt hing el se?

TERM NATOR
A phased plasma pul se-laser in

the forty watt range..



CLERK
(annoyed)

Just what you see, pal.

He indicates the display case and wall racks with a

nm ni mal gesture.

TERM NATCOR

The Uzi 9 mllineter.

CLERK
(setting it out)

You know your weapons, buddy.

Term nat or exani nes each in turn, working the actions with

curt, preci se novenents.

CLERK
(conti nui ng)
Any one of thems ideal for

hone defense. Which'll it be?

TERM NATOR

All.

The clerk digs deep and finds a scrap of a smile.

CLERK
Maybe 1'I1 close early.

Cash or charge?

I nstead of replying, Terminator takes a box of shotgun shells

froma stack on the display case.



CLERK

Sorry, | can't sell the anmm
with the guns. You'll have
to- - - Hey!

Term nator has calmy begun feeding the shells into the

shot gun.

CLERK
(conti nui ng)

You can't to that..

TERM NATOR
(evenly)

W ong.

He raises the barrel and pulls the trigger. The gun THUNDERS

30 EXT. GAS STATI OV PHONE BOOTH - DAY 30

The yell ow Maverick pulls to a stop beside a single phone

boot h.

MOVI NG W TH TERM NATOR, as he gets out, wal ks to the booth
and rapidly pulls its occupant out by his greasy T-shirt,
flinging himbackward into the parking lot. The guy is
bear-1ike, slab-handed, but Terninator doesn't even gl ance

back as he steps in to take the man's pl ace.
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32

(out raged)

Hey, man..

PHONE BOOTH

A woman's voice, a faint reedy nonol ogue, issues fromthe
dangl i ng receiver.

Term nator |eafs rapidly through the directory.

ANGLE - C. U. PAGES FLI PPI NG

ANGLE - MACRO SHOT, as Terminator's finger cones to rest
beside a nowfamliar listing:

CONNOR, SARAH

CUT TO

I NT. Bl G BOB' S/ DI NI NG AREA

Sarah is bustling about, trying to service the start of

the dinner rush. 1In waitress parlance, she's "init'.

She runs the gauntlet between tables, precariously bal ancing
two full dinner plates on one armand hand-carrying a

third. A custoner tugs on her apron for attention and she

barely averts contributing the chili size to his wardrobe.

CUSTOMER
Honey, can | get that coffee

now?

SARAH



Yes sir, just a second.

She reaches her table after near collisions with a Mexican
busboy and two teenage girls doing cheerleading routines

in | ock-step.

SARAH

Who gets the Burly Burger?

CUSTOMVER TWO

| ordered Barbecue Beef.

CUSTOMVER THREE

Does mine cone with fires?

CUSTOMER FOUR
He's got the Barbecue Beef,

I've got a Chili-Beef Del uxe.

SARAH

kay, who gets the Burly Beef?

CUSTOMVER AT NEXT TABLE

Mss, we're ready to order.

In the process of setting down all the plates Sarah knocks

over soneone's water g| ass.

SARAH
(rmoppi ng fran-
tically)
Ch, sorry. That's not real

leather, is it?



As she cleans up the spill, a kid at the next booth reaches
over and dunps a scoop of ice creaminto the top pouch of

Sarah's apron

She stares down at the nmess nelting over her hard-earned
and sags with defeat. NANCY, a plunp, gum chew ng waitress,

stops beside her to whisper.

NANCY
Look at it this way: in a
hundred years, who's gonna

care?

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DAY

ANGLE on a standard-issue L.A suburban street with kids

raci ng Big Weels B. G

LOW ANGLE with the FRAME conprising a single house, toy-
littered lawmn and nail box. EXTREME F.G, by the curb, is

a CH LD S PLASTI C TRUCK.

There is the sound of a CAR ENG NE approachi ng, and the
front of the yell ow Maverick appears, stopping at the curb.

Its front tire CRUSHES the toy.

PANAGLI DE ON TERM NATOR, preceding himas he steps out of the
car, pauses by the mail box to check the nanme, and strides

toward the house.

A YOUNG BOY, playing in the driveway, watches himpass. The



33A

boy's DOG a small Terrier, grows | ow and nmean, crouching

back from Terni nator.

He rings the doorbell and waits, notionless.
The door opens a few inches, held by a security chain,
revealing a frail M DDLE- AGED WOMAN i n apron and rubber

cl eani ng gl oves.

TERM NATOR

Sar ah Connor ?

WOMVAN
No, she's upstairs. Wo

shall | say is--

Term nator breaks the chain and pushes past her as if she

didn't exist.

CUT TO

| NT. HOUSE/ FOYER 33A

PANAGLI DE ON TERM NATOR, preceding his as he crosses the

foyer and nounts the stairs. The worman starts after him

WOMVAN
What do you think you're--

M/ God!

She gasps and stops in her tracks as Term nator snoothly
pulls the .45 fromunder his jacket and snaps the cocking

sli de.



VWOVAN
(screechi ng)

Oh ny God. .. Sarah!

CUT TO

33B | NT. BEDROOM 33B

Install ed on her bed for an afternoon of 'soaps' is the
VWRONG SARAH CONNOR. ELECTRODE PADS exerci se her doughy
thighs as the 35 year old divorcee watches "GENERAL HOSPI TAL".

She calls out distractedly:

VIRONG SARAH CONNCR

What is it, MnP

She junps as the door BANGS open. And stares in dunb
amazenent as the good-| ooking, intense-eyed man in the

strange cl othes raises a pistol

And ains it at her face.

It all seens |ess real than "GENERAL HOSPI TAL" in that

hal f - second before he FlIRES.

33C I NT. FOYER 33C

The mother is funbling with a tel ephone when she hears
the SHOT. The silence stretches for several BEATS. Then
FI VE MORE SHOTS are heard

The wonman screans and drops the phone as she stares upward.



33D

33E

ANGLE ON CEl LI NG above her. Wth each successive shot a

chuck of plaster explodes off the ceiling.

I NT. BEDROOM 33D

LOW ANGLE ON TERM NATOR, standing with the .45 ained
down at the dead woman, just OUT OF FRAME on the floor
He unhurriedly renoves the spent clip, reloads the weapon

and replaces it under his jacket.

Crouchi ng down, he turns the woman's body over, confirning

t hat she is dead.

CUT TO

I NT. FOYER 33E

The nother is frantically dialing the phone. She ms-
dials, starts over. Then stops as she hears the bedroom

door open.

Term nator stands at the head of the stairs.
H s hand is bl oody where he grasped the dead wonan's

shoul der.

He starts down the stairs.

The not her stands paral yzed, unabl e to breathe.
He reaches the main floor and wal ks toward her
She edges into a corner, eyes w de.

He reaches out.

And w pes his hands clean on her apron



34

35

Term nat or wal ks out, wi thout expression, |eaving the

woman to sag to the floor in a faint.

I NT./ EXT. SERVI CE TUNNEL - DAY 34

TI GHT ON KYLE REESE' S HANDS as they nmake the | ast few
strokes with a hacksaw to sever the wooden stock from
the riot gun. It clatters to the ground, |eaving a short

stunp, like a pistol grip.

CUT WDER as Reese hefts the weapon. He is crouched in

an underground service tunnel below a busy street. Shadows
of people wal king across a grating in the sidewal k above
himflicker past. They can't see himin the darkness bel ow
their feet as he checks the gun's action carefully. He
slips it under his overcoat where it hangs froma jerry-

ri gged sling.

CUT TO

EXT. STREET - DAY 35

Reese energes froma stairwell behind a service station
his overcoat done up to the top button

He wal ks through the sparse nmorning crowd on the cluttered,
overbuilt conmercial street.

He is out of sync.

A stranger in a strange |and.

He hol ds hinself tightly reined, cautious and feral as he



nmoves anong the unconcerned pedestri ans.
H s eyes flick rapidly about.

He is seeing this Babylon for the first tine.

Reese stops at a hole-in-the-wall take-out stand. He
wat ches people wal k away with food. Moves closer.

Scrutini zes the next man as he orders.

TAKE- QUT CUSTOVER
Gme a falafel with yogurt

dressing and, uh, Baco-bits.

The counternman hands himhis food and change wordl essly

as Reese steps up.

REESE
G me a falafel with, uh,

yogurt and Baco-bits.

The counternman barely | ooks up as he passes the ness

t hrough t he w ndow.

COUNTERMAN

That' Il be one-sixty.

He gl ances up and Reese is gone. He leans half out the

w ndow.

COUNTERMAN
(conti nui ng)

Hey! Son- of -a-bitch.

CUT TO
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EXT. ALLEY - DAY 35

Reese crouches in an alley, out of sight of passersby,
wol fing his food. The sauce runs down his sleeve but he

doesn't notice.

CUT TO

I NT. Bl G BOB' S/ DI NI NG AREA - DAY 35A

An old man with a shrunken, ungenerous face scow s at

the menu as Sarah wipes the tabletop in front of him

SARAH
| haven't seen you in here

lately, M. Mller.

MR. M LLER

What's it to ya?

SARAH

You nust have a girlfriend.

MR. M LLER

That's none of your business.

SARAH

Aha! |Is she young?

M. MIller Iowers his nmenu and glares at her

MR. M LLER

Conmpared to ne she is. How



come you're not at the cash
anynore? They catch ya steal -

i ng?

SARAH
(smling)

What's it to ya?

When she | eaves, the old man is grinning, behind the nenu,

where no one can see him

CUT TO

36 I NT. Bl G BOB' S/ SERVI CE CORRI DOR 36

Sarah rounds the corner, wal king fast as she undoes her

apron. She calls out to the walls wi thout |ooking up

SARAH
I'"mon break, Chuck. Carla's

got ny station.

As she approaches the | ocker roomwhere the girls take
their coffee breaks, the door bursts open and Nancy

beckons to Sarah.

NANCY
(excitedly)
Hurry up. It's about you..

I mean sort of...Cone on!



I NT. Bl G BOB' S/ BREAK ROOM 37

Nancy guides Sarah to the small black and white portable
TV in the corner. Two other girls, snoking cigarettes
with their shoes off and nyloned feet on the table, are

al ready wat ching. One glances at Sarah

WAl TRESS

Hey, Sarah. This is weird.

They huddl e around the set, intent on a newscast in progress.

TV ANCHORWOMVAN
...and a police spokesman at
the scene refused to specul ate
on a notive for the execution-
style slaying of the Encino
housewi fe. He did however say
that an accurate description of
t he suspect has been conpil ed
fromseveral witnesses. Once
again, Sarah Connor, thirty-five,
not her of two, brutally shot to

death in her hone this afternoon

As the news grinds on, Sarah gazes unseeingly at the screen

Nancy cl aps her on the shoul der, |aughing.

NANCY

You' re dead, honey.

CUT TO
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EXT. HEALTH CLUB - DUSK 38

Sunlight is dying when Sarah swi ngs her noped to the curb
in front of the 'GOOD LIFE SPA', a large, crowded health

cl ub.

CUT TO

I NT. HEALTH CLUB/ AEROBI CS STUDI O 39

MUSI C BOOVS and nasses of |eotarded cellulite sway in close
F.G as CAMERA DOLLIES along a row of panting, stretching
wonen. In deep B.G Sarah slips in through the door and
waits against the wall while the human dynanp, G NGER VENTURA,
| eads the class energetically. G nger, Sarah's roomate,

is a party-stopper. Red-haired, athletic, sensuous. She's
pretty enough when still, but stunning in notion. And she's

in notion.

G nger yells conmands and cheerfully dives into contortions
to the BEAT of a MOTOMN FAVORI TE.

MARCO, a handsone, well-defined guy wearing a tight STAFF
T-shirt, strolls up for a drink at the water fountain next

to Sarah.

MARCO
H. |'ve seen you around.

You' re cute. Cute | renenber.

SARAH

I'm Sarah. G nger's roommat e.

MARCO



Yeah, right. [|I'm Marco.

The dance tape ends.

G NGER
...and three aaand four! And
that's it ladies! Now, didn't

that feel good?

The group col |l apses ensenble. A chorus of groans.

G NGER
Let's think positive or next

time "1l play the FM version.

G nger wal ks over to Sarah as the class disperses. Marco
is leaning on the wall next to Sarah, who is enjoying the

attention.

SARAH
...yeah, really? Say sone-

thing in Italian.

Before Marco can reply, G nger pulls the front of his gym

shorts out and peers down. She shakes her head.

G NGER
You' re wasting your tine, Kkiddo.

Let's go.

She grabs Sarah by the armand pulls her out the door.
Sarah catches a glinpse of Marco's expression over her

shoul der as the door cl oses.



I NT. HEALTH CLUB/ STAI RS AND CORRI DOR 40

PANAGLI DE WTH THE TWD A RLS, as they descend to the first
floor and enter a hallway

Sarah is gasping with |aughter.

SARAH
(weakl y)

| don't believe you did that.

G nger is adjusting her ever-present WALKMAN- TYPE CASSETTE
PLAYER at her hip. She slips on the earphones as they walk
al ong.

Sarah feigns outrage.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
I had hi m hooked. He was
just about to ask nme out.

| could tell.

G NCER
That guy's a jerk. | did

you a favor.

SARAH
I'"l'l do the sanme for you

soneti nme.

Sarah | aughs and cl aps her friend on the back. They turn

in at a door nmarked VEI GHT ROCOM
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I NT. WEI GAT ROOM 41

SEVERAL ANGLES, on glistening arns, |egs, torsos merging
i nto bi o-mechanical kinetic scul ptures with the chrone-stee
| evers and tubes. The CRASH and SQUEAL of netal agai nst

et al

In F.G, two Conan-esque arnms thrust upward, glistening

G nger's boyfriend, MATT McCALLI STER, the assistant nmnager
of the club, strains out his |last reps, bench-pressing

enor nous wei ght on the Nautilus nmachi ne.

Despite his inposing appearance, Matt is one of the warnest
peopl e you'd ever want to neet.

H s face is contorted, nuscles knotted for the |ast push
He heaves it up with a guttural cry.

Lowering his weights with a CLANG Matt |ies panting, arns
dangling at his side, eyes cl osed.

A pair of fenmle | egs appear.

G NGER (V. 0)

What's this? Sleep therapy?

Matt opens his eyes.

A NCGER
(conti nui ng)
You t hi nk sonebody's gonna
do this for you? Look at
those shriveled bi's. And
you haven't worked lat's or

ab's since Wednesday.



MATT
(smiling)
Hel |l o, sweetheart. Had a

rough day?

G NGER
(sof t eni ng)

Come here, wi np.

She | eans down as he sits up and they neet in a kiss that's

bad for the other guys' discipline.

Sarah waits until they break the clinch to speak

SARAH

Hi, Mtt.

Matt | ook backwards over the bench, and replies, upside-down.

MATT
(grinning broadly)
Heeey! It's ny favorite

Sarah. Hi, babe.

G nger pulls the pin on Mat's weights and re-inserts it

beneath the entire stack, the maxi mum wei ght.

G NGER
Al right, warmups are over

Back to work, Bunky.

G nger readadj usts her headphones as the two girls wal k away.
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MATT
'Bye beautiful. You too,

G nger.

Two weightlifters nearby | ook at each other, than at Matt.

V\EI GHTLI FTER

Bunky?

CUT TO

EXT. HEALTH CLUB/ STREETS - DUSK 42

Sarah |urches away fromthe curb on her noped, al nost
spilling Gnger who is attenpting to ride double. They
swing out onto a nmain thoroughfare and careen through

t he bunper-to-bunper traffic.

Sarah maneuvers deftly though overl oaded and unst abl e.
G nger doesn't know whether to | augh of scream at the
near - m sses.

She does bot h.

OM TTED 43

EXT. STREET/ CONSTRUCTI ON SI GHT - DUSK

On a side street the girls pass an excavation site between
hi gh-rises. They pass OUT OF FRAME as CAMERA HOLDS on the

construction area and G nger's shrieks fade.
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In the F. G, under an overpass, Reese sits is a car watching
t he powerful machi nes noving earth.

He's in a | ate-nodel non-descript GREY SEDAN, one of a row
of cars gathering dirt beside the construction site.

Crab- armed back-hoes and nassive caterpillars ROAR through

a curtain of dust, under intense floodlights. A power-shovel

nmoves its great arm lighting its own way with an arc-1ight.

CUT TO

I NT. GREY SEDAN 45

Reese sits notionless in the dark. Witing. The clock in
the dash ticks quietly.

He flips on the radio. A fatuous POP ROCK STATI ON

Reese fishes a magazine off the dirty floor. H's over-
coat is off, draped over the shotgun on the seat beside
hi m

H's bare arns are sinewy and scarred.

Reese flips the page of COSMOPCLI TAN.

He | ook at the gl ossy photos, the gl ossy wonen.

Fant asy wonen. Svelte and seanl ess.

The ads fascinate himtoo: Caribbean vacations and bl ended
whi skeys.

H s head sags agai nst the door.

He gazes dully at the tracks of a passing CATERPI LLAR as they
chew through the dirt.

The ROAD and CLATTER of treads intensifies as his eyes close.
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EXT. MELTED RU NS - N GHT 46

TI GHT ON A GLEAM NG STEEL TREAD as it grinds through debris.
The debris is ferroconcrete, girders, and jackstraw heaps of

HUVAN BONES, burned bl ack.

There is the sound of EXPLOSIONS, distant, and an intermttent
electronic WHINE. Incredibly bright searchlights play over
the ground. PANNING with the noving treads through tw sted
wr eckage, F.G

The screen WHITES OQUT with a BLAST, very close. As the
debris clatters down, a hel netted head snaps up i nto FRAME,

EXTREME F. G

The visor of the H G4+ TECH HELMET is shattered, presunably
by the explosion. The wearer rips it off, revealing a
younger Reese, minus his burn scar.

H's face is bathed in sweat, |it by the glow froma CRT
SCOPE- SI GHT on a strange-looking rifle.

The sound of SCREAMS and HOARSE SHOUTS not far off, and a
continuous | ow nmurnuring of RADI O CHATTER, grid coordi nates,

casualties, unit placenents, nedic requests.

Reese | ooks over his shoulder at his teammate, a G RL

of about sixteen, gaunt, dirty, heavily arned |ike hinself.
DOLLYI NG as they start to belly craw through the bones
and wr eckage.

Reese | ooks up.

Through spires of a collapsed building a terrifying

SPHI NX- LI KE SHAPE noves agai nst the sky...obscured by dust
and blinding sweeps of its searchlights.

Though we see little, this is an HK Hunter-Killer

nmobi | e ground-unit.



Reese craw s, pacing the H K, under and through, on el bows
and knees, past nounds of charred skulls. They

pass the BODY OF A CH LD, a boy of about 10, center-
punched with a snoking hole. The boy clutches a rifle.

More bodies. Sone in rags, sonme in uniforns |like theirs.
WOMEN. OLD MEN. CHI LDREN. They're all dirty and gaunt,
scabrous. And still bleeding. Reese scrabbles past a

dark rat-hole and there are human rats in it. Some of them

are sobbing, or screan ng

Anot her EXPLGCSI ON.
The GLARE lights the huddl ed few.
Human vernmin wi th nud-caked weapons that haven't been

invented yet. Soldiers in a nightmare war.

Reese and his teammte stop behind a blasted wall, having
outfl anked the massive HK Its flashing blue lights flick
across the walls, its searchlights sear through the

debri s.

W DER, showing the HK nore clearly...a blast-scarred
CHROVE LEVI ATHON, with hydraulic arns fol ded mantis-1like

against its 'torso', and huge underslung GUN TURRETS.

Reese | eaps up and straight-arns a satchel-charge into its
path. One tread rolls over the explosive

Quns and searchlights swivel. The head turns ponderously.
Reese's partner rises, poised to throw hers.

A PONER- BOLT catches her at the top of her arc, BLOW NG

HER | NTO RED M ST

Reese i s knocked down by the concussion. Gets up, running,

as the charges bl ow



The HK' s tread carriers are R PPED APART.

It lurches to a stop, burning.

The following SEQJENCE is extrenely FORESHORTENED.

CUT FAST. | MPRESSI ONS ONLY.

Runni ng.

Explosions light the ruins |Iike flashbul bs.

ENERGY WEAPONS criss-cross the night |ike tracers.

LOW ANGLE, up past the burning HK as its flying counter-

part, an AERIAL H K, arcs into view with a TURBQIET WHI NE.

Reese hauls two survivors of his unit into a PERSONNEL
CARRI ER, a CHEVY CAMARO with steel plate welded over it and
the roof cut away to access the 50 CALI BER MACHI NE GUN
It's stripped and rusted and bull et-riddl ed, glassless.

The TIRES are OFF-ROAD and very gnarly.

They're driving through the ruins, up and over and through.
Reese drives |ike a denon. Under other circunstances it

woul d be considered insane. Here it is nerely very good.

The machi ne gun CHATTERS
A BLACK SHAPE descends, a denon with searchlights.

A BOLT OF LI GHT.

Reese's car flips like a kicked beer can, rolling and
crunpling. He's pinned in the weck, bloody, screaning
despite his training. The only other survivor, an
enmaci ated BOY of twelve, is pulling for all he's worth

to drag Reese out before it burns.
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EXT. STREET/ GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 47

CLCSE ON A BOY, about twelve, clean and healthy, wearing
a blue plastic DODGERS HELMET. He reaches through the

wi ndow of the sedan.

BOY

Hey, mster...?

I NT. GREY SEDAN 48

Reese's eyes open in a split-second, and suddenly there
is a SHOTGUN MJZZLE Al MED RI GHT AT US
Reese quivers with a curious spasm sinilar to the trenors

of his arrival, and blinks at the boy.

The boy is white-faced, staring down the bore. He backs

away. We see that he is straddling a bicycle.

EXT. GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 49

The boy's SISTER, slightly younger and al so on a bicycle,

can't see the shotgun fromwhere she's waiting.

S| STER
(taunting)

See, | told you he wasn't
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dead. You owe ne Baskin

Robbi ns.

The boy rides past her list a shot.

BOY

(urgently)

Conme on. Just come on.

CUT TO

I NT. GREY SEDAN 50

Reese rel axes slowy, the voltage draining out of him

| NSERT - MACRO, Reese's finger on the trigger is white
with pressure. He slips the safety to the OFF position.

The gun can now be fired.

He sets it on the seat and reaches for the dangling ignition

wires, starting the car.

EXT. STREET/ OVERPASS - N GHT 51

Lit by streetlights, the car noves away with it lights

of f and vani shes in the shadows.

OM TTED 52
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I NT. SARAH S APARTMENT/ BATHROOM LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT 53

Sarah and G nger are crammed into the tiny bathroom
becomi ng inextricably tangled in each other's cords as
they blowdry, curl hair, and apply make-up. G nger

has her headphones inverted under her chin but in place,
and is bouncing to nusic as she dries her hair. She is
wearing a short terry-cloth bathrobe that reveals the

greater part of her legs. Sarah is in a skirt and bra.

The phone rings and Sarah goes out into the living room

to get it.

SARAH
(answering the
phone)

Hel | 0?

VO CE (V. Q)
(on phone, deep
and breat hy)
First 1'mgoing to rip the
buttons of f your bl ouse, one
by one...then run nmy tongue
al ong your neck, down to your

bare, gl eanm ng breasts..

Sarah cups her hand over the nouthpiece and calls out

matter-of-factly:

SARAH

Gnger! It's Matt.



She resunes |istening.

MATT (V. Q)
...and then slowy pull your
jeans off inch by inch and
lick your belly in circles,
further and further down...
then I'1l pull off your panties

with ny teeth..

Sarah is repressing | aughter.

SARAH
(crossly)

Who is this?

Silence. Then Matt realizes to his horror who he's been

tal ki ng to.

MATT (V. Q)
Ch ny God! Sarah! ©Ch, shit.
Jesus, |I'msorry. | thought

you were...Can | talk to G nger?

SARAH

Sure, Bunky.

As G nger approaches, Sarah hands her the receiver and

goes into the bedroom

G NCGER

Hel | 0?
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MATT (V. Q)
First 1'mgonna rip the buttons

of f your bl ouse..

BEDROOM

Sarah picks up four blouses on hanger Iying on the bed

and goes back into the hallway.

I NT. LIVING ROOM

Gnger is still listening to Matt, nodding, as Sarah enters
and starts hol ding the bl ouses agai nst herself one by one

for G nger's inspection

SARAH

What do you think?

G NGER
(covering nout h-
pi ece)

G eat.

Sarah hold up another one.

SARAH

How about this?



G NGER

G eat.

SARAH

You're a big help.

G NCGER
(advi sory tone)

Al right, the beige one.

SARAH

| hate the bei ge one.

G NCER
(sane advi sory
tone)

Don't wear the beige one.

Sarah gathers up the bl ouses and wal ks out.

SARAH (V. Q)
This guy's probably a schnuck

and | don't care what | wear.

A coupl e of BEATS, and she's back in the doorway wth

a concerned expression.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)

You think the beige?
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EXT. VEN CE STREET - N GHT

An unmarked car with a clanmp-on light and siren blaring
screeches to the curb behind two marked bl ack-and-whites

in front of a funky Venice apartnent building. A snal
crowd is gathered around the front steps. LI EUTENANT

ED VUKOVI CH, Homicide Division, gets out of the car and
strides through the cromd. He's fiftyish, short, but
square and solid, a human bulldog gone a little to paunch
He chews Juicy Fruit gumlike a maniac: a chai n-chewer.
He's honely as an old boot. And he's not a smart cop, he's
a wise one; rarer still. The onlookers, gathered patiently
for their ten second glinpse of sonething under a sheet,

separate for himto pass

I NT. VEN CE APARTMENT BUI LDI NG STAI RAELL/ APARTMENT

CAMERA PANAGLI DES AHEAD OF VUKOVI CH, as he clinbs the switch-
back staircase two steps at a tine. He passes TWO UNI FORVED
COPS at the doorway of a second-floor apartnent, and enters
to find a quiet flurry of activity. Several DETECTIVES and

a PHOTOGRAPHER prow around, taking evidence, taking pictures.

In the center of the living roomfloor is the body of a
young wonman, crunpled face down in a small |ake of blood.
Two bags of groceries lie split open on the floor in front

of her.

Vukovi ch glances up as he is joined by DETECTI VE SGI.

TRAXLER.  Traxler is black, |lean and very jaded.



VUKOVI CH

G ve ne the short version

TRAXLER
Six shots at less than ten
feet. Wapon was a |arge

cal i ber--

Vukovi ch is | ooking at the body.

VUKOVI CH

No shit.

Traxler turns to a passing DETECTI VE.

TRAXLER
Cone on. nman. Don't track
it all over. [It's un-

pr of essi onal

He turn back to Vukovich, gesturing at the body.

TRAXLER
(conti nui ng)
Ckay, let's see...Got a pos-
itive on her. She's Sarah

Connor, works as a | egal--

VUKOVI CH
(interrupting)
That can't be right. That's
the name of the one Valley

Di vi si on nopped up this after-



noon.

Traxl er slips sonething off his clipboard and hands

it to the Lieutenant.

TRAXLER

Here's her driver's license.

VUKOVI CH
(ponderi ng)
You gotta be kidding me. The
new guys' ||l be short-stroking
it over this one. A one-day

pattern killer.

TRAXLER

| hate the weird ones.

CUT TO

58 I NT. SARAH S APARTMENT/ BATHROOM 58

Sarah poses with G nger in front of the mirror. They are

dressed, made-up, hair-styled and READY.

G NGER
(studying their
reflection)

Better than nortal nman deserves

Sarah grins and goes into the other room

CUT TO
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I NT. LI'VING ROOM

Sar ah wal ks around the room searching for sonething.

SARAH
(cal l'ing)

G nger, have you seen Pugsley?

G nger enters, stopping beside their phone answering nachi ne.

G NGER
Not lately. Did you check

nmessages?

SARAH
(still 1 ooking)
| thought you did.

She checks under the couch, then behind the drapes. She

bends down.

SARAH
(from besi de cur-
tai ns)
Come here young man. M nd

your not her.

C.U - PUGSLEY, as the GREEN | GUANA cocks its head, blinking

vapi dly.

RESUME WDE, Sarah lifts the three foot long lizard fromhis

perch on the windowsill. She gives the conplacent reptile



a kiss on its blunt snout.

G NGER
(groani ng)

Total | y nauseati ng.

Sarah drapes the lizard across her shoul ders where it sits
contentedly as she | ooks for her purse. @ nger has been
rewi ndi ng the nessage tape. She punches PLAY and a MALE

VO CE i s heard.

VA CE

(recorded)

H , Sarah...Stan Morsky.

Uh, sonething's cone up and

it looks like I won't be able
to make it tonight. I'mreally
sorry. Call you in a day or so

Sorry. ' Bye.

Sarah stands still, crestfallen

G NGER
That bum So what if he has
a Porsche, he can't treat you
like that...it's Friday night

for crissakes.

SARAH

(sl unpi ng)

11 live.
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G NCGER

I'"ll break his kneecaps.

Sarah resignedly slips Pugsley off her shoul ders.

SARAH
You still love ne, don't

you, Pugsley?

She places Pugsley in a large terrariumwith a ' BEWARE OF

DOG sign taped on the side.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
I'"mgoing to a novie, kiddo
See ya'. You and Matt have

a good tine.

G NCER
(as Sarah exits)

Ve will, kiddo.

I NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - NI GHT

Sarah is a small figure in the shadowed echoi ng garage of

her bui | di ng.

CONVERA NG DOLLY, PACI NG HER, as she passes the stalls with
their inky shadows.
The |ight near her noped is out.

She funbles in the dark to unl ock the chain.
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She | ooks up

Di d she hear sonething...msked by the rattle of the chain?

POV - SARAH, there is no novenent for the Iength of the

gar age.

ON SARAH - C. U., inexplicably nervous.
She stows the chain and starts the bike. |t whines
reassuringly.

Sarah junps on and whirs out of the garage.

CUT TO

| NT. CAR/ NEARBY - NI GHT 61

Sarah is visible through the windshield as she pulls onto

the street.

PAN WTH HER to reveal Kyle Reese, hunched down in shadow

wat ching. He puts the car in gear and pulls out to foll ow
her receding tail-Ilight.

Streetlights flash across his face, in stark-lines profile.

Mout h cruel where the scar tugs at it.

I NT. DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS - NI GHT 62

DOLLYI NG W TH VUKOVI CH and TRAXLER, as they pass through a
group of REPORTERS. Mbostly newspaper stringers but there

is also one bored |ocal TV M Nl CAM CREW

REPORTER



...Lieutenant, are you aware
that these two killings occurred
in the same order as their listings

in the phone book?

VUKOVI CH

No comment.

He and Traxler enter their office and shut the door

63 VUKOVI CH S OFFI CE 63

Vukovi ch drops his gun in the wastebasket, picks up a cup
of coffee fromhis desk and uses it to wash down a handfu

of aspirins. Traxler grimaces.

TRAXLER

That stuff's two hours col d.

VUKOVI CH
(noddi ng ab-
sently)

I know.

TRAXLER

(eyeing hinm

| put a cigarette out init.

Vukovi ch, lost in thought, turns on hi msuddenly.

VUKOVI CH



Did you reach the next girl

yet ?

TRAXLER
No. Keep getting an answer-

i ng machi ne.

VUKOVI CH

Send a unit.

TRAXLER
| already did. No answer at
t he door and the apartnent
manager's out. |'m keeping

t hem t here.

VUKOVI CH

Cal |l her.

TRAXLER

| just called.

VUKOVI CH

Call her again.

Traxl er picks up the phone and begins to dial her number
as Vukovich sets down his coffee cup, unwaps a stick of

gum and pops it in his nouth.

VUKOVI CH
(conti nui ng)

CGot a cigarette?
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I NT. SARAH S APARTMENT - NI GHT 64

CLCSE ON PHONE, connected to the answering nachine. The

out goi ng nessage trigger after the second ring.

G NGER S VA CE

(machi ne V. Q)
Hi there.

(1 ong pause)
Ha ha ha, fooled you. You're
talking to a machine, but don't
by shy, it's okay. Machines need
|l ove too, so talk to it and G nger,
that's ne, or Sarah will get back

to you. Wit for the beep.

As the nessage plays, CAMERA DOLLI ES OFF the phone nachine
and down the corridor of the dark apartnment. As the bedroom
door draws near, G nger's recorded voice fades and is super-

ceded by CRIES and MOANS.

CUT TO

I NT. BEDROOM 65

FULL SHOT, framed against the streetlit curtains, G nger and
Matt from a beautiful tableau of |ovemaking in silhouette.
Their perfect bodies glisten with backlight as they strain

i n passion.

CLCSER - TIGHT TWO, revealing that G nger is wearing her



ear phones. Matt, w thout breaking rhythm reaches out to

the night table and thunbs the vol une hi gher

G nger cries out |ouder, apparently enjoying his sure touch

on her vol une control

CUT TO

I NT. DI VI SI ON HEADQUARTERS - NI GHT 66

Traxl er hangs up the phone.

TRAXLER

Sane shit.

VUKOVI CH
I can hear it now, it's gonna
be the goddamed ' Phone Book

Killer'.

TRAXLER
I hate the press cases.
Especially the weird press

cases. Were you goi ng?

VUKOVI CH
(headi ng for
t he door)
To make a statement. |'m gonna
give themthe name. Maybe the
jackals can help us out for

once.
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He | ooks at his watch, then straightens his tie.

VUKOVI CH
(conti nui ng)
If they can get this on the

tube by el even, she may just

cal | wus.
(pause)
How do | | ook?

TRAXLER

Li ke shit, boss.

Vukovi ch goes out and the Mnicamlight hits himas the

door cl oses.

CUT TO

I NT. PIZZA PARLOR - N GHT 67

TIGHT ON A TV SCREEN, a news cast in progress.

ANCHORMAN (V. Q)
...police had no further coment
on the apparent sinmlarity between
t he shooting death of an Encino

woman earlier today..

CUT WDE to show Sarah watching the TV which is suspended
over the bar. The place is a crowded, post-novie hangout,
raucous with laughter and vi deogames. The newscast

continues, ignored by all except Sarah

ANCHORMAN (V. O.)



(conti nui ng)
...and this alnost identica
killing two hours ago of a
Venice resident with virtually
the same nane. Sarah Ann Connor
a 24 year old | egal secretary, was
pronounced dead at the scene in

her beachfront apartnent..

A custoner gestures for the bartender's attention

CUSTOMER
Hey, can we change this and

catch the ball scores

BARTENDER
(reaching for the
knob)

Sur e.

Sarah | eaps hal f over the bar, startling everyone.

SARAH
(shout i ng)

Leave it where it is!

ANCHORMAN (V. Q)
...no other connections between
the two victins has been estab-
l'i shed.
(pause)
On a lighter note, these was

cause for celebration at the



L. A. Zoo today, as...

Sarah | eaves her hal f-finished pizza and beer, getting up
in a daze. Followed by puzzles gl ances, she makes her way

t hrough the crowd.

I NT. Pl ZZA PARLOR HALLWAY 68

In the crowded hallway by the restroons, Sarah goes to the
si ngl e payphone and seizes the directory. She flips rapidly
through it, then stops, |ooking down.

She sees that her nane is next on the I|ist.

The book slips out of her fingers.

Sarah turns and scans the crowd.

She's getting | ooks, covert and otherw se, |ike any unaccom

panied girl on a Friday night. But is that all they nean?

Sarah back into the wonen's restroom

CUT TO
I NT. RESTROOM 69
Sarah stunbles nunbly to the sink
She spl ashes her face with cold water. In the mrror

her terrified reflection | ooks back. Wy ne?
She hears a loud clatter and spins around.
It's just a drunken woman funmbling with a toilet stall door.

Sar ah edges back out into the corridor



I NT. HALLWAY 70

Sarah wal ks stiffly to the pay phone.

It's OQUT OF ORDER

EXT. STREET/ SI DEWALK - NI GHT 71

Sarah exits the pizza place into the sparse crowmd on the
sidewal k. As she passes a figure |eaning against the wall
just outside, the nman turns his head to watch her.

It is Reese, his gaze inpassive.

Streetlight catches the burn scar on his cheek.

He is notionless, sinister in his |ong coat.

Sar ah shudders.

She wal ks on.

POV - SARAH, ON CROAD, noving toward and through approaching
groups of pedestrians. They seemto be glancing at her.

Was it always like that and she just never noticed?

C.U - SARAH as she | ook over her shoul der.

POV - SARAH, ON PI ZZA PARLOR DOORWAY. Reese is gone.

She resists the urge to run.

On the opposite side of the street an LAPD cruiser glides
slowy by. Sarah is about to call out but a bus bl ocks
her view and when it had passed, the car is turning away

down a side street.

She passes a large window with STOKER S witten on it, and

ducks qui ckly through the door.
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CUT TO

INT. STOKER' S - N GHT 72

ANGLE THROUGH W NDOW SARAH F. G, as Reese approaches

Her knuckles clench white as he reaches the entrance and

wal ks by, unhurriedly, wi thout a glance inside.

She turns and scan the gloony interior, which reveals itself
to be less than savory. Pool tables and upper-niddlie lowife

i n submari ne depths of snoky haze.

Sarah draws stares, nenacing in their own right, as she
weaves between the pool tables to the back of the bar
her hands are trenbling as she drops a dine in the pay

phone and di al s.

VO CE (V. O./ RECORDED)
You have reached the Los Angel es
Pol i ce Departnment Emergency Number.
Al'l lines are busy. |If you need
a police car sent out to you, please

stay on the line..

Sarah holds the receiver pressed to her ear, glancing

around, fear feeding on frustration.

EXT. SARAH S APARTMENT BU LDI NG - N GHT 73

An LAPD bl ack-and-white sits at the curb in front of Sarah's

building with two cops inside, drinking coffee. Through



t he open wi ndow we hear the dispatcher's voice on the

radi o.

DI SPATCHER (V. Q.)
...two eleven in progress at
Seven- El even market, Third and
Tamarac. One suspect believed

to be arned...

The car pulls out with lights and siren on

A noment |ater, Termi nator rounds the corner of the building
and clinbs the stairs to the entryway.

He surveys the bank of call buttons, then turns to consider

the barred security gate.

CUT TO

I NT. SARAH S APARTMENT - NI GHT 74

PANAGLI DE WTH A NGER as she ties her terry-cloth robe and,

| eaving Matt in a dead sl eep, pads through the dark apartnent.
Down the hall, past the phone with Traxler's nessage.

Through the dark living room

She has her Wal kman in the pocket of her robe and bops to

herself in the silent gloomas she enters the kitchen

When she opens the refrigerator to renove snack fixings, the
light briefly illunm nates the kitchen and in that nonent,

SOVETHI NG MOVES in the F. G

TI GHT ON A NGER, MOVI NG W TH HER as she backs toward the

counter with her arns full of snack stuff.
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A SUDDEN CRASH. A flurry of notion behind her.
She spins, dropping half her |oad.

G nger funbles for the lightswtch.

Reveal i ng Pugsl ey, sitting there blinking innocently anong

overturned spice bottles on the counter-top.

A NGER
Shoo. Go on. I'l'l make a

belt out of you.

Pugsl ey di sappears into a large fern by the wi ndow and G nger
sets about her task, slathering crunchy peanut butter on

stal ks of celery.

I NT. BEDROOM 75

MEDI UM ON MATT, as rustling curtains play patterns of street-
Iight over his sleeping face.
The sound of a faint breeze.

In the B.G is the balcony, enpty. The sliding door is open.

TI GHT ON MATT, as his eyes open at the sound of a quiet,

repeat ed CLI CKI NG

UP ANGLE - PAST MATT, as the five-inch blade of an industrial
razor-knife reaches full extension in Terminator's hand,

ri ght above him

It slashes viciously downward.

Matt rolls and the pillowis SLIT OPEN where his throat had

been.



MATT

Whoah!

Term nator catches himby the hair and sl ashed down agai n.
Matt grabs the wist in both hands.

The enornous nuscles of his arns, which seem capabl e of bench
pressing a Chrysler, strain and knot against the pressure of
the killer's single arm..

And still the bl ade noves closer to his throat.

Wth a final heave Matt deflects the down-pressure sideways

and the bl ade snaps with a CLI NK agai nst the headboard.

HANDHELD W TH MATT as he rolls off the bed, spins and sl ans
his fists together into Terminator's tenple. He picks up a

brass deco lanp and brings it down with piledriver force.

Unperturbed, Terni nator knocks the |lanp away and hurls Matt

over the bed.

CUT TO

EXT. BALCONY - N GHT 76

Matt crashes through the gl ass doors and sl ans agai nst the

bal cony railing.

CUT TO

I NT. KI TCHEN 77
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olivious to the noise, G nger croons in rock-and-rol
ecstasy, singing to a celery stalk as if it were a mcro-

phone.

EXT. /1 NT. BALCONY AND BEDROOM - NI GHT 78

Matt heaves hinsel f up, powerful body gl eanmi ng with sweat
and hurls hinself upon the intruder
The titans CRASH I NTO A DRESSER, reducing it to kindling.

Then into the closet door, EXPLODI NG THE FULL- LENGTH M RROR

Term nator pl aces one hand on either side of Matt's barre
chest. SINKS H'S FINGERS | NTO THE FLESH. An i nhuman gri p.
Matt is raised off the floor, contorted with agony, above

the other's head.

I NT. HALLWAY 79

DOLLY PRECEDI NG A NCER as she returns fromthe kitchen with
a plate full of celery stalks and a glass of mlk. CAMERA
passes the cl osed bedroom door and STOPS, as G nger pauses
to set the plate on top of the glass, freeing one hand to

open the door.

AN EXPLOSI ON OF SPLINTERS in close F.G as a shape smashes
t hrough the door right in front of her...Matt's body
propell ed hal fway through the door by enornmous force.

G nger shrieks and | eaps back, flinging mlk and all into
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the air.

The door begins to open the pressure of Matt's body
creates resistance.

G nger SCREAMS and back away.

The door is wenched open and Terni nator steps through with

t he massi ve .45 drawn.

HANDHELD W TH G NGER, the walls blur by as she runs.

TI GHT ON TERM NATOR as the pistol RISES | NTO FRAME, aligning

with his eyes. BOOM

LOW FAST DOLLY WTH G NGER as the bull et punches into her

shoul der, pitching her on her face outside the bathroom door.

LOWW DE ANGLE as she crawl s forward, gasping, drowning.
The i npl acabl e figure | oons behind her.

Her expression is agony and reeling, nauseating terror.

And i nconprehensi on: Way am | suddenly dying?

Her eyes roll, showing the whites, like a horse tethered in

a burning stable.

I NT. BATHROOM 80

G nger scrabbles pathetically for a grip on the tile floor
as she pulls herself into the bathroom

She clutches the rimof the toilet.

LOW ANGLE PAST HER, ON TERM NATOR, as he stands behi nd her.

PAN UP, off her. He takes aim
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And enpties the clip.

He calmy rel oads.

| NT. HALLWAY/ BEDRCOM 81

CLOSE ON PHONE MACHI NE, as the tel ephone rings loudly in the
ensui ng sil ence.
Term nator spins, drawi ng an instantaneous bead on the source

of the sound, but doesn't fire.

G NGER S VA CE
(recorded)
Hi there.
(pause)
Ha ha ha, fooled you. You're

tal king to a machine..

C.U - TERM NATOR, notionless, listening.

G NCER S VO CE
(recorded, continuing)
...but don't be shy, it's okay.

Machi nes need | ove too..

Term nator turns abruptly back to G nger's body. He turns

it over, assuring hinself that she is dead.

G NGER S VA CE
(conti nui ng, recorded)
...sotalk to it and G nger, that's

me, or Sarah will get back to you.
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Wait for the beep.

There is a loud tone and the inconming call is heard.

SARAH S VO CE
(on machi ne)

G nger, this is Sarah..

Term nator's head snaps back and he freezes, |istening.

He rises slowy as Sarah's voice continues.

TIGHT ON H'S UNBLI NKI NG EYES.

SARAH S VO CE
(on machi ne, contin-
ui ng)
...I"'min this sleazy bar called
Stoker's on Pico but |'mtoo
scared to leave. |I'mreally

scar ed, ki ddo..

CUT TO

INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT

Sarah cups the tel ephone's nout hpi ece with her hand and

gl ances around frequently.

SARAH
(continuing, into
phone)
.1 think sonmebody's after ne

and | sure hope you play this

82



soon 'cause | need you and Matt
to come pick nme up. The police
keep transferring nme around, but

I"mgoing to try them agai n.

CUT TO

83 I NT. SARAH S APARTMENT/ BEDROOM - NI GHT 83

SARAH
(continuing, B.G)
The nunber here is 468-9175.
Call ne, kiddo. | need you.

It's Stoker's on Pico. Bye.

Terminator is rapidly and methodically rifling the contents
of Sarah's small desk. SIREN S WAIL, approachi ng.

He picks up a small card.

E.CU - CARD It is Sarah's college |I.D. card, conplete with

col or photo of her.

MACRO ON PI CTURE.

E.C U - TERM NATOR S EYES as he tosses the card down,

after a fraction of a second's scan. Picks up sonething el se.

TI GHT ON SARAH S ADDRESS BOOK, Term nator pockets this and
slips out the balcony door. dinbing over the railing, he

i s gone.

CUT TO
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INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT

Sarah is huddl ed, back to the wall, beside the phone.

SARAH
(on phone, upset)
...look, Lieutenant...uh,
Vukovi ch, don't put ne on
hold and don't transfer ne

to anot her departnment..

I NT. VUKOVICH S OFFICE - N GHT

VUKOVI CH
(on phone)
I won't. Now just relax.
Wiere are you?
(pause)
Yeah, | know it...on Pico.

Are you alright?

CUT TO

INT. STOKER S BAT - N GHT

SARAH
(on phone)
Yes, but | don't want to

leave. | think this guy's

84

85

86



foll owi ng ne.

CUT TO

87 I NT. VUKOVICH S OFFI CE - N GHT 87

VUKOVI CH
(on phone)

Al right, Ms. Connor. Listen
carefully. You're in a public
pl ace, you'll be safe "til we
get there. Stay visible.
Don't go outside or in the
restroom |'Il be there in

a few m nutes.

He hangs up and grabs his coat, nmotioning to Traxler.

VUKOVI CH

Let's roll.

88 INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT 88

Sarah takes a seat at a booth near the bar, and picks up
a dog-eared nenu, but can't concentrate on it. She | ooks

at her watch and gl ances around.

CUT TO
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EXT. STREET - N GAT 89

The yell ow Maverick hurtles along an enpty street.

CLOSER ANGLE as streetlight glare slashes across Ternminator's

face in flaring pul ses.

I NT. PLAIN CAR - N GAT 90

Vukovi ch draws his Colt Python .357 Magnum and check the

|l oad. Traxler is driving.

VUKOVI CH
Let's see how this guy likes

pl ayi ng hard-ball.

CUT TO

INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT 91

The waitress set a cup of coffee in front of Sarah.

WAl TRESS

Anyt hing el se?

Sarah shakes her head "No" and contenpl ates her trenbling
hands. She half-turns, catching a glinpse of herself in

the mrror behind the bar

TI GHT ON SARAH, reflected in the mirror. Inthe FF.G a

man at the bar |ooks up fromhis beer, straight into her eyes.



It is Reese.

He gazes at her coolly for a nonent, then glances away.

C.U - SARAH, feeling trapped, frantic.

ANGLE ON FRONT DOOR as it opens and a figure stands sil hou-

etted briefly against a streetlight.

Reese turns, his eyes flickering to the mrror, the figure.

C.U - REESE as he nechanically raises his beer. His knuckles
are white. He slowy undoes the top button of his overcoat.
There is a glint of metal in the shadows within.

Reese turns slowy on his barstool as the figure brushes past
him out-of-focus F.G

Sarah | ooks up

E.C.U - REESE' S HAND sliding slowy along polished steel
a caress. His finger slips through the triggerguard of the

riot gun.

MEDI UM ON SARAH, as the nman stops in front of her in close F.G
He sits slowy in the booth opposite her. The angle is OVER

H S SHOULDER

SARAH
(uncertainly)

Li eut enant Vukovi ch?

REVERSE ANGLE - It is not Lt. Vukovich
Terminator sits notionless for a BEAT.

Bl ue eyes so pure and deep. The eyes of a saint, perhaps.

The .45 is out and cocked and Al MED DI RECTLY AT CAMERA, al npst



in one notion.

The bore seens enor nous.

BACK ON SARAH, over the gun barrel, her eyes go wide. W hold

a BEAT, like a frozen slice of nightmare

MEDI UM ON REESE as he whips the riot-gun to a hip-firing posi-

tion, his overcoat falling back with a snap. HE FIRES.

ON TERM NATOR, as the shotgun blast hits his armand he FIRES,
simul taneously. Sarah screanms as the .45 round bl ows stuffing
out of the booth seat inches fromher face. Her hair is

si nged by burning gunpowder. An involuntary cry is punched

out of her by the doubl e concussions.

Reese is stroking up another shell as Term nator half-rises

from boot h

OVER REESE' S SHOULDER, as he fires, cocks the slide, fires
agai n, advancing on Sarah's boot h.

Term nator is bl own backward over the center divider,
crashing through the gl asses and pitchers of beer on the

tabl e opposite, and onto the fl oor

Sarah is screanmi ng, scrunched down in the booth.

Terminator is lying on his back at the feet of a table-
full of drunk patrons.
He has two rifled 12 gauge slugs in his chest and one

in the arm

The bar custoners are frozen in the weird tabl eau, cowering,

gapi ng.



Sarah stops screani ng.
Reese stand notionl ess, gun ai ned.
In the sudden silence, the sound of himcocking the shotgun

is abnormally | oud.

ON TERM NATOR, very still.

Then he smoothly rolls to a crouch and slips the UZI nmachine
pi stol from beneath his overcoat, where it has been hang-
ing on a shoul der strap

He doesn't seemtoo inpaired as he swings around to fire.

Reese rolls like a cat and cones up firing.
A burst fromthe Uzl rakes the bar where he stood.
An orgy of shattering gl ass.

Total pandenoni um

SEVERAL ANGLES as patrons of the bar run, scream or dive

for cover, depending upon their |level of intelligence.

Reese slides through the glass to Sarah's booth and seizes

her wri sts.

ON TERM NATOR, kneeling amid the chaos, raising the UZ

one- handed.

Reese tugs viciously on Sarah's arm and she sprawl s across
the booth seat a nmonent before the divider and seat cushion

erupt with hits fromthe Uzl

ANGLE ON A RUNNI NG PATRON as a burst of 9nmfire catches
himin the chest. He pitches into Sarah's booth, pinning

her .

Reese fires, ducks, fires again.
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Tabl es crash over.

A wi ndow i s bl own out.

A table candle rolls into a pool of high-proof alcohol
behi nd the bar.

It ignites with a WHOOSH.

Reese feed two shells into the riot-gun.

TI GHT ON TERM NATOR, an island of slow, precise novenent
am d the confusion. He drops a spent clip. Reaches for

anot her with his bl oody hand.

MOVI NG W TH REESE as he vaults the row of booths and starts
firing. At point blank range he unl coads the shotgun into

Term nator's belly.

CUT TO

I NT./ EXT. STOKER S/ STREET - N GHT 92

Term nator crashes backwards through two tables and a plate

gl ass wi ndow into the street.

CUT TO

INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT 93

The roaring fire behind the bar is spreading very quickly.
The air is thick with snoke.
Reese tosses the UZI, for which he has no ammp, into the

fire. He hauls the dead man of f Sarah and reaches for her.
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TI GHT ON SARAH, shrinking away from Reese, hysterical

When he grabs her wist she struggles, eyes wide.

C. U - REESE, very intense.

REESE
Cone with ne if you want

to live.

She | ooks where he is pointing.

EXT. STOKER S BAR/ STREET - N GHT 94

Terminator is rising unsteadily to his feet. Shattered
glass rains fromhim except where it sticks to his bl ood-

drenched shirt and coat.

C.U - TERM NATOR, as he slowy |ook up, his blue eyes

riveting STRAI GHT | NTO THE CAMERA

CUT TO

INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT 95

C.U - SARAH, feeling a lightning blot of terror greater

than she could ever inagine as the cold gaze fixes on her

SARAH
(awed whi sper)

Oh ny God. .



96

97

98

CUT TO

I NT./EXT. STOKER S BAR - NI GHT 96

PANAGLI DE PRECEDI NG TERM NATOR as he cl anbers back through

t he wi ndow and starts through the burning bar.

CUT TO

INT. STOKER' S BAR - N GHT 97

PANAGLI DE MOVI NG | N ON REESE AND SARAH as he runs, drag-

ging her with him toward the back.

REVERSE ON TERM NATOR, DOLLYI NG as he crashed through the
wreckage in the swirling snoke, hurling burning tables out

of his way.

I NT. KI TCHEN HALLWAY/ EXI T CORRI DOR 98

PANAGLI DE FOLLOW NG REESE AND SARAH, runni ng headl ong
through the cluttered kitchen, then down a narrow back
hal | way. Sarah stunbles and Reese brutally pulls her to

her feet without slow ng.

He hits a closed door, which crashes open.
Haul s Sarah through, into another corridor.

Slans and blot-latches it.



An instant later an inpact fromthe far side tears the
| atch-screws half out of the wall

They run on.

99 I NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT 99

Term nator takes a step back fromthe cl osed door and
slams into it again. It starts to give way.

behind himthe flanmes engul f a CAN OF CLEANI NG SOLVENT

CUT TO

100 I NT./EXT. EXIT CORRI DOR/ ALLEY - NI GHT 100

Reese and Sarah pelt down the narrow corridor, fling open

t he outside door and spin out into the alley.

TICGHT ON DOOR at far end. It splinters open and Term nator

sprints down the corridor.

101 I NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT 101

The cl eani ng sol vent EXPLODES.

CUT TO

102 INT. EXIT CORRI DOR - N GHT 102



DOLLYI NG AHEAD OF TERM NATOR, very fast, as he runs full-
throttle. Behind hima fireball of superheated gas hurtles
down the narrow hallway. He clears the outer door an

i nstant before the tongue of flanme roars out into the alley.

CUT TO

103 EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF STOKER S - N GHT 103

Vukovich's plain car arrives, slewsing to a stop in the
glass-littered street in front of the blazing building.

He | eaps out, Traxler right in behind him

VUKOVI CH
(shout i ng)

What the fuck is going on?

TWO LAPD UNITS arrive behind them He notions to the

near est one.

VUKOVI CH
(conti nui ng)

Cover the alley in back.

He heads for the inferno at a run

CUT TO

104 EXT. ALLEY BEHI ND STCKER' S - N GHT 104

DOLLYI NG W TH REESE AND SARAH as they run through the



105/ FX

106/ FX

dark alley. Sarah stunbles over trashcans.

Reese pulls her along nercil essly.

VWH P- PANNI NG as they clear a corner.

The B.G is a blur.

The night-rmaze is a blur in all of these shots.
No static angles.

Rel entl ess forward noti on.

CUT TO

EXT. ALLEY - N GHT 105/ FX

Behi nd them Termi nator is noving with i nhunan speed,
bounding Ii ke a panther, |eaping trash cans and ot her

obst acl es.

TRACKI NG C. U. - TERM NATOR, catching the faintest glinpse
of ared glowin the pupils of his eyes as he passes through

total shadow.

CUT TO

EXT. ALLEY/ POV - TERM NATOR (HANDHELD) - NI GHT 106/ FX

We know this is Ternminator's POV because Sarah and Reese
are just ahead of us. But the image is bizarre, alien.
Bri ght and hyper-real. There is a hint of digitization,
and the fleeing figures ahead are nore |um nous than the
background, suggesting infra-red.

The margi ns of the FRAME are cranmed with col uims of CRT-

type characters: colums of nunbers and acronyns. The



data changes nore rapidly than any human eye could foll ow
There is no doubt that we are seeing as a machi ne woul d see.
The sound effects are bright and clear, as if they are

digitized and enhanced as wel .

107 EXT. ADJO NI NG ALLEY - N GHT 107

Reese and Sarah turn a corner by caroning off the wall
wi t hout slowing and pelt down a narrower alley. This

one is lined with a row of parked cars and connects to
the street. There is little roomto run

Reese is reloading on the run, dropping shells.

Behi nd them Termi nator enters the alley, gaining.

LOW ANGLE, FAST PANAGLI DE ahead of the fleeing pair.

As they breast the |ast car Reese shoves Sarah hard,
pitching her on her face to the pavenent.

He flings open the car door...a shield.

Drops to the ground.

Fires into the gas tank of a car further back in the row

just before Termi nator reaches it.

The car EXPLODES, filling the alley with fire. An inferno

funnel ed between the encl osing walls.

ANGLE ON REESE AND SARAH behind the car door as fl anes

roar over the hood.

ON TERM NATOR, as he slides to a stop, cut off by the

wal | of flane.
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Reese doesn't waste any tinme stuffing Sarah into the car
Ainmbing in after and over her he twists two wires together
and we recognize it as his stol en GREY SEDAN.

The engi ne catches.

A S| LHOUETTE rockets out of the flanes.
Term nator, |eaping fromthe roof of the blazing car ahead,
i npacts on the hood of Reese's car. His hair and coat are

bur ni ng.

CUT TO

| NT./EXT. GREY SEDAN ALLEY - N GHT 108

Reese jans reverse and nail the throttle.

The car backs down the alley.

Term nator draws back his fist.

Punches into the wi ndshield.

Inside, Sarah is sprayed with glass as the killer's fist
shoot s t hrough.

The | acerated fingers grope for her.

W DE as the car shoots backwards out of the alley onto the

street, narrowWy nissing an arriving LAPD CRU SER

Sarah plasters herself tightly into the seat as the
fingers grasp her blouse and pull.

Reese cranks the wheel hard.



109 EXT. STREET - N GAT 109

The sedan skids, slew ng sideways into a parked car.

Term nator rolls down off onto the pavenent.

Reese's car shoots forward

PANNI NG WTH SEDAN as it roars past Vukovich, the gathering
nm ni ons of the burning building, an arriving fire
truck...shoots through a red light and continues to accel -

erate.

Term nator gets to a kneeling position, then slowy stands.
He pats out his snoldering clothing as he watches his quarry

escape.

110 EXT. STREET - N GAT 110

ON VUKOVI CH as he runs to his car, exhorting the nearby

LAPD guys to give pursuit, while Traxler grabs the radio.

VUKOVI CH
(shout i ng)

Go! CGo! He's got her

TRAXLER
(overl appi ng)
Suspect west bound on
Aynmpic. Gey sedan. Has

host age, repeat..
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112

113

EXT. STREET - N GAT 111

LOWW DE ANGLE on the enpty street, which is narrow and
tightly lines with parked cars.

The ROAR of an engi ne buil ds.

The sedan, |ike a night-denon, hurtles out of the shadows

with its lights off, doing ninety plus.

I NT. GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 112

Sarah is in a daze.

Paral yzed. Face bl oodl ess.

She is shivering silently, uncontrollably.

Her eyes are wide, and it seens likely that she doesn't

qui te conprehend the roaring blur outside her w ndow

REESE
(calmy)
Hol d on.
CUT TO
EXT. CITY STREETS - N GHT 113

W DE ANGLE, CLOSE TO SEDAN, and following it as it hurtles
around a corner in an expertly controlled slide.

Then a high speed sprint down the cross-street.
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Reese squirrels the vehicle between a sl ow noving car
ahead and oncomng traffic.

A dive into another dark side street.

CUT TO

I NT. GRAY SEDAN - NI GHT 114

Reese drives with total, nervel ess absorption. Hi s eyes
flick to the mirror, to the road, over his shoul der, back
...and the world spins outside.

Wth occasional glances to Sarah, he speaks to her in a

clipped, mlitary voice.

REESE
Are you injured? Are you

shot ?

No response.

He reaches over and runs his hands over her arns, |egs,
chest. Sarah flinches.

She feels the BLIND PANI C BO LI NG UP WTHI N HER

She pushes his hand away and opens the door

Reese slanms her back in the seat and slaps her. Hard.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
Do exactly what | say.
Exactly. Don't nove un-
less | say. Don't nmke a
sound unless | say. Do

you under st and?



As he speaks he is locking the door and fastening Sarah's
seatbelt over her, cinching it very tightly, like you would

for a child. She doesn't answer.

REESE
(conti nui ng/
shouti ng)

Do you under st and?

SARAH
(a whi sper)

Yes. Don't hurt ne.

REESE
I'"'mhere to help you. Reese,

Ser geant/ Tech- Com DN38416. .

Sarah stares nunbly at his outstretched hand. Wth zero

strength she automatically returns his handshake.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
Assigned to protect you
You' ve been targetted for

term nation.

115 EXT. SIDE STREET/ ALLEY - N GHT 115

The walls of a narrow alley, inky black, frame a police

crui ser parked on the street beyond. Firelight fromthe



back of Stoker's lights the street garishly.
A young cop stands beside the car talking via radio with
the m ke cord pulled through the side wi ndow. He speaks

with a distinctive twang--a displaced sout herner

corP
.1 don't know, it |ooks
like it mght spread to this
furni ture warehouse across
the alley, the paint on the

wall's starting to blister

up. ..

The sweeping headlights of a turning car nomentarily illumnate
the face of Terminator, notionless in the dark right in
front of us.

Eyes open. Listening.

corP
(conti nui ng)
Better get another truck

round to this side.

Term nator's sil houette enmerges fromthe bl ackness and

strides purposefully toward the cop, CAMERA foll ow ng.

The officer whirls and reaches for his gun but Term nator
flings himbrutally into the side of the car, steps over
hi m and opens the door.

Before getting in he notes the unit nunber on the roof: 143.
Then he slides behind the wheel, slips the squad car into

gear, and pulls out.

CAMERA PRECEDI NG CAR, H DE WDE ANGLE, as it accel erates



rapidly, until the lines across the street are flashing

under it in a staccato rhythm

116 I NT. GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 116

Sarah is slunped way down in the seat, turned away fromthe

wi ndow, trying not to see the | andscape reeling outside.

SARAH
(hoar se whi sper)
This is a mstake. | haven't

done anyt hi ng.

REESE
No. But you will. It's
very inportant that you

live.

Sarah cl oses her eyes, as if to shut it all out.

SARAH
| can't believe this is happen-
ing. How could than man get up

after you..

Reese's tone is equal parts hatred and respect as he replies.

REESE
Not a man. A Ternmni nator.

Cyber Dynami cs Model 101



117 I NT. SQUAD CAR - NI GAT 117

Term nator drives expressionlessly, nonitoring the babble

from Central Dispatch. He hears his nunber.

DI SPATCHER (V. O.)
(filtered)
... Suspect vehicle sighted on
Mot or at Pi co, southbound.
Units Two-Zero-Si x and Five-
Seven, attenpt intercept.

Unit One-Four-Three, cone in.

Term nator picks up the mke. He speaks in a

simul ati on of the young cop's sout hern twang.

TERM NATOR
This is One-Four-Three. West-
bound on d ynpic, approaching

Overl and.

118 EXT. SANTA MONI CA FREEVAY - NI GHT 118

The grey sedan noves through traffic like a hell-bent
wraith. Reese has the hammer down. He handles the

car wth nerves of steel.

CUT TO



119 EXT. POLI CE HELI COPTER - N GHT 119

Bel ow, Reese's sedan snakes along at 110 plus. The

chopper, F. G, drops toward it.

PILOT (V.0Q)
(filtered)
Air-unit Two. We're on him

West bound Santa Mnica at 405.

CUT TO
120 I NT. GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 120
SARAH
A machi ne? You nean, |ike
a robot?
REESE

Not a robot. Cyborg.

Cybernetic Organi sm

They have to yell over the roar of air through the broken

w ndshi el d.

SARAH

But...he was bl eedi ng.

At that nonment a blinding |ight sears down on them from
above. Reese | ooks over his |eft shoul der and sees a

CHP crui ser com ng al ongsi de.



REESE
Just a second. Keep your

head down.

121 EXT. FREEVAY - N GHT 121

The helicopter is right above the, its spotlight burning
on Reese. The cruiser flanks them closing. Reese peels
off to the right, inches in front of a tractor-trailer rig,
brakes hard and slides into a four-wheel drift through a
curving of f-ranp.

The hel i copter banks, follow ng.

The crui ser swaps ends trying to maneuver and sl ans broad-

side into the guardrail. Qut of action

122 EXT. OFF RAMP/ | NTERSECTI ON - NI GHT 122

The sedan roars across the street w thout slow ng

and vani shes down a tree-lined side street.

123 EXT. POLI CE HELI COPTER - N GHT 123

DOMN ANGLE - AERI AL past the chopper, F.G, as its searchlight

sweeps over the close-knit treetops.



CUT TO

124 EXT. SIDE STREET/ | NTERSECTI ON - NI GHT 124

The sedan skids around a corner, F.G, as the searchlight
filters in shafts through the trees further down the street,

sweeping futility back and forth.

CUT TO

125 EXT. POLI CE HELI COPTER - N GHT 125
It hovers indecisively, then banks off.
PILOT (V.Q)
(filtered)
Lost him

CUT TO

126 I NT. GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 126

Reese is ultra-alert, craning to | ook up, back, forward.

REESE
Good cover.
(pause)
Al right. Listen.
The Term nator's an infil-

tration unit. Part man, part



127

128

machi ne. Underneath, it's a
hyperal | oy conmbat chassi s,
m r coprocessor-control |l ed,

fully arnored. Very tough..

He pauses as they slide around another corner

CUT TO

EXT. STREET - N GHT 127

Reese's sedan glides out onto a nmain drag, very subdued.
He turns the lights on and blends with traffic.

The helicopter crosses laterally in the distance.

I NT. GREY SEDAN - NI GHT 128

REESE
(conti nui ng)
But outside, it's living
human tissue. Flesh, skin,
hair...blood. Gown for the

cyborgs.

SARAH
Look, Reese, | know you want

to hel p, but..

REESE

(cutting her off)



Pay attention. The 600
series had rubber skin.
We spotted them easy. But

these are new. They | ook

human. Sweat, bad breath,
everything. Very hard to
spot. | had to wait "til

he nmoved on you before |

could zero him

SARAH
Hey, |1'mnot stupid, y'know
They can't build anything like

that yet.

REESE
No. Not yet. Not for about

forty years.

Reese is driving sedately for a low profile, but his eyes

rove constantly, searching for a place to ditch the car.

Sarah's eyes are alert as well,

t oo cool.

SARAH

and her tone becones a bit

So, it's fromthe future, is

that right?

REESE

One possible future.

poi nt of view |

tech stuff.

SARAH

Four your

don't know t he



And you're fromthe future too?

REESE

Ri ght.

They cone to a red |ight and Reese stops.

SARAH
(patronizingly)

Ri ght ..

Li ke a shot she unlatches the seatbelt, pulls the door I|ock
and has the door half open before Reese can react. He catches

her arm and haul s her struggling back into the car

Sarah sinks her teeth into his hand with all her strength.
H's grip doesn't slacken
Slow y, wi thout rel easing her, he reaches across with his

ot her hand and shuts the door. Hi s face shows no reaction

Sarah draws back and stares at the blood running down his
armfromthe bite, that at his grim scarred face. The
light turns green and Reese drives on

Sarah tastes bl ood and wi pes her nouth.

REESE
(col dly)
Cyborgs don't feel pain. |

do. Don't...do that...again.

He wi pes his hand on his pants.

SARAH

(weakly, plead-



i ng)

Just let nme go.

REESE

(sl ow, but intense)
Li sten. Understand. That
Terminator is out there. It
can't be reasoned with, it can't
be bargained with...it doesn't
feel pity of renorse or fear...
and it absolutely will not stop.

Ever. Until you are dead.

Sarah slunp in utter resignation.

SARAH

(quietly)

Can you stop it?

Reese doesn't | ook at her.

REESE
Maybe. Wth these weapons. ..

I don't know.

129 EXT. PARKING LOT - N GAT 129

Reese's car turns into the parking lot of a |arge hospital,

acres of pavenent dotted with sporadic parked cars.
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131

132

EXT./I NT. TERM NATOR S CRUI SER - NI GHT 130

ANGLE THROUGH W NDSHI ELD, ON TERM NATOR, as he searches.

Streetlights flare across rhythnically.

CUT TO

EXT. POLI CE HELI COPTER - N GHT 131

It noves between two buil dings, searchlight sweeping back
and forth. DOAN ANGLE, past the chopper, as the circle of
I ight noves across a row of parked cars.

It passes a grey sedan with a shattered w ndshi el d.

Fl i cks back. Hol ds.

TI GHTER ON CAR, GROUND LEVEL, in the glare and propwash.

I't | ooks enpty.

EXT. PARKI NG LOT/ NEARBY - N GHT 132

LOW ANGLE DCLLY, MOVI NG W TH REESE AND SARAH as they craw

behi nd a row of parked cars.

He has firmhold of her arm but she seens to be cooperating.
In the B.G, the chopper hovers, on the far side of the lot.
Reese approaches the door of a |ate nodel brown Bui ck which
has been left with its wi ndow partway down.

He unlocks it and they slip inside.
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134

CUT TO

EXT./I NT. TERM NATOR S CRUI SER - NI GHT 133

TI GHT ON TERM NATOR, through the w ndshield of the bl ack-

and-whi te.

DI SPATCHER (V. O.)
(filtered)
Suspect vehicle |located at
parking | ot, Cedar and d en-

haven. ..

FULL SHOT as Terminator's cruiser slews in a radical turn

and roars off in the opposite direction

I NT. / EXT. BROAN BUI CK/ PARKI NG LOT - N GHT 134

Reese uses the butt of the shotgun to snash | oose the
ignition assenbly. He begins working on the wires. A
police cruiser appears, noving slowy between the rows of

cars.

Reese grabs Sarah and pulls her down to huddl e bel ow dash
level. A nonent later a spotlight flashes across the seats

above them They hear the helicopter circling closer.

SARAH

Reese...why ne? Wy does



it want ne?

They are lying very close, a forced intinmacy. Reese's voice
is an urgent whisper, alnost in her ear. A cruiser passes

so close they can hear its radio clearly.

REESE

There's so nuch..

SARAH
Tell nme. Just start at the

begi nni ng.

Reese musters his thoughts. And starts

REESE
There was a war. A few years
fromnow Nuclear war. The

whole thing. Al this--

Hi s gesture includes the car, the city, the world.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
--everythingis gone. Just
gone. There were survivors.
Here. There. Nobody knew who
started it.
(pause)

It was the nmmchi nes.

SARAH

I don't understand..



REESE

Def ense network conputer. New.
Powerful . Hooked into everything.
Trusted to run it all. They say it
got smart...a new order of intelli-
gence. Then it saw all people as
a threat, not just the ones on the
other side. Decided out fate in a

m crosecond. .. externi nati on.

Reese pauses, and when he continues it's less like a nilitary

briefing, quieter.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
Didn't see the war. | was born
after, in the ruins. Gew up
there. Starving. Hding from

the H K s.

SARAH

The what ?

REESE
Hunter Killers. Patrol nachines.
Build in automated factories.
Most of us were rounded up, put in

canps...for orderly disposal.

He pushes up the sleeve of his jacket and shows
her a ten digit nunber etches on the skin of his forearm
Beneath the nunmbers is a pattern of lines |like the auto-

mati c-pricing marks on product packages.



135

136

REESE

(conti nui ng)
Burned in by | aser scan.

(pause)
Sone of us were kept alive..
to work. Loading bodies. The
di sposal units ran night and day.
W were that close to going out

forever. ..

The helicopter noves overhead. |Its searchlight illum
inates the car interior, noves on. Before the rotor

sound fads, Reese starts the car

CUT TO

EXT. PARKING LOT - N GHT 135

Several bl ack-and-whites are noving anong the parked

cars, slowy.

ANGLE ON TERM NATOR' S CRUI SER rol ling al ong just above
idle. He peers into the row of cars, listening and

seeing on level we can't.

I NT. BROWN BUI CK - N GAT 136

Reese is holding onto Sarah's shoul der tightly.
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REESE
(conti nui ng)
... but there was one man...who
taught us to fight. To storm
the wire of the canps. To
smash those netal nother-
fuckers into junk. He turned

it around...he brought us back

fromthe brink.

(pause)

H s nane i s Connor.

your son, Sarabh.

Sarah stared at him

EXT. PARKING LOT - N GAT

John Connor. ..

The brown Buick is F.G as the nose of

appears behind it, nmoving slowy.

C. U - TERM NATOR, scanni ng.

LOW ANGLE, past the back of the Buick,

cruises by. The tailpipe, F.G,

Term nator's head snaps around.
H s eyes | ock on Reese's car.

He reaches for his shotgun.

puffs

Your unborn son.

137

Term nator's cruiser

as Ter m nat or

quietly.

CUT TO
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140

141

INT. BUCK - N GHT

Reese's head jerks up, looking in the mirror

CUT TO

EXT. PARKING LOT - N GHT

Reese's car launches forward fromits space, tires
spinning as Ternminator fires fromthe w ndow of the

Crui ser.

I NT. BUCK - N GHT

The rear wi ndow expl odes and Reese ducks, then cranks

t he wheel

EXT. PARKING LOT - N GAT

Reese and Termi nator race al ong opposite sides of a
row of cars, approaching the exit.

The cruiser pulls ahead and cl oses diagonally as they
clear the last car.

Reese sees the other's shotgun | evel ed.

He ducks, steering blind, keeps it floored.

The wi ndshield and side wi ndow EXPLODES | NWARD.

The Buick slans into the black-and-white, spinning it

138

139

140

141

into
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144

a parked truck. TIRES SCREAM as the two cars sl ew around

headi ng for the exit.

SEVERAL ANGLES, as the police react.

The chopper banks tight and dives across the tops of

the parked cars. Cruisers race to converge.

EXT. STREET - N GAT 143

LOW W DE ANGLE, PRECEDI NG REESE' S BUICK as it hits the

street, accelerating. Termnator's cruiser slides out

behind it, fishtails, races forward.

Engi nes roar as the cars go flat out. Buildings lining
the street beconme a bl ur

The chopper arcs in behind them

Legitimate police, lights blazing, enter the pursuit

one by one.

LOW ANGLE, MOVI NG W TH TERM NATOR S CAR as Reese dodges
across all | anes ahead of it.
Ter m nat or gai ni ng.

They run an intersection at a hundred pl us.

INT. BUCK - N GHT 144

Reese is feeding his last two shells into the riot gun
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147

REESE

(yelling)

St eer !

Hol ding the gun is both hands he | eans out the w ndow,
still keeping the throttle mashed down.

Sarah grabs the wheel, fighting to control the car

EXT. STREET/BU CK - N GHT 145

MOVI NG W TH THE BUI CK, | ooki ng back, as Reese ains the
shot gun, buffeted by the w ndstream

Termi nator's car, B.G, overtakes rapidly.

SARAH
(shout i ng)

Reese!

INT. BUCK - N GHT 146

OVER SARAH S SHOULDER as they approach an intersection..

red light their way and an ALPHA BETA TRUCK entering cross

W se.

CUT TO

EXT. STREET/ CARS - N GHT 147
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149

Past Terminator, F.G, his shotgun ainmed as he comes al ong
side...at Reese

They are staring down each other's barrels.

INT. BUCK - N GHT 148

Sarah grabs the shift |ever.

DETAIL - SH FTER, as she slans it into reverse

EXT. STREET/ CARS - N GHT 149

MOVI NG W TH BOTH CARS as the Buick skids with rear tires

| ocked. Reese and Term nator FIRE sinmnultaneously.

TI GHT ON REESE as the doorpost next to his shoulder is

torn out by the other's bl ast.

ON TERM NATOR, | eaning to see around his shattered w nd-
shield. Too |late.

He hurtles into the intersection, past the skidding Buick
dips the back of the sem.

Spins radically.

Vaults the curb in a screeching front-end roll

VH P- PANNI NG W TH THE CRUI SER as it crashes upsi de-down

through the counter area of an A & W



LOW ANGLE as Reese and Sarah slide to a stop in a cloud
of tire snoke.

Transm ssion fluid pours out of the car |ike bl ood.

An instant |ater they are surrounded by an assortnent of
LAPD, SHERI FF' S DEPT., and CHP CARS

The hel i copter hovers overhead.

MEDI UM ON SARAH AND REESE, he rai ses his hands, through
the side window, in plain sight. A phal anx of cops, guns

drawn, approaches the car warily.

Sarah | ooks at Reese. Then at the cops. She opens the door
and runs, staggering, toward them Vukovich steps forward

and pulls her away to safety.

C. U - REESE watching her go as a cop eases his door open.

CUT TO

150 EXT. A& W- N GHT 150

Two cops approach the overturned squad car janmed into the
wr eckage of the small buil ding.

They shine their flashlights inside.

It is enpty.

The cyborg has VAN SHED.

A sign which reads 'DRIVE IN detaches froman awning and

crashed down across the crushed auto.

CUT TO
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I NT. VUKOVICH S OFFI CE - N GHT 151

Sarah, huddles in a blanket, is siting on a bench opposite
Vukovi ch's desk. Mbdtionless. Her eyes are fixed on the

m ddl e di stance. She's been crying. Now she's enptied out.

The door opens.

At the sound of the latch Sarah jerks as if struck, and cringes
involuntarily. Vukovich enters with Traxler and DR PETER
SILBERMAN, a crimnal psychologist. Silberman is snooth

of skin and nmanner, young, anbitious and...fat. He is

ent husi asti ¢ about the workings of the human psyche, as

enotionally involved as soneone pulling the wings off a fly.

Vukovi ch sits beside Sarah and hands her a cup of coffee.

He puts a paternal arm around her shoul ders.

VUKOVI CH

Here, drink sone of this..

SARAH
(voice flat,
desper at e)
Li eutenant, are you sure it's
then? Maybe | should see the

... bodi es.

VUKOVI CH
They' ve al ready been identi -

fied. There's no doubt.

Sarah begins to cry again, slowy and very quickly.



SARAH
(to hersel f)
O, God...G nger...Kkiddo

I'"'mso sorry.

Vukovi ch takes the coffee cup fromher as her arns sag and

it starts to spill.

VUKOVI CH
(gently)
Sar ah.
(pause)
Sarah, this is Dr. Silber-
man. |'d like you to tel
hi m everyt hi ng Reese said

to you. Do you feel up to it?

SARAH
(al nost in-
audi bl e)
I guess so.
(to Sil bernan)

You're a doctor?

S| LBERVAN

A crimnal psychol ogi st.

SARAH

I s Reese crazy?

S| LBERVAN

That's what we're going to
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find out.

CUT TO

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT 152

The roomcosts five dollars a night and that's steep, but
t he FI RE ESCAPE out si de the wi ndow adds an el enent of
strategic val ue.

A silhouette slips in through the wi ndow and click on the
singl e BARE LI GHT BULB

It's Terminator, and he's a ness.

A bl oody scarecrow with bullet wounds in stomach, chest,

shoul der and right wist.

MEDI UM ON TERM NATOR as he sits at a ratty folding table
under the |ight.

H s eyebrows are singed off.

Hair a charred stubble.

Left eyes glistening with inbedded gl ass shards.

Before himon the table is an array of SMALL TOOLS.
He renoves the charred renmins of his jacket and props.

one el bow on the table.

ANGLE PAST HI'S NON- FUNCTI ONAL RIGHT ARM F. G, as he exam
ines it. He picks up an X-ACTO KNI FE and cuts deeply into
the skin of his forearm

Hi s expression is one of nild concentration

E.C U - FOREARM as he pulls back a large flap of skin to
reveal a conplex trunk of SHEATHED CABLES AND HYDRAULI CS

They slide as he noves his fingers.



RESUME MEDI UM as Terninator uses a rag to wi pe away the
blood. Wth small screwdrivers he begins to patiently dis-

assenbl e the damaged nechani sm around t he 12-guage hit.

CUT TO
153 I NT. DIVISION HQ | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - NI GHT 153
The roomis small, furnished with only a table and two chairs.

Reese, his arns handcuffed behind him sits opposite Dr.
Si| berman. Behind Silberman is a large mirror. A DETECTI VE

| eans agai nst the wall.

S| LBERVAN
So. You're a soldier.

Fi ghting for whon?

REESE
Wth the One Thirty Second

under Perry, from'21 to '27--

S| LBERVAN

(interrupting)

The year 20277

154 I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROCOM 154

Vukovi ch and Traxler are seated in the dark room watching

Reese, B.G, through the two-way mirror. Just behind the
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glass is a VIDEO CAMERA ON A TRI POD, ained at Reese, and

a CART hol ding a SMALL MONI TOR and VI DEOCASSETTE RECORDER

REESE
(through speaker)

That's right.

TRAXLER
(quietly, to
Vukovi ch)

This is fucking great.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM 155

REESE
Then | was assi gned Recon/
Security, last two years,

under John Connor.

S| LBERVAN

And who was the eneny?

REESE
SKYNET. A conputer defense system
built for SAC-NORAD by Cyber
Dynanmics. A nodified Series

4800.

S| LBERVAN

(gravely)

| see. And this...conputer,



thinks it can win by killing
the nother of its eneny, kill-
ing him in effect, before he
is even conceived? A sort of

retroacti ve abortion?

REESE

Yes.

CUT TO

156 I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM 156

Traxl er snorts and grins.

TRAXLER
(to Vukovi ch)
That Sil berman just crack me up.
(pause)
He had this guy in here | ast week
who set his Afghan on fire

Screwed it first, then set it on--

VUKOVI CH

(1 eani ng forward)

Shut up.

157 I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM

REESE



...it had no choice

The defensive grid was
smashed. We'd taken the

mai nf ranes. .

We'd won. Taki ng out

Connor then woul d nake no

di fference. Skynet had to
W pe out his entire exist-
ence. We captured the lab
conmpl ex. Found the...what-
ever it was called...the

ti me-di spl acenent equi prent .
The Term nator had al ready
gone through. They sent two
of us to intercept, then
zeroed t he whol e pl ace.

Summer didn't nake it.

S| LBERMAN
Then how are you supposed to

get back?

REESE
Can't. Nobody goes hone.
Nobody el se cones through

It's just himand ne.

158 I NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

E.C.U - TERM NATOR, in profile, showing his |acerated eye.



He is close to a mirror, practically touching it, staring

intently.

MACRO - X-ACTO KNI FE Iying on the dresser. Terninator's
fingers lift it. CAMERA TILTS TO FOLLOWas it rises to
his face, holds TIGHT ON | eft eye.

Wth a snooth notion the knife point enters the eyeball
and cuts away the ruins sclera and cornea, as well as part

of the danaged eyelids.

He wipes with a rag to clear the electronic eye's vision.
Reveal ing the faintly glow ng | ens nmechani sm suspended in
a chrone socket by tiny servos.

The eye whirs quietly as it tracks.

SEQUENCE OF SHOTS, showi ng various repairs.

Term nator's right hand, its wist SUTURED crudely, holds
a needle and sewing thread and starts to work on abdomi nal
wound out of frane bel ow

He slips a glove over the damaged hand.

A notoring cap over the blistered scalp.

A fresh shirt to hide his body wounds.

This is followed by a new overcoat.

C. U - TERM NATOR, contenplating his reflection in the
mrror. Wth the hat pulled down, the collar pulled up,
and favoring his right profile he | ooks unhurt...though

a bit gaunt and pale.

A turn of his head brings the balefully glowing left eye
inits netal socket into view

He slips on a pair of tight, wap-around sungl asses.



FULL SHOT as he goes to the bed and flips up the stained
mattress. He picks up the Remington 12 gauge, the AR-180

and the .38 off the springs and | eaves by the fire escape.

CUT TO

159 I NT. VUKOVICH S OFFI CE - N GHT 159

TI GHT ON VI DEO MONI TOR showi ng Reese in the Interrogation

Room

REESE
(recorded)

...lt"'s just himand ne.

CUT WDE reveal ing Sarah, Silberman, Vukovich and Traxl er
wat ching a nmonitor sitting am d incredible paperwork clutter

on a desk top.

S| LBERVAN
(recorded)
Wiy didn't you bring any
weapons? Sonet hi ng nore
advanced. Don't you have

ray guns?

Traxl er, standing in the back, grins and nudges Sil bernman,

who nods appreciatively.

TI GHT ON REESE' S RECORDED | MAGE - He glares at Sil berman

ON SARAH, as Sil berman's voice is heard.



S| LBERVAN
(recorded)
Show nme a piece of future

t echnol ogy.

REESE
(recorded/ con-
trolling his
hostility)
You go naked. Sonethi ng about
the field generated by a living

organism Nothing dead will go.

S| LBERVAN
(recorded)

Why ?

REESE
(recorded)
| didn't build the fucking

t hi ng.

S| LBERVAN
(recorded)
Ckay. Ckay. But this..

(consults his

not es)
cyborg...if it's netal..
REESE

(recorded)

Surrounded by living tissue.



S| LBERMAN
(recorded)

O course.

The real Silbernman put the tape on " PAUSE"

He starts the

S| LBERVAN
(excited)
This is great stuff. | could
make a career out of this guy.
You see how clever this part
is...howit doesn't require a
shred of proof. Mst paranoid
delusions are intricate. .. but

this is brilliant.

t ape agai n.

S| LBERVAN
(recorded)
Why were the other two wonen

killed?

REESE

(recorded)
Most official records were
lost in the war. The conputer
knew al nost not hi ng about
Connor's not her. Her nane.
Where she lived, just the city.
No scanner pictures. The
Term nator was just being

systemati c.



C.U - REESE, ON SCREEN, as he goes on.

REESE
(recorded, con-
ti nui ng)
You' ve heard enough. Deci de.

Are you going to rel ease ne?

S| LBERVAN
(recorded)
I'"'mafraid that's not up

to ne.

REESE
(recorded/ voice
rising)
Then why am | talking to you?

Get out.

ON SARAH, DOLLYING SLOALY IN TO C. U. as we hear Reese

begin to shout.

S| LBERVAN
(recorded)

| can help you..

REESE

Who is in authority here?

C. U REESE, ON SCREEN, as he | ooks straight at the canera.

REESE
(recorded)

You still don't get it.



He'll find her. That's

what he does. All he does..

MEDI UM ON VUKOVI CH, gesturing to Silberman, who is near the

machine, to kill it.

REESE
(recorded, con-
ti nui ng)
You can't stop him He'l

wade t hrough you. .

C.U - REESE, ON SCREEN, rising partway out of his chair,

yel | i ng.

REESE
(recorded, continuing)
...reach down her throat, and

pul I her fucking heart out..

The screen goes bl ack.

Vukovi ch has cut off the tape.

S| LBERVAN
(gl anci ng ar ound)

Sorry.

C.U - SARAH staring at the enpty screen.

SARAH
(turning)

So Reese is crazy.

S| LBERVAN



In technical terninology,

he's a | oon.

SARAH

But . .

Vukovi ch hands her sonething that |ooks |ike unpire's

paddi ng.

VUKOVI CH
Sarah, this is body arnor.
Qut TAC guys wear it. It'll
stop a 12 gauge round. This
ot her individual nust've had

one under his coat.

Sarah want to believe him God help her if he's wong.

SARAH
But what about hi m punchi ng

t hrough the wi ndshi el d?

TRAXLER
(shrugs)
Probably on PCP, broke every
bone in his hand and won't fee
it for hours. There was this

guy once that..

Vukovich cuts himoff with a gesture and sits besi de Sarah

on the bench.

VUKOVI CH



159A

Why don't you just stretch out
here and get sone sleep. It'll
take your nom a good hour to get

here from Redl ands.

SARAH

| can't sleep.

VUKOVI CH

Go ahead. You're safe. There're

thirty cops in this building.

SARAH

Ckay.

She | ays her head on a wadded up bl anket as everyone

| eaves the office.

I NT. CORRI DOR

Vukovi ch pauses outside the door,

studi es himfor a second.

TRAXLER
What ?

(pause)

| ost in thought.

Ed, conme on...the guy's a

wacko.

Vukovi ch gl ances up

Tr ax! er



VUKOVI CH

(quietly)
He' d better be.

160 I NT. POLI CE DEPARTMENT FOYER - NI GHT 160

Si | berman can be seen through a glass partition next to
the bull et-proof glass booth enclosing the Nl GHT DESK
SERCGEANT' S counter. The Sergeant hits a button and there
is aloud BULL-CLACK. The electric bolt on the security

door opens and Sil berman steps out.

As he exits the station, he passes Term nator just coming in
the front door. He glances at the pale apparition in cap
and dark wrap-arounds, but goes on

Term nat or approaches the Desk Sergeant who barely gl ances

up when he speaks.

TERM NATOR
I'ma friend of Sarah Connor.
| was told she is here. Can

| see her, please?

SERGEANT
You can't see here. She's

maki ng a statenent.

TERM NATOR

Where is she?

SERGEANT



(laconical ly)
Look. It's gonna be a while.
You wanna wait. There's a

bench.

Term nator steps back, scanning the booth, the electric

door, the roons beyond.

TERM NATOR

1"l conme back.

He turns and wal ks out through the front doors.

ANGLE PAST DESK SERGEANT, F.G - ON FRONT DOCRS, the officer
i s absorbed in paperwork, not watching as a pair of lights
get BRI GHTER outside the doors. RAPIDLY. He glances up

at the last second as the glare falls fully on him CRASH
Several cops and late night loiterers scatter as a car
smashes into the foyer. It blasts through the sergeant's

booth, crushing himin the weckage.

161 I NT. DI VISION HQ VUKOVI CH S OFFI CE 161

Sarah, lying on the couch, jerks awake as the crash
REVERBERATES t hrough the building. She sits up, bleary-

eyes.

CUT TO

162 I NT. DI VISION HQ CORRI DOR 162



Through the hole in the splintered wall we see Term nator

| eap out of the car.

He vaults the hood and smashes through the debris of the

wal | .

Leaps to the corridor floor in a shower of plaster fragments.
He brandi shes the AR- 180 like a pistol in one hand, the

.38 in the other.

The shotgun dangl es at his side on a shoul der sling.

LOW ANGLE DCLLY, preceding himas he starts down the

corridor.

ANGLE ON LOUNGE DOORVWAY as TWO COPS run into the hall,
one carrying a cup of coffee.

Term nator fires a burst fromthe assault rifle.

ANGLE ON COPS - They are flung backward in a spray of

coffee and pl aster.

163 I NT. DIVISION HQ VUKOVI CH S OFFI CE

Sarah is alert nowwith growing alarm The sound of

GUNFIRE is faint...but unnmi stakable. Her expression

shows the dawning certainty of what is happening.

164 I NT. DI VI SI ON HQ CORRI DCR 164



Term nator steps over the bodies of the two cops wi thout

br eaki ng stride.

OVER H' S SHOULDER, MOVI NG WTH H M as he wal ks down t he
hall. Cones to a door. Tries it. Locked.
Kicks it in.

A DESK COP, drawi ng his gun, sprints for cover.

ANGLE ON TERM NATOR rai si ng the AR-180.

165/ FX INT. DIVISION HQ OFFI CE - TERM NATOR S POV 165/ FX

I n conput er -enhanced vi sion we see the cop dash around a
corner in SLONMOTION. As he di sappears behind the wall

an ANl MATED OQUTLINE OF HHMis still visible...a PROBABILISTIC
EXTRAPOLATION OF HHS MOTION. There is a target cross-

hair follow ng the figure.

166 I NT. DI VISION HQ OFFI CE - BEHI ND WALL 166

The wall erupts with a volley of shots beside the running

cop and he is flung QUT OF FRAME

167 I NT. VUKOVI CH' S OFFI CE 167

Shots are echoing in the hallway as Vukovi ch whi ps open



167A

167B

the door, startling the hell out of Sarah

VUKOVI CH

Stay here.

He turns the | ocking knob and sl anms the door.
Leavi ng her al one.

She flinches as nore SHOTS SOUND. CLOSER

CUT TO

I NT. CORRI DOR 167A

Termi nator rips the cover off the station's nmain electrica
panel. He pulls |oose the hose-like 440 volt
incomng line and feeds it directly into the lighting

circuit.

Al down the corridor the overhead fl uorescent units

expl ode, showering sparks and gl ass.

The building is plunged into darkness.

Arcs SPUTTER and FLARE, l|ighting the corridors strobo-

scopical ly.

I NT. VUKOVI CH' S OFFI CE 167B

Sarah's terror skyrockets when the ceiling | anp expl odes

and the of fice goes bl ack.



168

169

CUT TO

I NT. CORRI DOR 168

Through the snoke and energency spotlights Term nator noves
forward, inexorably.

A door behind himopens. A COP fires, hitting himin

the shoulder. Terminator fires straight-armwith the .38
wi thout slowing, killing the cop, then fires down the

corridor with the assault rifle.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM 169

Traxl er | eaves the other detective to guard Reese, who is

still handcuffed to the chair.

TRAXLER
(exciting)

Wat ch him

The door cl oses.

An instant later a chair smashes over the detective's
back, just as he is turning toward his prisoner.

Reese is on him scrabbling for the keys.



170

171

172

173

I NT. CROSS CORRI DOR 170

Traxler is running down the hall through snmoke and the
wild strobing of electrical fires as Vukovich steps
out of an arnory room He tosses Traxler an M 16 and

they run on.

CUT TO

I NT. MAI N CORRI DOR 171

Term nator stops before another door. He BLASTS the |ock
with the riot-gun. Flings open the door, scanning.

Moves on.

He is hit twice, chest and |eg.

Firelight flickers froman office doorway as he passes.

CUT TO

I NT. VUKOVI CH S OFFI CE 172

Sarah scrabbles for a place to hide in the darkened room
but it's so tiny. Behind the desk. She crouches unable to

bel i eve she has awakened into the sane ni ghtnare.

I NT. OFFI CE NEARBY 173

ANGLE ON DOOR as it splinters open and Term nator stands,

guns raised. A COP fires from behind a desk.



174

175

176

Term nator sprays the room

Starts to rel oad.

I NT. CORRI DCOR

Vukovi ch edges open a door and fires half a clip into
Term nator's back. H's eyes bulge as the intruder turns,
slamming a clip into his rifle and calmy fires two rounds.

Traxl er drags Vukovich's body back inside the room

TRAXLER

Ed! Ed...?

I NT. CORRI DCOR 175

TI GHT ON TERM NATOR, noving forward, intent

CUT TO

I NT. VUKOVI CH S OFFI CE 176

MEDI UM ON SARAH, her teeth are chattering with fear as
SHOTS echo nearby. There is the RHYTHM C THUNDER of the
shotgun, rattling AUTOVATI C FI RE, SCREAM NG and the sound

of RUNNING FEET. Getting closer.

SLOW DOLLY I N ON SARAH begins, ending in TIGHT C. U as the

sounds get |ouder. Myre SHOTS.



Snoke begins to seep under the door

DETAIL - DOORKNOB rattling as it is tried from outside.

E.C U - SARAH stifling a cry. She flinches as if slapped

as SHOTS sound.

DETAIL - DOOR KNOB, a series of SHOTS shatter the | ock

FULL ON DOORWAY - The door bangs open and a figure stands

sil houetted in the snoky hallway, holding a pistol

E.C. U - SARAH, as she closes her eyes. Holds her breath.

REESE (V. O.)

Sar ah?

FULL SHOT - She scranbles out from beneath the desk and runs

to himin the thickening snoke.

177 CONNECTI NG OFFI CES 177

PANAGLI DE FOLLOW NG REESE AND SARAH as they cross the
corridor and nove through a series of offices, doubling back

toward the nmmin entrance

178 I NT. OFFI CE 178



Sarah and Reese nove rapidly through the snoke.

@unfire sounds nearby. They pass bodies.

VUKOVI CH (V. Q)
(weakl y)

Reese!

They find the Lieutenant propped in a corner, dying.
Reese bends toward him

Vukovi ch holds out his custom Colt Python .357.

VUKOVI CH
(conti nui ng)
You just keep her alive. Do

what you have to.

Reese snatches the gun and the keys and runs on.

C. U - VUKOVI CH wat chi ng them go.

179 I NT. / EXT. OFFI CES/ SI DE ENTRANCE - N GHT 179

FAST PANAGLI DE PRECEDI NG TERM NATCOR as he runs through
the snmoky roons. A fire is burning, |ighting everything
a flickering orange.

He enmerges onto a | anding through a side entrance. PAN
to follow his Iine of sight as he snaps the AR-180 to
his shoulder. B.G a BLUE VOLKSWACGEN RABBIT is roaring

away across the parking |ot.

TI GHT ON TERM NATOR aining carefully. He pulls the trigger.



180

181

It clicks...enpty. Slowy he |lowers the scope-sight from

his eye and watches them go.

Term nator |inps down the steps fromthe |anding and wal ks
away as the fire spreads behind the wi ndows of Division

Headquart ers.

CUT TO
INT. RABBIT - N GHT 180
DETAIL - GAS GAUCE, it reads EMPTY.

CUT TO
EXT. H G-WMAY - N GHT 181

The Rabbit is stopped on the shoulder of a two | ane
secondary road wi nding through the hills north of L.A
Reese is fishing objects out of the car's trunk and
handi ng themto Sarah, who holds a flashlight.

He hands her a bl anket, sone road flares, and a first
aid kit. Then he slanms the trunk. Reaching through the
si de wi ndow, he turns the wheel and pushes the car off

t he shoul der, over the enbanknent.

DOMN ANGLE | NTO RAVI NE, past Sarah and Reese, as the car
trundl es down crashing through the underbrush to dis-

appear anong the trees.

Reese | ooks out across the valley and the lights of L.A

A helicopter circles in the distance, searchlight on



182

REESE

Let's get off the road.

CUT TO

| NT./EXT. DRAI NAGE CULVERT - N GHT 182

ANGLE LOOKI NG QUT fromthe nouth of an encl osed concrete
stormdrain that passes under the road. Reese, followed
by Sarah, trudges down the slope and ducks inside.

The floor is wet but he doesn't seemto mnd

They both hunker down with their backs to the concrete,
faci ng each ot her.

They | ook beaten, griny, exhausted.

She huddl es under the bl anket, waif-Iike.

REESE

You col d?

SARAH

Fr eezi ng.

REESE

Cone here.

She sits beside himand they wap their arnms around each

other with the bl anket covering both of them

SARAH

Reese...you got a first nane?

REESE



Kyl e.

SARAH
Kyle, what's it |ike when you

go through tine?

REESE
White light. Pain. Like
bei ng ripped inside out..
slowy. Like being born

maybe.

Sarah scow s and draws her hand out from under his jacket.

SARAH

You're wet. Oh ny god.

In the beam of the flashlight her hand is glistening

with bl ood.

REESE

| caught one, back there.

SARAH
(1 ncredul ous)
Caught one? You nean you

got shot?

Reese shrugs

REESE

It's not bad.

Sarah sits up and turns toward him



SARAH

W gotta get you to a doctor

REESE

It's okay. Forget it.

SARAH
Forget it? Are you crazy?

Let nme see it.

Sarah opens his jacket and the flashlight beam shows his

shirt bl oodsoaked at the shoul der.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
Jeez. You idiot. Take

this off.

She cradles the flashlight between her knees and opens

the first aid kit as he renoves his jacket.

REESE
(1 ooking at the
wound)
See. M ssed everything.

Passed t hrough the neat.

Sarah starts swabbing the fl esh wound.

SARAH
This is gonna nake ne puke.

Tal k about sonet hi ng.



REESE

What ?

SARAH
Just talk. Tell ne about

my son. |Is he tall?

She places a gauze pad in place and starts to wap it.

REESE
About ny height. He
has your - -
(wi nces)
.damm. .. he has your

eyes.

Sarah glances at his face for a second and then goes back

to worKk.

SARAH

What's he |ike?

REESE
(t hought f ul)
You trust him He's got that
strength. You'd die in a

second for John.

SARAH
Vell, at least | know what
to name him | don't suppose
you' d know who the father is?
So | don't tell himto get

|l ost when | neet him



REESE
John never said nuch about
him He dies. Even before

the war. ..

SARAH
(interrupting)
Stop! | don't want to know.
Hold still. So...it was John

that ordered you here?

REESE

I vol unt eer ed.

SARAH

You vol unt eer ed?

REESE
It was an honor. A chance
to neet the | egend. Sarah
Connor. Who taught her son
to fight...organi ze, prepare
From when he was a kid. Wen
you were in hiding, before

t he war.

She stops taping. She seens |ost, her bravado di ssipated.

SARAH
You tal k about things |I haven't
done yet in the past tense. |It's

maki ng ne crazy. | can't think



(pause)
Are you sure you' ve got the

right person?

Reese apprai ses her coldly.

REESE

|'"'m sure.

SARAH
Cone on, nme? The not her
of the future? AmI| tough?
Organi zed? | can't even bal ance
my checkbook. | cry when | see
a cat that's been run over..

and | don't even like cats.

She pulls the bandage tight with a knot.

REESE
OM No, it's okay. It's

better tight.

SARAH
And anyway, what do | know

about guerrilla warfare?

REESE
You'll | earn.
SARAH
(angry)
Look, Reese, | didn't ask for

this honor and I don't want it.



Any of it.

REESE
John gave ne a nessage for
you. Made ne nenorize it.
"Sarah"...this is the nessage..
' Sarah, thank you. For your
courage through the dark years
I can't help you with what you
nmust soon face, except to tel
you that the future is not set..
there is no such thing as Fate,
but what we nmake for ourselves
by our own will. You nust be
stronger than you inmagine you
can be. You nust survive, or

wll never exist.' That's all.

Sarah stares at himas the enormity of it all becones rea

to her. Reese noves his arm testing the bandage.

REESE
(conti nui ng)

Good fi el d-dressing.

SARAH
(brightening)

You like it? It's ny first.

He rebuttons his shirt and they return to the warnth-
conserving enbrace. Sarah gazes out the entrance, into

t he ni ght.



REESE

Sleep. It'll be Iight soon

SARAH
(cl osing her
eyes)

Ckay. Talk sone nore

REESE

About what ?

SARAH
(‘rur muri ng)

About where you're from

Kyl e watches the helicopter circling far in the distance.

REESE

Al right.

(pause)
You stay down by day, but at
ni ght you can nove around.
The HK' s use infra-red so you
still have to watch out.
But they're not too bright.
John taught us ways to dust them
them That's when the infiltra-
tors started to appear. The
Terminators were the newest,

the worst...

During his nonol ogue we have PANNED i nto the darkness outside
and to the helicopter, which flies QUT OF FRAME, | eaving

bl ack. A ROTOR ROAR fades up.



183/ FX

184/ FX

CUT I N BLACK TGO

EXT. CTY RUNS, 2029 - N GHT 183/ FX

Bl ack sky. Stars.
Wth a roar an AERI AL PATROL CRAFT enters cl ose overhead.
It has flashing red and blue |ights and powerful search-

Iights which stab down.

TILT DOMWN

to a vista of nmoonlit devastation

Wiite ash blows in drifts anong fire-gutted ruins.

Bl ackened bones lie everywhere in heaps.

Searchl i ghts sweep the night.

Anot her aerial unit hovers several blocks away, firing

tracers into the ruins.

EXT. RU NS/ STREET - N GHT 184/ FX

LOW ANGLE

as a gleam ng chrome HK grinds through the debris of the
shattered street on its tank-1like tracks, crushing burnt
skul | s.

Its head turns slowy, playing high-intensity lights over the
bui | di ngs.

Its hydraulic arns are folded, mantis-like, against its

"torso'. After it passes a nunber of human figures dart



from shadow t o shadow, B. G

185 I NT. TUNNELS - N GHT 185

Reese is anong a SQUAD OF MEN in black fatigues, carrying
equi prent and energy rifles, who enter a debris-littered

t unnel

PANAGLI DE WTH THEM as they trot through a | abyrinth of
tunnel s, pass several guard-posts. Reese has a GERVAN

SHEPHERD on a short | eash.

186 I NT. PARKI NG STRUCTURE - NI GHT 186

The platoon enters a cavernous chanber, an old parking
structure, in which a |arge group is gathering.

As the entrance, ARVED SENTRIES with dogs are passing in
new arrivals: men wearing m smatched uniforns or rags and
carrying all types of weapons fromlasers to shotguns.

Weapons are left at the sentry post.

FOLLON NG REESE as he patrols the perineter.

He wal ks al ong a row of CARS, nodels fromthe eighties and
ni neties, now stripped, rusty and nodified to carry weapons.
There are conventional mlitary vehicles as well.

He passes several fanmily groups.

Gaunt ki ds are huddles around an old TV SET.

Its gl ow bat hes t hem



REVERSE ANGLE reveals that the set has been gutted and a
snmal|l cookfire crackles inside the shell.
Nearby a kid has a LARGE RAT cornered and is whacking it

with a stick.

Reese pauses at the end of the row of vehicles and unsnaps
a pocket in his tunic, renoving a snall paper rectangl e,

a worn phot ogr aph.

C.U - REESE, gazing down. H's head snaps around at the

sudden sound of BARKI NG

ANGLE ON SENTRY POST as the dogs go crazy.

SENTRY
(shout i ng)

Ter mi nat or!

An i nnocuous, RAG DRESSED MAN flips back his poncho to
reveal a powerful PLASMA-RIFLE. He opens FIRE, running

forward. ENERGY BOLTS rip into the crowd.

MOVI NG W TH REESE, running toward the Term nator.

RAPI D CUTS:

PONERBOLTS EXPLODE anmong the fleei ng peopl e.
Beans sear the darkness.

A running CHILD is BURST by a plasma hit.

ANGLE ON REESE running. He levels his energy-rifle and
starts firing. A powerbolt grazes his cheek, EXPLODI NG

a support colum behind him Part of the ROOF COLLAPSES



as Reese tunbl es.

Everything is lit as if by lightning.

C.U - REESE, sem -conscious. Burned. Bl eeding.
| npressions inplode on him running feet, flashes, energy
beans raking the ground | eaving nolten wormtracks, scream

i ng, a burning dog how ing.

DETAIL - The picture Reese has been | ooking at has fallen
forgotten. It catches fire and starts to curl. Before

the i mage vani shes we see that it is a picture of Sarah

Reese | ooks up
A figure | oonms above, a silhouette in the smoky, hellish

glare. THE TERM NATOR. Its eyes glow red.

A brilliant EXPLOSI ON WH TES OUT THE SCREEN

187 I NT. CULVERT - DAWN 187

C.U - SARAH, brightly lit by daylight. Asleep. She grimaces
and groans.

In the distance a dog is barking.

Reese, still holding her, lightly lifts her hair from her
face. An uncharacteristically tender gesture. He gently
caresses her cheek with the backs of his fingers. Wen

she awakens suddenly he snaps his hand away.

Sarah | ooks around, nonentarily disoriented. Looks up at



Reese.

SARAH

| was dreanmi ng about dogs.

Reese extricates hinself from her and steps out of the

cul vert.

REESE

We used themto spot Termi nators

Sarah groans as she strai ghtens her |egs.

SARAH
Your world...it's pretty
terrifying.
CUT TO
189 EXT. H GHWAY - DAWN 189

Sarah catches up to himjust as he is about to try and
stop an approaching car. She pulls his gun hand down with

bot h of hers.

SARAH

Put that away. 1'll get one.

She hold out her thunb to passing traffic.

Reese wat ches this inconprehensible cerenony skeptically.

SARAH

(conti nui ng)



189A

This works...really.

EXT. H GHWAY/ PI CKUP - DAY 189A

Reese and Sarah are cramed into the cab of a beat-to-hel
Pl CKUP TRUCK with the DRI VER, obviously a surfer. Laid-
back, |ong-haired and well-tanned.

Reese gl owers and watches the scenery through slitted eyes.

DRI VER
...and when it breaks right
of f the point they get sone
pretty rad tubes up there.
Not awesonme, but | nean, worth

the drive, if you're hardcore

l'i ke me.
REESE
(to Sarah)
Rad tubes?
SARAH
(to Reese)

He's a surfer.

DRI VER
You from back East of

sonet hi ng?

SARAH

No, he's fromthe future.
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DRI VER

Whoah. | hear that.
(pause)

Li sten, | had a rough

night. | gotta stop and

bag sone Z's.

They pull off the highway toward a gas station/rest area.

EXT. SERVI CE STATI ON - DAY 190

The gas station is like an oasis of clutter in a rolling
stretch of meadows and woods. It consists of a bunker-
like building with restrooms and a flanking Pl CNI C AREA,
beyond whi ch are WOODS

Peopl e sit under the trees, enjoying the beautiful day
while children tear around after the forced inactivity of

along trip.

The three of them get out on unsteady |egs.

DRI VER
You can still ride if
you wanna hang out for a

coupl e hours.

SARAH

Thanks.

REESE



Bag some Z's?

SARAH

Let's get cleaned up, Kyle.

She heads for the WOVEN S RESTROOM and Kyl e foll ows her

i nsi de.

REESE
(pushi ng hi mout)

Yours i s over there.

Instead of following her directions to the Men's Room
Kyl e wanders toward the drinking fountain. A bunch of
ki ds are running around and throwi ng water at each ot her

wi t h paper cups.

Reese shanbl es through themlike a zonbie.
He stands anong the children, an alien in this [and w thout
fear. He watches people at picnic tables |aughing and

listening to portable nusic. Kids squeal. Dogs bark.

LITTLE GRL (V. Q)

Can you get ny ball oon?

DOWN ANGLE on an achingly beautiful LITTLE G RL of about

four. She points above his head.

Reese | ooks up to see a heliumfilled nylar balloon stuck in
the foliage of a tree just above him He pulls it down by

the string and holds it, turning it over dully.

He crouches down to her eye-level. She smiles.
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REESE
Aren't you afraid to be out in

the open like this?

LITTLE G RL

Huh?

Reese whirls reflexively at a SCREAM behind him The
nmyl ar balloon bursts in his tense hands. A teenage girl

i s being doused with water by the boys with plastic jugs.

The little girl |ooks at the broken balloon, then glares
at Reese. She punches him soundly on the shoul der and

stornms of f.

At this nonent she is bowl ed over by an I RISH SETTER t hat
licks her face while she shrieks with |aughter.
Reese seens about to smile but doesn't quite know how to

go about it.

EXT. SERVI CE STATI ON PAY PHONE - DAY 191

Sarah is tal king on an open pay phone.

SARAH
.1 know, Mom This is the
soonest | could...| know
Mom..Mm | can't talk |ong.
No, |'m okay.
(pause)

I was on TV? Really?
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(pause)
Ch no, | hate that picture...
why didn't you give themny
graduati on picture?

(pause)
I'mokay, really. Listen, |
want you to pack some stuff
and go up to the cabin for a
few days. Just don't...no,
don't ask any questions.
Just do it. | gotta get

going...gotta go. Bye, bye

Sarah has been idly leafing through the DIRECTORY. On
a whi m she | ooks up sonet hi ng.

She freezes for a nonent when she finds the listing.
Then with a triunphant expression she rips the page out

of the book.

EXT. SERVI CE STATI OV PI CNI C TABLE - DAY 192

Sarah is sitting at a table under a tree, lettering

sonmething with a lipstick on a cardboard box-fl ap

E.CU - SIG\, as the last letters are finished.
It reads:

SI LI CON VALLEY

FULL ON SARAH as she retracts the lipstick and | eans

across to hand it to a girl at the next table.



SARAH

Thanks a | ot.

REESE (V. 0.)

What's that?

Sarah | ooks up, startled to see himstandi ng besi de her.

SARAH

That's where we're going.

REESE

Wy ?

Sarah point to the directory page lying on the table.

MACRO - PAGE

Sarah's finger points to a listing which reads:

CYBER DYNAM CS CORPORATI ON

18144 El Camino Real, S Vale

ANGLE ON SARAH AND REESE

She | ooks snug.

SARAH
Look. | found it. Isn't
that it? Cyber Dynamics

Cor por ati on?

REESE

What about it?



SARAH
Didn't you say that they're
going to develop this

revol uti onary new thing..

REESE

Mol ecul ar - menory.

SARAH
What ever. .. they becone the
hot shot conput er guys so they
get the job to build El Conputer
Grande. .. Skynet...for the

governnent. Right?

REESE
(uneasy)
That's the way it was told

to ne.

Sarah's fear has been replaced by excitenent.

SARAH
Vel 1, we're gonna uninvent the
bastard. Eighty-six it. We'll
bl ow up the place...burn it

down. Sonet hi ng.

REESE
(very cold)
Tactically dangerous. W

lay | ow.



SARAH
Reese. Think it through
We can prevent the war.
Nobody el se is gonna do it.
If we go to anybody officia
we wind up back in jail and
then that wal ki ng cui sinart
has got us again. W have to

so it oursel ves

REESE

That's not ny mnission.

SARAH
(upset, nocking
hi s manner)
Listen. Understand. |'m
not a mlitary objective,
Reese. |'m a person..

You don't own ne.

Reese takes her armand pulls her to her feet.

REESE

Let's go. Tine to nove out.

SARAH

Fuck you! Let go of ne!

She jerks her armfree. He reaches for her again but

she outdi stances him running.

REESE
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(warni ng tone)

Sar ah!

She dashes down a footpath anmong the trees, clutching her

sign. Reese follows her into the woods.

EXT. WOCODS/ CLEARI NG - DAY 193

Only a few yards fromthe picnic area, the woods take over

conpl etely.

PANNI NG W TH SARAH

as she runs down the path.
Reese tackles her frombehind and they fall together in
the I ong spring grass.

She struggles violently to get away.

SARAH

Let...go...bastard..

She gets one arm free and whacks himhard in the face.
Reese reacts instinctively, |eaping back in a defensive
crouch. Sarah freezes when she sees the .357 in his

hand.

SARAH
(conti nui ng,
scared, but
angry)

Ch, that's real smart.



Go on, shoot ne. That's

brilliant.

Reese is trenbling as he |l owers the gun
Sarah too is shaking with enotion. Tears roll down her

cheeks and her voice cracks.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
Jesus Christ, Reese. Can't

you see |'m scared?

He straightens up and his arnms go linp at his sides.

He turns away.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
I can't spend nmy life waiting
for that thing to catch up
with ne...always | ooking over
ny shoul der, wondering if |

left sone tiny clue behind..

Reese doesn't respond.

The gun slips fromhis fingers

Hs will seems to drain fromhimand he sags to his knees.
The nmonent stretches.

There is only the sunlight noving in shafts through the

| eaves, the sound of a small stream nearby, birds chirping.

SARAH

Reese?

She craw s over to him



C. U - REESE

in profile, with Sarah in B.G
H s eyes are cl osed.

A tear nmeanders down his cheek

SARAH
(conti nui ng,

qui et ly)
Kyl e?

REESE
(a whi sper)
I'"'mwong here. | wasn't

nmeant to see this..

He gestures at their surroundings.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
It's...like sonme dream

This...this..

He touches the grass, the trunk of a tree.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
...and you...all so...beauti-
ful. It hurts, Sarah. More

t han deat h.

He | ooks are her beseechingly.



REESE
(conti nui ng)

Don't you understand...it's

al | gone!

Sarah puts her arm around him

She sniffs and wi pes at her nose with the back of her hand.

SARAH
W can change it, Kyle. W

have to try.

She takes his shoul der in her hands.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
There's no fate but what we
make for ourselves. Right?
Conme on. Let's go, kiddo.

Whaddya say?

He picks up her sign and they | ook at each other for a

second, then get up.

194 I NT. TERM NATOR S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 194

Terminator sits in his roomwth the blinds drawn tight.

Murky. Claustrophobic. Wth knife-slits of hot sunlight.

MEDI UM ON TERM NATOR



194A/ FX

195

sitting on the edge of the bed.

H s appearance isn't inproving.

A patch of SCALP is blown away, revealing CHROMVE under neat h.
A flap of skin dangles from his cheek, which exposes sone
of the DRI VE CABLES which nove the |ips.

He is scanning Sarah's address book, turning a page every

two seconds.

C. U - TERM NATOR

his eyes tracking rapidly. His skin is waxy, VWH TE, BRU SED
GANGRENQUS in places. He ignores the FEWFLIES craw ing

on his face.

POV - TERM NATOR 194A/ FX

Showi ng Sarah's book
In mcroseconds the handwitten entries are translated
into CRT-type characters and di splayed to one side of the

screen. This updates instantly as the page is turned.

I NT. HOTEL CORRI DOR - DAY 195

A M DDLE-AGED MAN with a torn T-shirt covering his paunch

knocks on the door. He is wheeling a trash cart.
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197/ FX

198

Hey, buddy, you got a

dead cat in there of what?

CUT TO
| NT. TERM NATOR S HOTEL ROOM - DAY 196
TI GHT ON TERM NATOR
as he | ooks up.
CUT TO
POV - TERM NATOR 197/ FX

The digitized i mage PANS to the door and a LOG C FLOW
DI AGRAM appears overlaid in col or-coded words. It con-

cluded with a list of potential appropriate responses:

YES/ NO

OR WHAT

GO AVAY

PLEASE COMVE BACK LATER
FUCK YQU

FUCK YOU, ASSHOLE

The | ast begins to FLASH, and enlarges to fill the screen.

RESUME ANGLE



199

200

201

TERM NATOR

Fuck you, asshol e.

He returns to his scan

CUT TO

I NT. CORRI DOR - DAY 199

The man shrugs and wal ks down the hall.

EXT. MOTEL - DAY

The two fugitives walk toward an economnry notel of the
two-story park-by-the-door variety.

Sarah turns to wave as a TRACTOR- TRAI LER pul | s away noisily,
headi ng back to the Interstate. The driver answers her wave
out the side window. Reese stops for a nonent outside the
notel office to pet a GERMAN SHEPHERD sitting on the porch

The dog wags its tail and licks his hand.

Reese opens the door and they go in.

I NT. MOTEL OFFI CE - DAY 201

Reese pulls a crunpled wad of bills fromhis jeans and shows

it to Sarah.



REESE

I's this enough?

SARAH
Yes. And | don't want to

know where you got it.

She turns to the desk clerk, a fermale version of the pawn-

shop lizard

SARAH
(to clerk)
W need a room..with a

ki t chen.

202 I NT. MOTEL ROOM - DUSK

Kyl e and Sarah enter the spartan room

SARAH
I'"'mdying for a shower. You
coul d use one too. And we'd

better check that bandage.

REESE
Later. |1'mgoing out for
materiel. Keep this.

He hands her the .38 he took off the detective.



She takes it w thout thinking as he | eaves then realizes
that she has A LOADED GUN | N HER HAND, wi thout the slightest
idea of howto use it. She lays it gently on the dresser
As an afterthought, she turns it with one finger so that it

is pointing the other way.

Sarah noves the curtain slightly and | ooks outsi de.

203 EXT. MOTEL - DUSK 203

Reese wal ks away toward a comercial area visible down the

r oad.
CUT TO
204 I NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT 204
Sarah is on the phone, her hair still wet froma shower.

She sits on the bed with a towel wapped around her

SARAH
...No, Mom | can't tell you
where | am | was told not

to say.

SARAH S MOM (V. Q)

(filtered)
But honey, | need to know where
I can reach you or I'Il be

worried sick. It turns out |



can't stay up here...the
electricity's off...and | don't

know just where I'Il be.

Sarah hesitates, then:

SARAH
Ckay, here's the nunber. Are

you ready?

SARAH S MOM (V. Q)
(filtered)

Go ahead.

205 I NT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - N GAT 205

SLOW PAN around the room as the conversati on between Sarah

and her Mom continues, conpletely VO CE OVER

SARAH (V. Q)
(filtered)

It's 408-972-1439. Room 14

SARAH S MOM (V. Q)
(filtered)

| got it.

The PAN continues, revealing an overturned chair.

SARAH (V. Q)

(filtered)



Ckay, |'ve gotta go. I'm
sorry | can't tell you very

much now, Mom | |ove you.

The PAN cones to a table. Snashed plates. Spilled coffee.
A spatter of blood. A phone. It follows the phone cord
onto Terminator in CLOSE-UP as he continues in a perfect

sinmul ati on of her nother's voice..

TERM NATOR ( MOTHER S VOI CE)

I love you too, sweetheart.

206 I NT. MOTEL ROOM - N GHT 206

Sarah hangs up the phone, vaguely di sturbed.

CUT TO

207 I NT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - N GHT 207

Term nator rapidly dials the nunber Sarah gave.

TERM NATOR (HI'S VO CE)
Hel | o.
(pause)

Tell me your address there.



208 I NT. MOTEL ROOM - N GHT 208

TI GAT ON SEVERAL GROCERY BAGS

covering the counter beside the hot-plate in the tiny

apart ment .

Reese's hands split one open and its contents spill out.

FULL SHOT

Sarah | ooks t hrough Reese's haul

SARAH
Let's see. Corn syrup
Anmoni a.  Mth balls..

MM \VWat's for dinner?

REESE
(preoccupi ed)

Pl asti que.

There are al so boxes of shotgun shells, road flares, tape,
sci ssors, pans, a strainer and many ot her odd utensils,

subst ances, chem cal s.

SARAH

What's that?

REESE
Ni troglycerin, basically.
Bit nore stable. | |earned
howt o make it when | was a

ki d.



Sarah | ooks a bit stricken as she contenpl ates the evening

ahead.
CUT TO
209 EXT. H GHWAY/ CHEVY CAMARO - NI GHT 209
The dashlight illum nated Term nator from beneath as he drives

through the night. He looks like Death. His left eye

glows a faint red in the darkness.

210 I NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT 210

A heartwarnmi ng donestic scene

Sarah and Kyl e have pulled the dresser out to use as a
wor kt abl e. Pans, packages and bottles clutter the kitchen
B.G On the table between them are eight ten-inch | engths
of PLUMBER S PI PE, threaded each end. Kyle is show ng
Sarah how to tanp the H GH EXPLOSI VE PUTTY into the pipe

bonbs and seal them shut.

REESE
Make sure there's none on the
threads, like this. Now screw

the end-cap on...very gently.

SARAH
You nust have had a fun chil d-

hood.



REESE
That's good. Now, seven nore

like that while | make fuses.

SARAH
I was thinking, there's so
much 1've got to show you
when we get through this.
It's mnd boggling, the pos-
sibilities...D sneyland, the
beach, novies...matinees with

popcorn and foot-long hot dogs..

REESE

Hot dogs?

SARAH
I want to buy you a hot dog so
bad, Kyle...all the things you've
never seen and done. You're here,
but wherever you go, and whatever
you touch, you bring the war with

you.

REESE

My whole life has been conbat.

SARAH

| want it to be over for you

REESE

Not possi bl e.
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SARAH
| want it to be over for ne too.
| feel like | slipped over sone
invisible line, that I'min your
world now. Everything' s the sane,
but | see it differently.
It's like, there's you and ne,
and him..but nobody el se can
understand or help or even touch

us.

Reese | ooks up and finally catches her gaze. He reaches
out for her hand and it seens he may be taking it to
confort her.

But he turns her wist to read her watch

REESE
W' [l head out at 0200.
That gives you four hours
to sleep if you want. 1"l

finish.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT 211

ANGLE ON TABLE - The bonbs are neatly ranked, finished.

A nyl on satchel lies nearby. The ness is cleaned up

W DE SHOT reveals Reese sitting in silent vigil at the
wi ndow. The roomis dark, lit only by a streetlight

out si de.



Sarah is asleep on the bed.

Reese sits cross-legged, shirtless, his body held rigid.
The image of discipline. The .357 is held | oosely in one

hand on his lap. There is a fresh bandage on his shoul der

Sarah wakes up and goes to himin the darkness. He | ooks

at her for a nonent as she sits beside him then back outside.

SARAH

He'll find us, won't he?

REESE
Probably. Sarah, if | get

zer oed. .

SARAH

Don't say that.

REESE
If I do, you have to get away,
di sappear without a trace.
Different country, different
nane, everything. |n case they

send anot her one.

SARAH
It'Il never be over, will it?
Look at ne, |'m shaking.
Some | egend, huh? You nust

be pretty di sappoi nt ed.

REESE

No. I*'m not.



Several beats

bef ore Sarah speaks agai n.

|l um nous in the dark.

He | ooks away,

SARAH
(softly)
Kyl e, the wonen in your

time...what were they |ike?

REESE

Good fighters.

SARAH
That's not what | neant.

Was t here someone special ?

REESE
Someone?

SARAH
Agirl. You know.

REESE

(mechani cal 1y)

(pause)

Never .

out si de the wi ndow

SARAH
(softly)

I'"msorry.

Her eyes seem



Sarah studies himfor a nonent.
She's sitting slightly behind himand she puts her hands
on his shoul ders and back, tracing the lines of his scars

wi th her fingertips.

SARAH

So nmuch pain.

REESE
Pai n can be control |l ed.

You di sconnect it.

SARAH

And so you feel nothing.

REESE

It's better that way.

SARAH
(with great
synpat hy)
Oh, Kyl e.

Reese takes a long, slow breath before he answers, and when

he does his voice has a new quality, an unfaniliar tenderness.

REESE
John Connor gave ne a picture
of you once. | never knew
why. It was very old. Torn.
Faded. You were young, |ike
you are now. You weren't

smling...just alittle sad..



| al ways wondered what you

were thinking at that second

He cl oses his eyes, reaches toward her. Hi s fingertips

trace the contour of her nose, chin, cheeks.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
| menorized every line, every

curve. ..

He opens his eyes, |ooking right at hers.

REESE
(conti nui ng)
Sarah, | came across tine
for you. | love you.

| always have

Sarah is quietly overwhel ned.

Reese | ooks away.

REESE

(conti nui ng)

I"msorry. | shouldn't
have said. .

SARAH
Kyle. ..

She | eans forward and ki sses him
Hs face is frozen. A nmsk.
She continues, tenderly.

He begins to respond.
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The dam breaks and he holds her in a tight, trenbling

enbrace, clinging to her like life itself.

Kyl e pi cks her up and carries her to the bed.
She ki sses his neck and chest, tracing his scars with

her 1i ps.

He unbuttons her blouse very slowy.

Sarah gui des his powerful hands over her

A SEQUENCE OF CUTS. DETAILS. | MPRESSI ONS

Sarah, a very close angle, as she grinmaces in divine agony.

Reese, his face rapt.

H s hand, clutching the pillowas if to kill it.

It is explosive, torrential. A confluence of fate and wll.
CUT TO

| NT. MOTEL ROOM LATER - NI GHT 212

TI GHT ON SARAH AND REESE in each other's arms. Lying
across his chest, she surveys his face as his eyes close

drowsily.

SARAH

| bet you're ticklish.

REESE
(unconpr e-
hendi ng)

Ti ckli sh?



Sarah's hand noves OUT OF FRAME. After a nonent Reese

| ooks down, puzzl ed.

REESE

What are you doi ng?

SARAH

(conti nui ng

doggedl y)
You'll beg for nmercy in
a second.

Reese seens unperturbed. Finally he begins to squirm

REESE

I don't think I like this.

SARAH

You' re not supposed to.

Now Reese is beconing desperate. A grinace spreads across
his face. It becones a grin. Then he's |aughing, trying

to escape but she won't let him and they collapse, |aughing
t oget her.

Sarah gazes at his grin, a glinpse of the Reese that m ght

have been, in another |ife.

A nonment | ater the grin vanishes at the sound of dogs barking
out si de.
Reese is off the bed in an instant, crouched tense, eyes

alert. Feral as ever.

REESE

(whi speri ng)
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214/ FX

Li sten to the dogs.

CUT TO

EXT. MOTEL OFFICE - N GHT 213

The Gernman Shepherd, barking furiously, LUNGES TOMRD

CAMERA repeatedly, at the end of a chain.

A dark figure noves by in the F.G, out of the dog's reach.

CUT TO

I NT./EXT. MOTEL/ TERM NATOR' S POV - NI GHT 214/ FX

The digitized viewis image-intensified, bright and stark
as a lunar | andscape. PAN OFF the lunging dog to the row

of roons facing the parking lot.

HANDHELD as we approach the doors.

It is WDE ANGLE and the barrel of the AR-180 is visible at
the bottom of FRAME.

The nearest vehicle parked in front is a LARGE Pl CKUP TRUCK
W TH TWD DI RT BIKES | ashed in the bed, seen promnently as

we pass.

The POV approaches a door. Nunber 14.

The door is KICKED OPEN.
Movi ng i nsi de.
The assault rifle sprays the room exploding the indistinct

forns on the bed. Staccato glare. Approaching the bed.
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216

Not hi ng there put the shredded remain of sheets and pill ows.

The POV shifts to the BACK DOOR, which is ajar, and noves

toward it. Through the door. Revealing an EMPTY YARD.

I NT. PI CKUP TRUCK/ PARKI NG LOT - N GHT 215

Reese is under the dash, playing with the wires.
Sarah lies on the seat, clutching the nylon satchel, which
bul ges with the expl osive charges. She has dressed hastily

and i s barefoot.

REESE

Light it now

Sarah has been holding a BIC LI GHTER near the tip of a fuse.
She thunbs the flane on. The fuse catches as Reese tw sts

the wires and the engine starts to turn over.

I NT./ EXT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT 216

Termi nator spins at the sound of the truck engine catching.

FAST PANAGLI DE WTH HI M as he runs the
I ength of the suite, stops outside the front door.

Whi ps the AR to his shoul der.

The truck is BACKING WLDLY across the lot B. G



217

218

Term nator turns, |ooking into CAMERA as a Sl ZZLI NG SOUND

becones audi bl e.

DETAIL - PIPE CHARGE, lying just inside the door, in the

shadows. The fuse is burning.

W DE SHOT - On doorway, fromthe parking lot, as Term nator
takes two | eaping strides forward and the CHARGE EXPLODES.
The front of the building is BLOAN TO KI NDLI NG

Termnator is flung forward by the bl ast.

CUT TO

EXT. STREET/ Pl CKUP TRUCK - NI GHT 217

PANNI NG RAPIDLY as the truck shoots out of the parking |ot

and tears down the street.

CUT TO

EXT. MOTEL - N GHT 218

Terminator |lies face down, notionless, F.G, as the debris
fromthe blast settles. A YOUNG GUY ON A HONDA 750 crosses
the parking | ot and stops near him running forward.

Term nator starts to get up, noving slowy.

Rl DER
(crouchi ng be-
side him

Don't try to nove, buddy.



219/ FX

220

221

MOVI NG W TH TERM NATCOR as he shoves the cyclist aside and

approaches the BIKE, which is STILL RUNNI NG

PARKI NG LOT/ TERM NATOR S POV - NI GHT 219/ FX

Digitized POV, approaching the cycle. The inage reduces
to GRAPHI C QUTLI NES, with separate systens COLOR- CODED.
It breaks down suddenly into individual SIDE, TOP and PLAN

VIEWS. All in less than four seconds.

I NT. / EXT. FREEWAY/ Pl CKUP TRUCK - NI GHT 220

Reese slides the truck into an ONRAMP and guns in onto the
freeway, burying the throttle. Traffic is light...a few
18-wheel ers. The truck tops out at 110 and he holds it.

They flicker rapidly through pools of |Iight and shadow

ANGLE OVER REESE' S SHOULDER as they hurtle forward. An

i nterchange flashes by in an instant.

PACI NG W TH THE TRUCK, | ooki ng back as a single headlight
arcs radically across all |anes behind them and grows

BRI GHTER, CLOSI NG

CUT TO

EXT. FREEVWAY - N GHT 221



222

223

LOW W DE ANGLE precedi ng Term nator on the bike. He is
tucked, getting as nuch speed as possible out of the 750.
As he GAINS ON THE CAMERA, FILLING FRAME, he unslings the
assault rifle. Raises it against the windstreamin a one-

handed pistol grip.

I NT. PICKUP TRUCK - NI GHT 222

Reese notions Sarah to keep her head down. He pulls the
Colt Python from his coat pocket. Steering with his el bows,
he checks the load. Snaps the cylinder shut. dances in

the rear mirror. Turns the wheel.

CUT TO

EXT. FREEVWAY - N GHT 223

W DE ANGLE, following close to Termi nator, as he cl oses on
the pickup, B.G The truck swerves suddenly, diving around

a TRACTOR-TRAILER Term nator |eans hard to foll ow

LOW W DE ANGLE preceding the pickup and Term nator as they
swerve as high speed. Reese uses the slow semis as static

obstacles. He msses them by inches, TIRES SQUEALI NG

ANGLE OVER SARAH S SHOULDER, through the front w ndow as

the back of a SEM -TRAILER hurtles toward them straight ahead.

H GH ANGLE, follow ng both vehicles as Reese feints Rl GHT



and then skids LEFT. He slides toward the trailer in a

FOUR-WHEEL DRI FT as Terminator commits to the right.

M C. U - TERM NATOR, over the barrel of the AR as he FIRES.

SI DE ANGLE - PASSI NG TRUCK- TRAI LER, bullets strafe across
it as the pickup vani shes behind. Term nator skids the
bi ke, barely mi ssing an abutnent, and is forced onto an

OFF- RAMP.

LOW SI DE ANGLE preceding Termi nator as he roars down the
off-ranp without slowing. Runs the red light at the bottom

as a hundred mles an hour. dinbs the O\ RAVP.

224 I NT. PICKUP TRUCK - NI GHT 224

Sarah is buffeted as Reese fights to control the skidding
truck. The angle is past Reese, F.G, on Sarah.
Term nator appears B. G, converging rapidly as the on-ranp

joins the freeway.

REESE

Switch places with ne.

She slides over himwhile he keeps the hanmmer down.

225 EXT. FREEVWAY - N GHT 225



226

227

Reese is out the window to the waist, aimnmng double-

handed. He FIRES. ONCE. TWCE. AGAIN

They enter an interchange. Ahead lies a LONG SWEEPI NG

CURVE, two | anes wi de and el evat ed.

Term nator rocks back froma round between the eyes that

bares netal, the FlIRES.

Bul | ets rake the pickup.

The wi ndows are bl own out.

The side mirror expl odes.
Reese is hit. Drops the .357.

Sarah screans and weaves, barely in control

I NT. PICKUP TRUCK - NI GHT 226

Sarah reaches across and pulls Reese's |inp body back

inside. He slunps on the seat, npaning. Stunned.

SARAH

Kyl e...oh Cod..

He has a bullet in the chest. Another has broken his arm

Sarah feels all hope recede.

EXT. FREEVWAY - N GHT 227



228

229

Term nator crosses behind the truck, comi ng up on Sarah's side.
He FI RES.
Sarah shrieks as the doorpost next to her head CLANGS W TH

H TS

The short burst EMPTIES THE GUN.
It CLATTERS TO THE PAVEMENT a nonent | ater, discarded.

Term nator draws the .38. Takes aim

Sarah SCREAMS. HI TS THE BREAKS HARD. CRANKS THE WHEEL.

GLASS behind her EXPLODES with gunfire.

SWERVI NG VI CI QUSLY the truck SLAMS THE BI KE, sending it
FLYI NG | NTO A GUARDRAI L. Terni nator goes over the handl e

bars at a hundred miles per hour.

CUT TO
I NT. PICKUP TRUCK - NI GHT 228
Sarah fights the wheel, losing control of the slew ng pickup.
CUT TO
EXT. FREEWAY OVERPASS - NI GHT 229

Term nator hits the pavenent, tunbling, rolling, sliding
with a CHATTERI NG SCREECH and sprayi ng sheets of SPARKS
as flesh strips away and steel screans on concrete.

The pickup SWAPS ENDS violently, smashing into the guardrail.

Term nator hits the guardrail, bounces up, tunbles along the



230

231

232

top and then pitches OUT | NTO SPACE.

EXT. | NTERSECTI NG FREEVWAY - NI GHT 230

Term nator snmashes to the pavenment in the mddle |ane and

lies there, face-down. Still.

I NT. / EXT. PI CKUP/ OVERPASS - NI GHT 231

Sarah is slanmed hard as the truck grinds to a stop agai nst

the guardrail. She checks Kyle. He is barely conscious.

Sarah heaves open the door. Runs to the guardrail. Looks down.
CUT TO

EXT. LONER FREEWAY - NI GHT 232

After a long monment Terminator slowy rolls over and sits up.

LOW ANGLE as he rises into FRAME, a mass of blood. d othing

and skin in tatters.

HEADL| GHTS FLARE behi nd hi m and an Al RHORN BLARES.

FULL SHOT as a DOUBLE- TRAI LER KENWORTH GASOLI NE TANKER smashes

hi m down and under with a METALLI C CRASH.



ANGLE UNDER TANKER as Terminator rolls, clattering, and the
mass blurs above him He Rl COCHETS between t he pavenent and
t he speeding undercarriage until a stray bounce flings him

up into the rear suspension

CUT TO

233 EXT. FREEWAY OVERPASS - N GHT 233

UP ANGLE ON SARAH

at the railing, |ooking dowm. She raises one fist into

the air triunphantly.

SARAH

Al riiight!

234 I NT. TANKER CAB - NI GHT 234

The stunned DRIVER hits the brakes. H's PARTNER grabs

his arm

PARTNER

Don't stop.

They | ock eyes for a nonent.
DRI VER.

| have to, man.



235

236

237

238

EXT. FREEWAY/ TANKER 235

ANGLE UNDER THE REAR TRAI LER

Term nator clings with i nhuman strength to the rear suspen-
sion. The pavenent blurs by beneath him The air brakes

how .

CUT TO

EXT. FREEWAY OVERPASS - N GHT 236

Sarah watches the truck roll on without |eaving a body
in its wake.

She feels a prenpnitory dread.

EXT. FREEWAY/ TANKER - NI GHT 237

Beneath the braking sem, Terminator CRAWS UPSI DE DO,
hand over hand |ike a HUVAN FLY, toward CAMERA. The
left eye GLOA5 LIKE A COAL in the dark. As the pavenent
stops beneath himhe drops off and rolls out from under

t he truck.

I NT. TANKER CAB - NI GHT 238



The driver |ooks around in astoni shnment as his door is

ri pped open.

Term nator appears. A grisly apparition

FLINGS THE DRI VER QUT and takes his place behind the wheel

Ignoring the terrified partner, he exam nes the controls.

238/ FX POV - TERM NATOR 238/ FX

In digitized cyborg-vision we see an ABSTRACT OF THE
| NSTRUMENTS. The shift lever is extended graphically
down into a three-di nensi onal SCHEMATI C OF THE TRANS-

M SSION.  Anal yti cal DATA PRINTS QUT RAPI D- FI RE

239 EXT. FREEVWAY OVERPASS - N GHT 239

Fromthe railing Sarah sees the tanker bel ow as

a body falls beside it, rolling.
The truck swings in a slow arc.
TEARS THROUGH THE DI VI DI NG FENCE

Heads back toward her on the wong side of the freeway.

She stares in nunmb horror
The nightmare refuses to end.
She runs to the crippled pickup and sees a front tire flat,

shredded by a crunpl ed fender

She searches the cab frantically for the KEYS TO THE



MOTORCYCLES. Fi nds t hem above the sun visor.

Sarah | eaps into the bed of the pickup and attacks the
not orcycl e strap-downs frantically.
Panting with terror she rolls the bike off the truck.

It crashes on its side and she falls on it painfully.

Straining until she CRIES OUT | NVOLUNTARI LY, she lifts
it upright.

KI CKS t he engi ne over.

LOW ANGLE

as the tanker crashes back through the divider and starts
UP THE OVERPASS. Sarah is trapped in that concrete corridor.
She kicks for her life.

The bi ke catches for a nonent. Dies.

The truck BELLOWS, down-shifting on the curving grade.
Sarah ki cks again and again, crying out with each stroke.
Agai n and again, furiously.

The engi ne CATCHES.

SARAH

(rapidly)

Cone on, cone on, cone on

.run, you..

The bike runs with a healthy roar.

LOW ANGLE

up the face of the tractor-trailer, the retaining wall blur-

ring by. Termnator's red eye can be seen through the w nd-



240

shi el d.

Sarah drags Reese, stunbling,to the bike, props himon the

seat behind her. He clutches the satchel weakly.

SARAH

Hol d on real tight, okay?

She guns the engine and roars off.

LOW ANGLE

as the tanker denolishes the pickup a nonent later, TOSSI NG

I T OVER THE SI DE LI KE A BEER CAN.

EXT. FREEVWAY - N GHT 240

Sarah hits level freeway with a quarter-nmle |lead on the
tanker, distant B.G, but the little bike is overl oaded

and she can't coax it above seventy-five.

ANGLE ON TANKER roaring forward, shifting up through

t he gears.

CLOSE ON SARAH AND KYLE, his head lolling on her shoul der.

He starts to fall sideways

SARAH
(shout i ng)

Hol d on, goddammit!



He rouses slightly, gripping her tighter.

H GH ANGLE - MOVI NG W TH BOTH VEHI CLES as Sarah starts to
ZI &ZAG desperately across all four lanes. The truck stays

with her, closing, its trailer WH PLASH NG VI OLENTLY.

CUT TO

241 EXT. /I NT. TUNNEL - N GHT 241

The truck is right behind themas then enter a TUNNEL.
A half-nmile of exitless concrete and strobing fluorescent

I'ights.

M C U - SARAH AND KYLE (PROCESS SHOT) - He blinks and | ooks
back at a SOLID WALL OF METAL AND LI GHTS | ooni ng behi nd t hem

Sarah hunches down. They hit eighty.

FULL SHOT - The leviathan dwarfs them its big tires ROARI NG

li ke the hubs of Hell.

242 EXT. FREEVWAY - N GHT 242

The tanker is twenty feet behind themas they clear the
tunnel . Sarah dodges to one side and LOCKS THE BRAKES.
The bi ke slides, fish-tailing.

The truck roars past, hitting the air-brakes.

The trailers force her closer and closer to the guardrail
as Terminator tries to sandw ch her.

The bi ke slides to a stop.



243

243/ FX

244

The rearnost set of trailer wheels slanms into the guardrai

right in front of Sarah.

Sarah energes froma cloud of tire snoke, cutting across

all four |ances behind the stopped sem.

CUT TO

EXT. FREEWAY EMBANKMENT - NI GHT 243

Sarah tries to ride down the steep enbanknment but | oses
control, spilling the bike. She and Kyle tunmble down

t he sl ope.

MOVI NG W TH HER as she scranbl es, hal f-draggi ng Kyl e, through
a row of trees at a chainlink retaining fence. She craws

under the fence, tugs Kyle and the satchel through after

Sarah | ooks up at the source of a SUDDEN THUNDEROUS ROAR.

CUT TO

ANGLE ON TANKER 243/ FX

It appears above them grinding over the enbanknent. It

rolls down the steep sl ope TOMRD CAVERA, FLATTEN NG TREES

CUT TO

EXT. INDUSTRIAL SITE - N GHT 244



245

246

Sarah and Kyl e scranble up and run across the STORAGE LOT
of a MODERN FACTORY COWPLEX of LOW BUILDI NGS. Kyl e struggl es

to keep up, holding the satchel

LI KE A JUGGERNAUT the truck follows, snashing through parked

cars and FLATTENI NG A PRE- FAB STORAGE BUI LDI NG

They enter an alley-1ike space between two buil di ngs.

Kyle is funbling to open the satchel

ANGLE BACK as the tanker enters the alley. It TEARS THE
CORNER OFF ONE BUI LDING as it turns in. Terminator | ooks

down from his nountai n of steel

CUT TO

I NT. TANKER CAB - NI GHT 245

OVER TERM NATOR S SHOULDER, | ooking down at a tiny figure

bel ow, running in the headlights' glare. It is Sarah, alone.

CUT TO

EXT. ALLEY - N GHT 246

Reese crouches in a TRASH DUVWPSTER whi ch i s sandw ched
between the wall and the tanker. There are only inches

of clearance as the trailers pass by.

He lights a PI PE CHARGE, junps up and wedges it under the
tank-cylinder of the second trailer

He ducks as it rolls on



247/ FX

248/ FX

Sarah is stunbling in the glare of the truck's lights.

E.C. U - PIPE BOWB, the fuse burning.

M C. U - TERM NATOR, through the wi ndshield, his eye gl ow ng

C.U - REESE huddles in the dunpster.

LOW W DE ANGLE ON SARAH AND TRAI LER ( PROCESS SHOT) 247/ FX

The REAR TRAI LER EXPLODES. An unbelievabl e FI REBALL ERUPTS
SKYWARD, sil houetting Sarah's running figure F. G
The dunpster is enveloped by fire and hurled, rolling, down

the alley.

Sarah makes it around a corner as the FORWARD TRAI LER

EXPLODES and an OCEAN OF FLAME rolls forward, blasting by her

The dunpster topples and Kyle rolls out, surrounded by fire.

SEQUENCE - TERM NATOR 248/ FX

In the center of the inferno Term nator struggles violently.
Hi s FLESH FIRES AND SI ZZLES. He tears |oose fromthe
TW STED WRECKAGE and col | apses to the ground. Sinks into

a CHARRED MASS. STOPS MOVI NG

C.U - TERM NATOR, nouth open, skull-1like, notionless

in the flanes.



249

250

EXT. ALLEY - N GHT

249

Sarah craw s away fromthe intense heat and |ies watching

the nmotionless figure in the bl aze.

EXT. ALLEY/FAR END - N GHT

Sarah rounds the corner, staggering, searching.
She sees Kyl e crunpl ed face-down near the dunpster,

fromthe heat by its nass.

She drags his away. Rolls himover

C.U - REESE, his head lolls. He opens his eyes

REESE
(weakl y)

Sar ah.

SARAH

W didit, Kyle. W got it.

She hugs him

250/ FX FULL SHOT ( PROCESS)

250

shel tered

250/ FX



They hold the enbrace, silhouetted by the dininishing flanes.
It would be a wonderful final inmage.

Except... TERM NATOR STAGGERS QUT OF THE BLAZE BEH ND THEM

MC. U - TERM NATOR, the last flakes of flesh are falling
fromhimlike burning | eaves. His gleamng structure is
revealed in all its intricacy. No longer a 'He', but an '"It".
It 1ooks |ike Death rendered in steel.

A CHROVE SKELETON wi t h HYDRAULI C MUSCLES and TENDONS OF

FLEXI BLE CABLE. In the sockets of the metal skull, the
eyeball swivels with a WHIR of tiny servos, both gl ow ng

red now.

It turns slowy and fixes its gaze directly | NTO CAMERA.

251 EXT. ALLEY - N GHT 251

C.U - SARAH - She chokes on a scream crans knuckles in

her nout h.

FULL SHOT (FX), as the machine takes a step toward them

draggi ng one MALFUNCTI ONI NG LEG

PANAGLI DE W TH KYLE AND SARAH as they stagger to their feet
and run to the nearest building. They come to a glass door.
Kyle kicks it in. Unlatches it. They enter dark OFFI CES

to the sound of ALARMS and DI STANT S| RENS.

CUT TO



252 I NT. CORRI DORS - N GHT 252

Sarah and Kyle run down a corridor.

Through a door, which they close and | ock.

They nmove of f down a cross-corridor.

The Term nator BLASTS THE DOOR OFF I TS H NGES, F. G, and
staggers through. It starts after their receding figures

as they round the corner at the end of the hall.

253 I NT. OPEN OFFI CES - N GHT 253

W acked, exhausted, they stunble through a maze of PARTI -

TI ONED OFFI CE CUBI CLES.

254 I NT. CORRIDOR - N GHT 254

The Ternmi nator catches sight of themthrough a floor-to-

ceiling window. It nmakes an unhesitating right turn through
t he gl ass.
CUT TO
255 I NT. OPEN OFFI CES - N GHT 255

Sarah and Kyl e | ook back at the sound of SHATTERI NG GLASS.

PANAGLI DE PRECEDI NG THE TERM NATCR as it crashes forward,



line-of-sight, through the maze. It splinters partitions.

Fl i ngs desks out of the way.

FOLLON NG SARAH AND KYLE as they reach a heavy FI REDOOR and

go t hrough.

CUT TO

256 I NT. MANUFACTURI NG AREA - NI GHT 256

Kyle slides the bolts on the netal firedoor. Behind them
are acres of machinery in darkness. Silence.
CRASH  The Termi nator hits the door fromthe far side

H nges SQUEAL.

Kyl e goes to a LARGE BREAKER PANEL and opens it. Starts

throwi ng switches. Behind them nachines START UP ONE BY ONE.

SARAH

(panti ng)

What are you doi ng?

REESE
(weakl y)

Cover...our footsteps..

He sags, sliding down the wall. She pulls himup

Hal f-carries himinto the naze of nachines.

The dark gallery is filled with WH RRING CLANKI NG SHAPES
SHATTERI NG CONVEYER BELTS and i nprobabl e nmechani sns | ashi ng

m ndl essly.

Reese slips to the floor and Sarah is no longer able to



support him

REESE
(faintly)

Leave ne here.

Sar ah crouches beside him
Grabs his shirt front.

Yel | s over the machi nes.

SARAH
I'"'mnot |eaving you anywhere
you jerk. Haven't you figured
it out? Kyle, John is our

son.

Reese's eyes refocus.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
There isn't going to be
anybody else...l don't want
anybody el se. Listen to

me!

She pauses, then resunes in a comanding, mlitary shout.

SARAH
(conti nui ng)
Move! Reese! Let's go.

Move you ass!

She drags himto his feet and he staggers on



H nges SHATTER and the firedoor is hurled inward.

The Term nat or scans the darkness.

ANGLE - PANNING W TH SARAH AND KYLE as they nove through

t he nmachi nes.

The cyborg steps forward, scanning nethodically.

Sarah and Kyle nove in a crouch through the treacherous
tangl e of pipes and machinery. Kyle picks up a I ength of
pipe to use as a weapon. As they clinb out onto a cat-
wal k between the two huge nechani sns, Sarah cl anbers over
an i nnocuous CONTROL PANEL.

Her knee inadvertently hits a RED PUSH BUTTON

Wth a ROAR the stanping-plate of a HYDRAULI C PRESS sl ans
down an inch from her hand.

Startled, she tunbles to the catwal k

The Ternminator's eyes swivel as he hears the single non-

rhyt hm ¢ sound.

Kyl e and Sarah run to the end of the catwalk, but find the

door there | ocked.

SARAH

Cone on!

They doubl e back to escape the cul -de-sac. The Terni nator

steps in front of them cutting them off.

REESE
(shout i ng)

Run!



He pushes Sarah roughly and she stunbl es away.
Kyle raises the pipe with his good armas the Term nator

advances.

REESE
(over his
shoul der)

Run, damm it!

She hesitates, backing away.
The cyborg swi ngs at Reese
STEEL CLANGS ON STEEL.

Kyl e strikes and parries but is sledgehamered back

ANGLE ON CATWALK as Kyle lands in a heap, smashed agai nst
a stanchion of the railing which prevented himfalling to

the factory floor twenty feet bel ow.

Sarah turns and runs.

LOW ANGLE PAST REESE, F.G, as the cyborg approaches him

E.C. U - A FUSE BURNI NG

C.U - KYLE S FACE streaked with bl ood, pressed to the

floor as a netal foot CLANGS DOMN, F.G H s eyes shap open

Sarah falls, gets up, runs on

The Termi nator draws back for a death bl ow

And Kyle rolls with the last of his strength, raising

t he pi pe bonb he has been cradling. He jans it between two
hydraulic cylinders just beneath the cyborg's armored rib-
cage. Then rolls off the catwal k. Terninator has an instant

to react, reaching for the bonb, before it EXPLODES.



Sarah is pitched forward by the blast and slides on the
floor.

Sl ams up agai nst one wall.

A withering spray of shrapnel strafes the walls around her.
Pi eces of scrap netal clatter throughout the factory, rain-

i ng down.

C.U - SARAH, very still. She w nces and opens her eyes.

Sl ow y | ooks up.

POV - SARAH, as the snoke clears. The Terminator is GONE.
Unr ecogni zabl e cl unps of BURNING DEBRIS |ie scattered about.
Looki ng down through the grating floor she sees Kyle's

body.

LOW ANGLE ON KYLE F. G, Sarah on catwal k above. Kyle's eyes
are half-open. Still. H s face peaceful.

ANGLE ON ONE OF THE FIRES clinbing sone plastic tubing and
triggering a SPRINKLER HEAD. It begins to rain.

C.U - SARAH sitting up as the water runs over her.

She | ooks down. Protruding fromher right thigh is a TWSTED
PI ECE OF METAL. Shrapnel. Part of the cyborg. She pulls

it out, grimacing. Her leg is broken.

It is along tine before she can gather the will to nove.

SARAH S POV - She sees a WALL PHONE several yards away,
beyond the debris fromthe expl osion.
She starts to craw toward it.

She passes A LARGE CLUWP OF DEBRI'S, F. G

ANGLE ON DEBRIS (FX) as it rolls over suddenly!

Now recogni zabl e as the TERM NATOR' S HEAD AND ARMS, with



hal f of the scattered torso trailing wires and twi sted

et al

I T LUNGES FOR HER!

Sarah wants to screamthis time, fromthe depths of her

soul, but there is no scream only a dry shivering sob

The Terninator drags itself SCRAPING over the floor, stee

fingers cl utching.

Sarah is shaki ng and whi npering as she scrabbl es away,

crawl i ng i n agony.

ANGLE ON CONVEYOR BELT as Sarah flops fromthe catwal k
onto the MWING STRIP. She is carried into the intricate
lattice of equipnent. Sarah rolls off weakly before going

under a set of sorting rollers.

ANGLE THROUGH MACHI NERY - ON THE TERM NATOR (FX) as it craws
after her, dragging its body. It tracks her unerringly,

EYES GLON NG

Sarah noves deeper into the DARK, CLASH NG JUNGLE of machi nery.
Around her is a rain-drenched tangle of CABLES, PIPES and

unf orgi vi ng nechani sns of steel

The Ternmi nator clanbers through after her

C.U - SARAH - Water pours into her eyes as she catches
sight of something. A faniliar CONTROL BOX.

She drags herself toward it.

C.U - THE TERM NATOR (FX) - It spots her wedged in a tiny



crawl space. No way out.

It crams the last few feet, EYES RED I N THE DARK.

Hypnoti zed, Sarah watches the Term nator REACH NG TOMRD HER
She is jamed in a corner

Sarah's hand claws around to the front of the control panel

seeking the RED BUTTON

E.C. U - HER WET FI NCERTI PS FEEL THE BUTTON

ANGLE ON THE TERM NATOR (FX), his steel hand reachi ng out.

E.C. U - SARAH, her face inexplicably calm eyes steady in
that infinite instant. She clenches her teeth to keep

from scream ng as she WAI TS,

The Termi nator's hand reaches for her throat to crush

the life out of her and end its long m ssion

SARAH
(voice icy)

You're...term nated...fucker

E.C.U - BUTTON, as her bloody finger stabs it down.

FULL SHOT, show ng how the cyborg has been led into the

MAW OF THE HYDRAULI C PRESS.

THE STAMPI NG PLATE THUNDERS DOWN

Tons of mechanical pressure flatten the Termi nator's head
and body like tin-foil. The PRESS SCREAMS, janming solid.
Li ghtni ng snaps out in one brief blaze, |eaping to surround-
ing machinery, arcing to Sarah's wistwatch. Al the

Term nator's energy is released in one second.



ANGLE on the narrow gap between the upper and | ower pl ates:
a pinpoint of red Iight DWNDLES AND GOES QOUT.

TI GHT ON SARAH, shivering uncontrollably. The steel fingers
are frozen an inch fromher throat. She can only stare as

wat er runs over her.

257 I NT. FACTORY - DAWN 257

CLCSE ON the side rail of an anbul ance gurney SNAPPI NG UP
into position. Sarah's eyes are closed and she is noved

QUT OF FRAME.

W DE SHOT, showi ng the gurney being rolled by TWO ATTENDANTS
past the site of the |ast explosion.

SEVERAL PQOLI CE OFFI CERS are picking through the debris.

PANNI NG WTH THE GURNEY as it is wheeled out, holding on
TWO FACTORY EMPLOYEES, F.G

One, the PLANT MANAGER, bends to exani ne a piece of the
cyborg lying at the base of the hydraulic press.

A COP, B.G, notices this.

corP
Look, | told you not to
touch anything until we're

done. You got that?

MANAGER

Sure thing, officer.

He stands and palns a snall object to H S ASSI STANT. They



step around the corner

ASS| STANT

What is it?

MANAGER
M croconput er chassis. But
I've never seen stuff |ike

thi s anywhere.

ASSI STANT

Weird. Jap stuff, naybe?

MANAGER
Keep it out of sight and
get it down to R and D

Monday, first thing.

ASSI STANT

Good i dea

CUT TO

258 EXT. BU LDI NG - DAWN 258

Sarah is being lifted into the anbul ance. She | ooks

up as the doors are |atched shut.

TILT UP to foll ow her gaze.

The sign above the entrance of the building reads:

CYBER DYNAM CS CORPORATI ON



SLOW DI SSCLVE TGO

I NT./EXT. LANDROVER - LATE AFTERNOON 259

MACRO ON CASSETTE RECORDER, the center capstans of a

tape turning.

SARAH (V. Q)
...and the hardest thing is
deciding what | should tel
you and what not to. Well,
anyway, |'ve got a while yet
before you' re old enough to
understand the tapes. They're
more for me at this point..

to help get it all straight.

COVER SHOT reveal s Sarah as the wheel of a dusty |androver
parked at the punp island of a tiny gas station. Al of
its signs are in hand-lettered Spanish. Beyond lies an
expanse of scrub desert. The sky scows with an inpending

storm

Sarah speaks quietly into a hand nicrophone as a dark-
conmpl ected attendant laconically fills her tank. She
cradles the cassette recorder in her lap, in the |l ee of
her SWOLLEN BELLY.

She | ooks to be about SI X MONTHS ALONG

Under her down vest she wears a | eather shoul der hol ster
and the butt of a .357 REVOLVER presses agai nst her
breast. She tugs the vest closed as the attendant gl ances
her way. A Gernan Shepherd sits in the back anong taped

boxes and suitcases.



CLICK. WHR

her reverie.

SARAH

(conti nui ng)
Should I tell you about your
father? That's a tough one.
WIl it change your decision
to send himhere...know ng?
But if you don't send Kyl e,
you coul d never be. Cod,
you can go crazy thinking
about all this...| suppose
"1l tell you...l owe himthat.
And maybe it'll be enough if
you know that in the few hours
we had together we | oved a

lifetime's worth..

Sarah junps at a sound nearby, breaking

A smal | MEXI CAN BOY has snapped her picture

with a beat-up Polaroid canera. He holds it out to her,

speaki ng rapi d Spani sh

ATTENDANT
He says you are very beauti ful
Senora, and he is ashaned to ask
five American dollars for this
picture, but if he does not,

his father will beat him

SARAH
That's a pretty good hustl e,

kid. Four. Quatro.



The boy takes her four dollars and she watches the
snapshot develop. It is a good photograph of her,
the wind lightly ruffling her hair, expression thought-

ful, slightly sad.

W recognize it as the one Reese carried in 2029

She slips it into her short pocket.

ATTENDANT
M1 trescientos...fifteen dollars

Aneri can.

As she pays him distant thunder rolls.

The boy yells sonething in Spanish as he runs off.

SARAH

What did he say?

ATTENDANT
(accent ed)

There is a stormcom ng in.

Sarah gazes at the thunderheads building up out over the

desert. Heat lightning pulses in their depths.

SARAH

(quietly)

I know.

CAMERA CRANES UP as she pulls away, driving across the
flat desert on a ribbon of highway. A brilliant flash
crescendos from horizon to horizon out at the rimof the

wor | d.
[ mage]



