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TEASER 
l O¶ B�� 

Oil! 
A VOICE (O.S.) 

�£ VOI� (O.S.) 
I'm rich! 

We're � rich! 
hI© VOI� (O.S.) 

A huge ½eer goes up from a celÁrating croì 
FADE IN: 

2 E¹. CHENEY S±ET - �Y - B¢M TI�! 
people han9in9 out of windows, throwing money into the 
street as if it were confetti. Newspaper headlines: •s.r. 
Oil Boo■ - Gushers DiscØered All Ùer ie City - Go To 
Hell, OPEC." San Francisco is one big pa�y. 
�G� - S�DE¬ 
are walking right through the middle of the celebration. 
It's free food and booze for everyone. 
WADE 
takes a drink of bubbly, grimaces. 
QUINN 
grabs a sandwich and takes a healthy bite. 
ªMB¨DT 
tries to catch some of the falling money. 
�²O 
is grabbed by an oil-rich beauty, who plants a huge kiss on 
him before moving on. 

�³O 
I like this place! 

«� 
(snatching bills fr¤ áe 
air) 

Me too. I 1 ve had dreams like this! 
Quinn has coÓandeered another sandwich - he is about to 
take his first bite ... 

(CO�I D) 

1 

2 
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2 COϋIĻD: 
БNG (O.S.) 

Quinn Malloӣ! 
Quinn spins to find 
WING 
his friend from ̓uro's physics class ... 

WING 
Can I touch you? Will sȭe of it 
Ӟ off? 

QUIΝ 
Kat? 

WING 
Haven't you heard, man? You hit 
the mother lode! 

Quinn just loo҆ at him, contused. 
WING (̦΢'D) 

Your house on James Street - �ey 
just hit a gusher in your back 
yard! 

(pԓping Quinn's hand) 
You're a millionaire, Qui�! 

(off Quinn's look) 
Jeez, man. Don't celebrate so 
hard. You'll huâ yourself. 

Wing shakes his head, moves on, getting lost in the tԔult. 
The other Sliders close ranks with Quinn, having heard the 
news. 

WADE 
Did I hear right? There's oil 
everԱhere, and eveӤbody's rich. 

̅ϱO 
How much time left? 

He reaches into Quinn's hand 
˿G͵ - TIΒ - ll SECONDS 
and counting. 

Man, that is a bitter twist of 
fate. 

2. 

( COΛI͜D) 

2 
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2 CONTIīED: 3 
QUINN 

(wry) 
Oh, well. Easy come, easy go. 

Quinn leads the Sliders out of the crowd and into an empty 
alleyway. 
Oen the timer reaches zero, he aims the gizmo, and the 
Sliders leap in one after another, the sounds of the 
celebrating city still ringing in their ears. 

3. 

DISSOLk TO: 
3 EXT. ALͶY OFF CHENEY STREET - DAY - THE SLIDERS 

land in an alley exactlf like the one they just left - but 
this place is eerily quiet, in shaÐ contrast to the 
boomtown. 

4 OMITTED 
WADE 
lands on her feet off balance, stïle�bac³ard toward 
the path of --
A ċGE rITE TRUCK - SςYING 
a thick mist into the air, barrelling right toward her. 
Suddenly 
A 	 

dashes out of the shadows, sweeps her out of the spray's 
path, to the other side of the street. The other Sliders 
hurry toward them. 

(CONTINUED) 

2 

3 

4 

* 
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3 CONTICED: 
C>SER ON WADE 0D THE ? 
She's grateful. 

WADE 
Thank you! 

She impulsively gives him a peck on the cheek, then pulls 
back. He, too, pulls away decicively. 
HIS FACE 
largely concealed beneath scarf and hat -- something's 
wrong. His skin's pasty, pale yellow. 

THE @ 
How could you? I was t�ing to 
� you. 

4. 

Wade can only stare at him in confusion. She's never had ÝÃ reaction from a kiss. She takes a step toward him -
he staggers backwards, obviously in physical pain, afraid to 
be touched, and hurries off do® the street. 

HBG5 
What was that all about? 

WADE 
Beats me. Guess he just doesn't 
like to be kissed. 

ŰǙO 
Foolish man. That doesn't bode too 
well for this ear¤. 

ǊBǅ© 
(checking the timer) 

Great. We got twenty minutes in 
Wealthyland, but we're stuck four 
days in... 

(seeing something) 
Psycho-ville. 

As now, up ahead -­
ANGLE - ŪOƼR ƾUCȀ 
moves like a garbage truck. 
SLIDERS POV - ǠO WOǎN 
in cu�ersome moonsuits ap�ear to be liftin9 the bodies of 
some homeless men, depositing them in the giant mouth of the 
trucks. 

QUINN 
(shaken) 

What's with this place? 

3 

* 

* * * 

* 

* 
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3 CO�I�D: 2 
�ÂO 

I ©iğ it'd be wise to get off the 
street. 

WŝE 
You got my vote. 

4A. 

ReĐrandt looks across the street, brightens at the sight of 
some forlo~ neon blinking over a bar: "Buster's - Good 
Clean Food." 

ÈĹDT 
Buster's! At least jere's 
something familiar on this world. 

He grins and reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out 
some of the cash he·snared on the previous Ea�h. 

´M 
On me. 

They all brighten and move toward je restaurant. 
W�E 

Cool. I'm sta�ed. 
(COxI×ED) 

3 
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3 CONTI�ED: 3 

As they enter 

ARǅO 
(putting an a� over her 
shoulder) 

It's the strain of Sliding, my 
dear. Makes one want to cons�e 
voraciously after leaping from the 
void. 

5 INT. BUSTERS - DAY 
The room is so brightly lit, the Sliders must adjust their 
eyes to the initial glare. They hardly notice --
THE ULǀ-VIOƕT 
lamp, which crackles for a second -- a hygenic measure. 
THE BŬ 

5. 

is nearly deserted, but ultra clean. What patrons there are 
- bizarre as they are - are looking at them, scoping them 
out as they move through. Then --
A BURLY ƿUCƑR 
at a back table coughs. Eve�one tuās to look at him -­
the room comes to a dead stop. 

TRUCK DRIVER 
What're you lookin' at? 

The room is silent - the defensive trucker res�es eating. 
ƻE SLIDEƵ 

3 

s 

* 

* 

* 

head toward an inconspicuous table in the back, passing an 
icy-eyed bartender, busy spraying Lysol on his counter top. * 

(CONTI�ED) 
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5 CO»IέD: 
�� 

ɬeaa people are ʲ. PoԘ days 
here's goұa be aa tough as �at 
weekend gig in Salt ΂ke City! 

(remȔering back) 
Easter, 1989 -- all �ose people, 
clapping on the off beat ... 

6 • 

ReÖrandt s�udders just thinking about it, �en notices that 

s 

·the tablecloth is made of disposable plastic - in fact the 
plates ·and utensils are vacuԕ-sealed in plastic, and 
there'-• a "Disposo" chute on the wall beside them. • 
A ŞGGY WAIϯSS � 
hits their table - she could be the one who haggled with 
Jack Nicholson in Five Easy Pieces - Шd slaps doԥ a 
platter of �ird degree-buáed BЂGĦ encased in plastic 
and sealed aiӘight under individual plastic domes. 

̆ɫO 
Kat's this? We havс't even seen 
a menu. 

(COIIļD) 



170402 - •Fever• - Blue rev. - 1/19/95 

5 CONTIaD: 2 
W;[SS 

(pissed at his attitude) 
�are ls no •menu•. You got a 
probl� wiÔ Õat, take it up with AC. 

S 
It looks like airline food. 

WAIǘSS 
Yeah, only not as go�. 

Tbe waitress has been keying in on Qui³ throughout, as if 
tÄing to place him. Suddenly --
TE ZUCI 
coughs again. 

A PAǗON 
(sotto; to waitress) 

That's Öe fouÃ cough! ban you 
people gonna 	 someÕing? 

WAIïSS 
We hit 911. <y minute now. 

The patron glowers at Re�randt, Õan retuÂs to his tabla. 
Then --

WAIïSS 
(to Quinn) 

Don't I know you? You been in here 
before? 

QUIL 
Never. 

The Waitress heads back to the bar; she whispers-something 
to the Bartender, who looks over at Quinn. 
ǆMBǄN© 
meanwhile lifts the plastic and takes a whiff. 

(reacts with dis�st) 
Jrd, Jrd ... You can take a man's 
b¸y and baa� it, you xn take a 
man's soul and tÄ it ... st to do 
this to a ha«urger ... well it's 
just unkind. 

(MORE) 

,. 

(COMIND) 

5 

* 
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5 COxI¤ED: 3 
µ| (cont'd) 

(lang sigh, talking self 
into it) 

Still, I Ö staɏing ... 
Rãrandt takes a huge bite . . .  and freezes mid chew. 

φŢ 
(mouth full, rising) 

Excuse me a second. 

SA I�. 	�OOM - ��� 

Í À: 

8. 

hurries in, spits the piece of meat into ©e toilet, then 
tu�s to exit ôe empty room . . .  when he spots something that 
freezes him in his tracks. 

χţ 
(worried) 

Oh no. No. 
pG� - BU�TIN BOeD - S�± ®S¿ 
plastered an the wall read: "WqED BY ORDER OF THE 
CALIFO¹IA H�TH CO�ISSION. " 
Prominent among the posters is one that reads: "$1,000,000 
Reward, PATIENT ZERO." The wanted man has a 3-day beard, 
long hair and wire-riēed glasses, but there is no mistaking 
who it is. 
Quinn Mallory. 

s 

SA 

FADE TO B�CK 
.END OF T�S� 
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ACT � 
FADE IN: 

7 Ið. BUSTſ'S ãSTAè - "áING - ƴâŹ 
is standing �ust outside the men's room, cove�ly ushering 
the other Sliders in. Wade can't help but giggle a little. 

WŨE 
You ǻow, I've always wanted to do 
this. 

She and her fellow Sliders step into the ba�room. 
8 INT. ãSTAǐ ŶƽOOM - æE WūED ƫSTƁ 

tacked on ·e wall. 
ŭǆO 

It � him. 
WũE 

He's got the gĂnge look ǟ1 
Mafbe your doppelganger's 
originally from Seattle. 

Quinn fails to see the humor. 
üBùÝ 

What is a "Patient zeron? 
ÖǇO 

(grim) 
The first known carrier of a 
disease. The origin of an 
epidemic. 

QUINN 
No wonder the waitress was staring 
at me. 

WADE 
(teasing) 

You always think women are 
staring at you. 

QUIÝ 
We better get out of here before 
she thinks that's••· 

9 IƠ. �STAè - SLIDEƶ 
exit the bathroom - the paranoid t�cker is COUGHING in �e 
corner. The Sliders head for the door, tăing not to look 
as if they're hurăing. 

9. 

(	
I�D) 

7 

8 

9 
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9 º�I©D: 
Reàrandt reluctantly throws some money doŇ as Îey pass 
Îeir table. 

ûȍ½ 
(muttering) 

Payin' good money for 
 
food ... �at a world. 

THE Bł ] - THE WAIėSS ND kT�D� 
are schtinizing Quiî, as if about to place who he is 
Suddenly, coâotion --
FRONT �OR - S�ȌL IMPOSING FIGĮS �R 

10. 

9 

They wear identical biochemical warfare suits, with "tC" • 
and a green cross on the sleeves, and jet-black visors that 
conceal �eir identities. One of thȥ stands in the 
dooďay, blocking it. 

THE WAITȎSS 

FIȑT MΰHSUIT 
EveĐone, stay where you are! This 
facilitf is under stage one 
óarantine. 

(to waitress and 
bartender) 

Which one? 

points in the direction of Quinn. His heart stops, but he's 
standing between the waitress and the thcker, who jumps to 
his feet, coćered. 

TRUC²R 
It's not the Q, damn it! Äok at 
my skin! Åok at my eyes! 

FIȑT MOOHSUIT 
(moving towards him) 

By order of the surgeon General, 
you are under arrest. 

TRUC³ 
(bolting) 

No! 
He Ďs towards �e back of ɓe restaĴant, desperate to get 
away. The moonsuits give-chase. 
THE SLIDE) 

(CO�IȆD) 
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9 COIͬΡD: 2 
see �eir oppoәԗity and take it. They dash for the door 
just as �e waitress begins to point ȼeir way ••. 

WAIÃSS 
Wait a minute. It's him! It's 
ЯJ 

The Sliders exit in a hurӥ. 

10 EЗ. ̠Y SÃ́ - HIG͙ - SͼDĦ 
̯ TO: 

on �e ӛn - fugitives in a strange and hostile world. 
DIST̃ SIÁNS (o.s.) ringing out in the night. As they 
pass --
GłFFITI - GĪ RED DAY-GͿ EỲ 
spray-�ainted on �e side of a building. Beside them, in 
competing colors: "̺spise �e Eyes, It's �тror You! • 
and, "̫re the Q, We're People Toot• Off whiг --

11 EXT. DIFFEÁNT STREET - ͱTER - ÂE SLIDEŃ 
̬T TO 

slow to a walk, feeling they're relatively safe for the 
moment. QUIº POSTEŃ cover the near-empty city: houses 

11 

g 

10 

11 

roped off with yellow •Quarantine• ribbons, PUBLIC PHONE 
ϒCEIЊRS ripped off their wires. "By Order of the CHC11 , • 

on the door of the one place where there are si9ns of life 
"THE NEW C̣͝ OF THE DIVINE I2IH," which �S also 
graffiti scarred: "The Q - Do Not Enter.• 
Wade stops for a moment, leaning against a streetlight, a 
·wanted poster taped to the s ide. 

BB?% 
You all right? 

WADE 
My head's really pounding. Ěd 
I'm ... I'm feeling kinda dizzy. 

Quinn touches bet forehead; he's woӕied about her, but 
tries to sound reassuring. 

QUIΜ 
You're tired, �at's all. We need 
to find a place to sack out. 

̰ TO 
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12 EXT. DIFFERENT STREET - NIG� 
The Sliders stop before an apothecary. Quinn points down 

12. 

the block to a MOTEL 12, whose NEON VAC±CY SIGN has three 
unlit letters. Quinn addresses Rembrandt, who is supporting 
a dizzy Wade Welles, hands him the timer. 

QUIš 
Take Wade. Use some of your oil 
money to check us into that motel. 

(to Wade, comf�ãing) . .  
I'm gonna get you some aspirin. 

²¦O 
·1 1 11 come with you. 

They start to head inside. 
ÅB�w 

(calling after them) 
Heyl Get some Alka Seltzer in case 
we have to eat out again! 

12A INT. "FEEL-RITE" APOTHEĜY - NIGHT 
sT TO: 

Quinn and Arturo enter the twenty-four hour dägstore 
together. The place is empty. 
ĆG} - POSTER 
of a cheery SALLY STRUTHERS-TYPE CE�BRITY wearing a gold 
Lurex moonsuit: "When I'm at home I'm in Chanel. When I'm 
in a crowd, I'm in my Raclar - the puncture-proof geà-free 
habitat from ¬co." Benind the coðter, 
THE PńCIST 
looks up, scans the late arrivals and fro÷s. Quinn buries 
his face deeper into his jacket. 
AIS½ #1 - THE MEDICINE �CK - "Q" SECTION 
sterilizing solutions. A rack of health pamphlets. 
A STOCK BOY 
a baby-faced Huck Finn, boy next door túe is sticking 
DISCOU� F�GS on giant jars of herbs, when he notices Quinn 
and does a double-take. 

(CONTIÀED) 

12 

* 

12A 
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12A ºÕIâD: 
QUINN 

Maybe ɔis is some kin� of 
alteĈative phaëa� . You âow, 
like ɔe one in Berkeley? 

��O 
` yes, any kind of big·bus-iness 
medicine was lȠeled •a fascist 
tool of iÞuno-oppression•. 

buro moves off to speak wiÿ �e on-duty phaĂacist. 
w ē: 

13 INT. MOTEL ÂBBY - NIGŖ - A NMP»č 
on a desk: GOȁZ CA¿OĬ,· Asst. Manager. íll back to see 
GOȁZ 
snoozing behind the foúica, a rounded fellow with a baby 
face and bow tie. A sign over �e desk reads •Hygienically 

13. 

12A 

13 

Appr�ved by the xC". � 
RŎBRANŊ 
rings the desk bell and Gomez snaps to life. He óickly 
runs a· hand through his thinning hair and flashes a neɏous 
smile. 

GOÍZ sOĭ 
Need, ı, directions or something? 

σȍ¼ 
We need two rooms. 

Calhoun seems happily amazed. He spritzes R�randt and 
Wade with disinfectant, as if he were giving them a 
complimentary mint. 

(CONTIȅED) 
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13 COIIĺED: 
Ϛ̸ (COΣ'D) 

(froԦing) 
Got any vacancies? 

GOΎZ ̞OϿ 
(that•s � he has) 

A few. We can sȯeeze you in. 
(calling out)

Moҝy 1 we have custmÔrs l 

14. 

A VOICE rings out from an unseen room, sounding like a croak 
from hell. 

Ǧ. ƵOȚ (O.S. )
So? Take care of it. 

Gomez nods happily and hurriedly begins �e papeӢork, 
bubbling over with solicitousness. He pushes �e registӦ 
and a pen at them. 

GOΏZ ̝Oӿ 
We're a veӧ clean establiaаent. 
Nothing lives here - no bugs, no 
geӐs .. . 

(indicates ashtrays and
glasses) • • 

EveӨthing is hygiene-wrapped. 
Gomez notices that Wade is leaning on ReÖrandt, acting 
woozy. He's torn, worried he'll lose his customer. 

GOΐZ ̜ͻOЀ (COΤ'D) 
(off Wade) 

Uh, you ҃ow of course, we can't 
allow sick people in this motel. 

CB?& 
(confident ial) 

Hangover. some of the fairer sex 
just can't hold their liȯor - you­
know how it is, bein' a man of the 
world and all. 

Gomez, greatly relieved, beams and nods, giving ReÖrandt an 
A-OK siin, showing he understands .. ReÖrandt hands him back
the register and pulls out some cash ... 

GOΑZ ̟OЁ 
All �e roo} have hot �ing 
water, 

(pointing) 
and there's complimentaȳ OValtine 
right over there. Se�ed till 10 
�. 

(�*I-D) 

13 
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13 CONTI�ED: 2 
Off Ređrandt's somewhat pained "is this îy for real" 
reaction, we: 

xT TO 
14 INT. "FEEL-RITE" APOTHECeY - NIGHT 

15. 

13 

14 
Quinn stands off to the side, checkin9 out no|al medicines * 
beside �rimitive concoctions and keeping out of sight of the * 
phaòacist. * 

STOCK BOY (O.S.) 
It's you. It � you . . .  

Quinn turns to see the Stock Boy standing just do� the 
aisle, looking at Quinn with glazed, worshipful eyes. 

STOCK BOY. 
You're a hero to a lot of folks, 
man. I mean you're like Charlie 
Manson and The Night Stalker 
coĒined. • (moving closer) 
You took the whole society down, 
Quinn .. . and all you had to do 
was breathe. 

Quinn is ill-at-ease -- moves over to Arturo. The sound of 
SI³NS in the distance . . .  
P�ÛCIST COUNTER - eTURO 
having �ng the bell, and leafing through a "Q" pamphlet, is 
waiting as the phaòacist appears from the back room. 

Excuse me, sir. 
the aspirin? 

ŏƞRO 
ƪere might I find 

The PŨCIST stares at him blankly. 
eÃO 

Aspirin. You Ăow, for a headache? 
P�CIST 

(severe frown) 
Who has a headache? You? 

Arturo notices that SIÜNS are roaring in the distance. 
eơO 

Act�ally, it's for a friend. 
(CONTI ED) 



170402 � "Fever• - Blue rev. - 1/19/95 

14 COĖIĜD: 

Üd now 
QUINN 

öCIST 
(auspicious) 

Wait hare. I'll see what I have in 
the back. 

moves up, under. 
QUIĕ 

I've been recognized. 
Arturo looks from Quinn to the door Áere the pha£acist 
disappeared. � SIĮNS are uncomfo¥ably close now. 

ØŁO 
We'd better go. 

They hurs doÂ the aisle toward ¶e exit - the stock boy 
appears, blocking their path. 

STOCK àY 
They're coming for ya, Quinn. I 
just placed tbe call - key'll be 
here any second. 

Quinn and Arturo exchange worried looks - the SIįNS are 
getting ves near. 

STOCK BOY 
Don't let 'em take you alive this· 
time, man! When they blow you 
away, you'll become a ma¦yr! 
That's how your kind oughta die! 

The SIİNS are almost upon them now. Quinn darts to the 
right, while Arturo hides behind a·display counter to the 
left. 

STOCK àY (O. S. ) 
(pointing at Quinn) 

Chaos lives! Quinn must die!! 

16. 

Quinn and A§uro race for the front exit, but it's too late. 
They can hear the sounds of SãEáIHG ÞS and SĈING 
æOĶ. Seconds later, several moonsuits barrel into the 
�tore. 

MĢNSUIT ĊDER 
(electronic voice) 

ħt your hands over your head! ç 
not resist! 

(COúIùD) 

14 

* 
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14 COƜIƝED: 2 14 
ŉe moonsuits approaú.cautiously, weapons pointed at ·e 
yo»g Slider. Ŋan, to Ýuro'• ho¤or --
QUIƞ 
is hit in the neck wik what appears to be a tran�ilizer * 
da¨. He c«ples to ke gro¼d and lies motionless. We. .. * 

15 OMIǂED 
� or A� � 

FADE TO BćCK. 
15 
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ACT ĊO 
FADE IN: 

16 Iô. MOTEL - BATHROOM - NIGHT - REMBÿNY 
wets a wash-cloth for Wade. Arturo's.there, speaking in 
hushed tones. 

RßBĀY 
Shot? You saw him get hit? 

ÐĆRO 
(aware of Wade being 
near) 

Shh! They a�ushed him. ċere was 
nothing I could do. 

REMBāY 
(despairin9) 

Did they kill him? 
ARćO 

Don't panic! For God's sake. We 
don't even know he's dead. 

(off Re�randt; opens a 
health pamphlet) 

They've probably taken him to one 
of these "Protection Camps". 

E�BA DT 
What? 

��O 
A place where they �arantine 
Q-positives.

(then) 
Listen to �is -- the Quinn of this 
world -- Patient zero -- was a 
failing medical student who 
deliberately unleashed this fatal 
disease on the population! 

E�B�DT 
So? 

��O 
So -- he's Public Enemr nŜer 
one -- if they're holding him, 
there's bound to be some 
infoŇation about it on the news. 

The distressed Crying Man takes a moment to ponder all 
this --

18. 

(CONTIõED) 

16 

*
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16 CONTI�ED: 
ÅBŮŉ 

We gotta get him out of there. 
(off Arturo: his mind 
racing) 

What do we do if we can't find him 
before we slide? We've only got 
eighty more hours in this place. 

²ŸO 
You, my friend, may have to go on 
from here alone. 

lBA. 

16 

* 

(COŤIŧD) 
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16 COII͞D: 2 

(hoӖified) 
Kat? 

AR��O 
We can't bring this plaÎe to the 
neԫ world we go to. 

E�� DT 
Kat d'you mean "we•? She's the 
one who's sick. 

(off ̔uro: his silence 
says it all) 

Not you too? 
Arturo's skin has already tuáed yellow-ish. As now, Wade
moans, (O. S.) 

�;O 
We'd best help her. Kile we can. 

19. 

Wade moans again. ReÖrandt wrings out Ԁe cloth and he and 
the professor hurȳ to her side. 

17 INT. MOTEL ROOM - WADE 
tossing.and turning in bed, eyes closed. RȔrandt checks 
her forehead . . .  

��O 
All I can think is she got the 
disease from that man on the 
street. 

DB@' 
She's burning up. I'm gonna get 
some ice. 

Reҙrandt snatches up the plastic motel ice bucket and exits 
the room. 
̇ϰRO 
moves closer to Wade - as he reaches out to adjust the 
cloth, her eyes snap open. The Professor is staâled by the 
wild look on her face. 

W�E 
σofessor ... your brain ... 

WADE'S POV - ͏LLUCINATION - ̈ȁO'S ͔AD 
(COIIήD) 

16 

17 

*• *
* 
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17 CO5I,D: 
is ais-ahapen,  e top of his crani¢ stretches a full foot 
higher than no�l (as if seen �rough a fish-eye lens�) 

W�E 
• • • it's so big! 

19A. 

(CO6I7ED) 

17 
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1 7 CONTI·�ED: 2 

Now --

ŮTURO 
Well that's uh ...  ÿite a 
compliment. 

WADE'S ƿV - ǋBëN© - ƐƤUCINATION 
re-enters the room, with pre-sealed packets of ice. · Tears 
are literally streaming out of his eyes, pouring do� his 
cheeks as if someone had turned on a faucet. 

WÌE 
Don't cry Reûrandt. It's gonna be 
okay - Quinn will be taking us home 
soon, you'll see. 

ƲSǎ - ƳBƱź ÕD ÖǈO 
the non crying Reûrandt and no�al-headed Ųturo exchange 
worried glances. Wade is semi-delirious, sitting up in the 
be4, face flushed, eyes wickedly wild. 

18 INT. THE BÜCK CUBE - DAY - QUINN 
CUT TO: 

20. 

unconscious, naked, on a cold, polished black floor. There 
seem to be no windows or doors, just seamless jet black 
walls. Several nozzle-like devices now descend from the 
ceilin9. More emerge from the walls. Suddenly; all of them 
burst in at once. POWERƅL NEEDƖ SPëYS of DIFFE�NT COƗR 
LIQUIDS pound Quinn from all directions. 
He wakes up panicked, like a trapped animal. He tries to 
use his hands to protect his body from the withering blast. 
It's agony. 

QUINN 
Stop it! ǒat are you doing to me? 

Then, as abĂptly as it began, the fierce shower stops. The 
nozzles withdraw. Now, a BtINDING LIGHT fills the cube, 
accompanied by a HIGH VOLTAGE BUZZ. Quinn tries to shield 
his eyes. It stops. 

ELEŷRONIC VOICE 
Initial decontamination completed. 

Quinn blinks and sÿints, readjusting to no�al light. 
QUINN'S POV - TƉOUGH GÜSS: barely disceāible silhouetted 
figures studying him through the semi-transparent walls. 

(CONTI�ED) 

17 

• 

18 
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18 CO͚ I¼D: 
QUI͘ 

I . .. I ×ow you - �iү I'■ �e єI on �e wanted posters. I look 1 ke 
hѹ, but I'm not the one you're 
after. 

21.  

one of �e fiÎres in ȼe obseӠation room bends, apparently 
to a microphone. 

A ßË VOI̡ 
You can cut your hair, shave your 
beard, but you can't change your 
fingeӔrints. 

QUIī 
΄ok . . .  I ×ow this is a little 
hard to swallow, but I 'm not from 
your world. I came here from --

Suddenly Quinn ' s  body is hit with an ultraʑiolet. light -
his skin glows eerily, like a Kodak negative. 

E͸̩ONIC VOI̢  
scanning f or "Q" infection. 

19 INT. ϫE OBSERVATI ON ROOM - ϴO ̵̛0ϟ 
s tand in labcoats, obseӡing instӟent readouts and 
Qui nn--through the glass. DR. DAVID MORȀN is intense, all 
bus iness . DR. EIĳEN STnĳY is red-haired, Ȱite lovely, 
and seems genuinely sԯpathetic to Quinn. 

E͹̪ONIC VOICE .. o•• infection not present. 
The doctors react, utterly s tunned, disbelieving. ·. 

DR. ST̀ ͷY 

DR. MORTON 
That's impossible. Run it again . 

Dr. Stanley punches s ome buttons on the console. Waits. 
Eǫ̨ONIC VOICE 

"Q" infection not present. 
Dr. MoӚon shoves her away frҹ ԁ• console. 

DR. MORTON 
DaҞ it, you're doing sȭething 
wrong. 

(COΥIίD) 

18 

19 
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19 CONTIÁED: 
He punches buttons. She begins to get excited. 

E½CTRONIC VOICE 
"Q" infection not present. 

DR . MORTON 
There must be something wrong with 
the eÝipment. 

DR . STsŒY 
I don't think so . 

She looks at Morton. This is an extraordinary moment. 
DR . STs}Y 

�t me examine him. 
Dr . Morton doesn't entirely tåst her. 

DR. MORTON 
He escaped on your watch, Dr . 
Stanlef -- you Ïow you' re 
prohibited. 

DR. ST±�Y 
He' s  my patient, Dr. Morgan. I 
want to see him. 

It ' s  declarative . She's tough. We like her. 

OMI¤ED (20 ) 

DR. MORTON 
If you see him, I have to be 
present. 

21 INT. KITqEN-LI� SE¥ING � DAY - ON « - TWO �N 

t TO: 

are doing their thing on an info-mercial, standing in a 
kitchen set , with the words jZING oRGAINS on the wall 
behind them. 
TaE PITCH � is a lower class Brit in suspenders and bow 
tie - a hyper old school snake oil salesman who waves his 
aás way too much and shamelessly plays to the planted 
studio audience . 

. 22. 

(CONTIÁED) 

19 

21 

* 
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21 COΦI ǳED: 
MI̤L 
'�e eveӪan, nice Îy, dweeb neԬ door t԰e, wearing 
wire-rim glasses and a ҄it sweater, is having a " casual" , 
totall y  rehearsed conversation with �e pitд-man. 

PIT° 1 
(fast) 

Listen to me, Michael - Mike, are 
you listening? 

MI̥ L 
(often glancing at 
audience) 

I'm l istening! 
Pitch-man indicates a nԖer of items laid out on a table 
they are standing over . . .  

PIT° Ĺ 
We al l like to  enteâain, but in 
�is day and age, you j ust can't 
tӜst the folks that enter rour 
home. Гat if �ey're carriers? 
can you afford to take �at risk? 

Mike looks at the unseen studio audience. 
MIC͑L/AUDI̿ CE ( SIΓLTnE 

No ! 
PITCH � 

S o  today , on ̒azing Bargains, I'm 
off ering the entire self-�rotection 
biol09ical purification kit for a 
one time only price you will ӏot 
believe. 

Mike looks at the audience - sounds · pretty good. 
PIT° Ĺ (CO»'D) 

You 9et five pairs of sterile 
surgical gl oves . . .  

(points to gloves) 
... three doz en bars of Betadine 
soap - kil l s bacteria on contact -

( haepy OμHS from crowd) 
nD • • •  th1s beautiful , stainless 
steel autoclave, including a 
pull-out tray to sterilize every 
utensil in your home. 

23 . 

(COΧIάED) 

2 1  
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2 1  COėIĝD: 2 
Mika is ove¬helmingly happy 1 xe audience is right there 
wik h~. ŔDî TO Ĵ --
WÍE 
lying in bed, watching. As 
ON Ņ - ļ ňO SAĉSĐ 
are hard at it. 

îØL 
Wow , you get 
 /at? Okay, now 
give me the bad news . . . 

(worried) 
How much? 

PITá ď 
Mike , listen to me - are you 
listening? 

MIÙL 
I ' m  listening! 

PITv í 
If you paid retail, you might 
expect to pay up to a hundred 
dollars . . . 

( audience GROÖS) 
. . .  but here tonight on Ñazing 
Bargains , I'm offering the entire 
packet for j ust 49 . 95 1 ! !  

MI×EL 
( uncertain , to audience) 

Only 49. 95? Gee, xat so½ds 
pretty good , don't you think? 

AUDIENCE - ON ņ 
shouts out ãWER , ãWER! The pitch man holds his head in 
his hands and paces around - he j ust can't believe anyone 
could ask for a lower price . 

MIÚL (COä' D) 
I'm sorĺ Nigel , but you' re just 
gonna have to go lower . 

Čwer Mike? 
lower? 

PITv ì 
How can I possibly go 

24 . 

(COäIåD) 

2 1  
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21 CO�IĄD: 3 
The pained Pitch Man is stomping back and foĊ, hitting his 
forehead wiɕ ɕe pal• of his hand - he stops his pacing 
long enough to reach ĳder ÿe tȠle - he pulls out 
someɖing that looks like a smoke detector attached to thick 
čber bands . 

PITy Ì 
Alright Mike, I tell ya what, only 
for you . .. I'm  gonna thrð in this 
self-activating front door home 
protection unit, whiv 
automatically sprays and sterilizes 
your Ȫests as Îey enter your 
house or apaҳent . 

(counting off) 
You get the surgical . gloves , the 
betadine soap, the autoclave set, 
OD the front door sterilizer .. . 

(tension is thick) 
All for the LZING one time only 
price ... of just 39 . 95 1  

The audience �oes absolutely bananas - Mike and the Pitch 
man do a stupidly over-exaggerated handshake to seal the 
bargain. 

MI͂EL 
Only 3 9 . 95? ! ! You ' ve got yourself 
A DŜL! ! 

Wild cheering from the audience. 

21 

22  INT . MOTEL ROOM - WADE 
INTER̓T WITH : 

22 
lying in bed, watching intently. She looks horrible now , 
her skin is .turning even more yellow ... 

� TO: 
2 2A INT .  THE jT¦OOM UEA - VȘRO 

has his mouth open , he ' s  using the mirror to peer doň into 
his throat. Reèrandt enters --

ůη½ 
It ' s  getting worse, man . . .  She' s 
the color of a wЖ candle I got 
back home. 

Reérandt frowns , noting Arturo , who has beads of sweat 
dotting his forehead. 

(COÅIÛED) 

22A 
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22A CO"I#D: 
�� 

Ěd you don 1·t . look so bot yoԙself. 

ĘϪO 
(scared) 

It' s Ƚe •o• . Дite nodules on my
throat, looks like Strep. 

�� 
You got it, she's got it -­

(he loo҇  in Ԃe aiӗor) 
We're all goҲa die here. 

̉ϲO 
Get hold of yourself! 

(wrinis out a washcloth) 
΃t's see if we can cool Wade off. 

Together, they move away from the sink, walk back into the 
bedroom . . .  and freez e. 

�� 
Uh oh. 

́GĴ - Ϭ BED 
Empty. The door is open. Wade i s  gone. 

2 3  EXT . CITY STREET - NIG͛ - WADE 
CUT TO 

looking disoriented as she stuÖles doì the block. The 
streets are again dark and eerily empty. 
WADE ' S  POV - ͐ͽUCINATI ON - THE SÃETS, ÂE BUIʹINGS 
past wanted posters of this world's Quiҳ . . .  past street 
graffi ti f eaturing BIG RED EYES . 
suddenly, the streets are f ull of reveling pe�ele, 
firecrackers, sparkl ers, etc .  A wild celebration i s  taking 
place, involving hundreds of crazed celebrants. 
Just as suddenly, the streets are пty and dark again . 
WADE 
closes her eyes, opens them, sҿinting into the dar×ess, 
wonderi ng where eveөone went. 
ÁSϾ πV ͒CI NATION - ϭ P̊TY 

26. 

22A 

23  

( CONTIĻD) · 
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23 COÆIȇD: 
is back . A fire-snoûing paper dragon weaves its way 
ɗrough ɗe Ĩongs aa a Chinese ßn smashes cœals 
tñether. Ņd now --
� S�� 
again. 
Flaming dragon - empty street - screaming Chinese - empty 
street - moving mass of screaming people - empty street. 
WADE 

27. 

23  

staggers along, spinning in slow circles, seeing things that * 
are not there . .  and then seeing things as they are. The * 
neighborhood deteriorates , becoming slɛ. Up ahead . Before * 
it * 
A B^ICADE OF °K * 
and a red-line, spray-painted on the street, demarcating -- * 
THE ȏD ZONE * 
Off limits. Red-eyes, something feral and hɛan -- we don ' t • 
know what they are. • 
WADE 
stuáles over some refuse and falls across the barricade. 
She ' s  oblivious , lies doŉ in the street , now racked wiĥ 
chills . 
Suddenly --
A PAIR OF ¡DS 
enter frame , startl ing her and helping her to her feet . 

WADE 
Zo ' re you? 

�ÅO 
a old friend . From back home .  

Reérandt' s  there, too. , The Profeasor · is looking around 
uncomfoɎably ; they are in a paɎicularly creepy, hndoɟ 
industrial area. 

�O 
Come Miss Welles . . . there 's  a nice 
soft bed waiting for you at the 
Motel ģelve . 

(COÆIÝD) 
*
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2 3  CO�I�D: 2 
WÎE 

I 'm not going a�here with youtwo. I don't even ġow you. 
��O 

Yes , well we ' ll get reacıainted 
along the way. 

28 . 

Arturo and ReĪrandt begin to shepherd her ·back the way they 
came. aey've barely taken a few steps, when dozens of  
fiÜres step out of /e shadows and the walĢays between 
buildings. 

WÏE 
My friends ! My friends have 
arrived ! 

Artur� and R�randt see noĿing friēdly in what ' s  
happening . ae scaĻ pack of strangers have moved in and 
completely surrounded the Sliders. 
Óuro and R�randt can only stare in fear . All of  the 
fiĘres encircling them have red eyes, glİing like crimson 
coals in the dark . Off our Sliders --

FADE OĆ 
END Qf A� 
O 

23  
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ACT �E 
F�E IR: 

24  Iħ. CONDüED WÜRSE - COVIóR - NIGĉ - ×`O 

29 . 

24 

Re¯randt and je feverish , hallucinating WÑE are being * 
led by several of the shadoÿ red-eyes . · A  door is throû 
open and èey are ushered into a saall ,  sparsely fubished 
room wik didy, cÔling walls . 

25 INT . ·  QUIH 2 ' S ROOM/WÙHOUSE - CONTIĬOUS 
A solitaÖ fi�re is sitting at a simple desk, his back to 
us , his long hair dark and £�ly. 

QUINN 2 
(back tuÎed) 

I was told you asked . for ent× . .  
sy are you here? Oo sent you? 

No one . we were Uasing after oð 
friend. Your people took her . 

QUIĢ 2 
She has the "Q" . She belongs here . 

�
O 
Is this a "Protection Camp?".  

The man eāales a shoÑ laugh, swivels his seat around to 
face them - yellow skin, red-eyes . We Üow who he is. 
Quinn 2 .  

QUIģ 2 
Hardly . 

(considers for a beat) 
You don ' t  know where you are? 

��O 
No . But we know x you are . . .

QUIĤ 2 
Of course you do. þeØone does. 
They make sure of that. 

The young man ebs his eyes in a clear si� of fati�e . He 
stands and goes to Wade - checks her lĆph glands, touches 
her forehead , and looks deep into her eyes . The contact 
brings her arood. 

WADE 
(happy) 

Quinn . . . I Üew you 'd come back for 
me. 

(CO)I!D) 

25 

*
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25 COȄIÞD: 
QUIͪ 2 

(to A and R) 
She' s about to go red-eye. That ' s  
Îe final stage . Teúinal . 

WĚO 
�at does Ħat mean? How long does 
she have? 

QUI} 2 
Each case is different - she seems 
to be on a fast track. 

Wade hugs Quiì 2 ,  gently placing her head against his 
chest . 

WADE 
I think I'm  dying 

(she coughs) 
There are things I should have told 
you . . .  a long time ago . 

She coughs again , stüggles to breathe. 

SShh .  Not now. 
QUI} 2 

He puts a comforting aă around her, gently strokes the 
coughing spell away , then looks to her friends for an 
explan.ation . . .  

QUINN 2 
(puzzling) 

She acts like she Ȼows me . . .  She 
doesn ' t  seem to be hallucinating, 
but I know we 've never met . 

ǩϢO 
Are you an open-minded man? 

( of f  Qui nn 2 )  
Ãt me tđ to explain it to you . 

Off  Quinn 2 ' s óizz ical reaction, we 
U� TO 

26  INT . COND�ED WYHOUSE - INFIăY - NIGǼ - WIE 
is in ȡd .  A ��R is exlining her . 
ùBñ� 
hovers nearby, feels powerless . 

30. 

(COÅIȆD) 

25 · 
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26 COĘIĞD: 
ÈĿDT 

Just bold on, honey . �is man's a 
doŤor -- he 's  gonna help us. 

The doctor gives Rgrandt a side glance -- "őo're you 
kidding? "  
QUIÝ 2 

JOA .

(COęIěED) 

2 6 
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26 CONTIÀED : 2 
stands in the dooÖay, talking with Art�ro . The room is 
full of red-eyes in various stages of health. 

³¨O 
(of the doctor , 
disparaging) 

Is that the best he can do? 
QUI¿ 2 

He can alleviate some of the 
suffering. 

(then) 
The man's taking a huge chance, 
�ust being here -- he could he 
J ailed if the Board of Health found 
out. On this world , his kind of 
dedication is veæ rare . 

³ŻO 
You amaze me. Your acceptance of 
our situation. We're used to utter 
skepticism, at least initially . 

QUI� 2 
I don't have time for skepticism -
if you' re lying , you'll wear that 
around your neck when judÁent 
comes -- so until I learn 
otheÖise, I'll accept who you say 
you are. 

k©O 
How long have you been doing this? 

QUI¿ 2 
Since my escape . 

. - ( then) 
At least here , �eople are allowed 
to live out their final days with 
dignity. 

( then) 
The "Protection camps 11 are worse 
than a living death . 

3 1. 

(CONTI�ED) 

26 
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26 CONTINÕ : 3 
CÏO 

You ' ve been there? 
QUI� 2 

Briefly. X was a medical student.
I yaluntee;ed to be a lab subject 
to help this doctor -- Darren 
Morton -- one of o� forÿost 
researchers .  He qa
 me �e Q -­
swore I was all right -- and 
released me into the population. 

DÐO 
Wait · a  minute . The goverĤent 
infected ycu? 

QUI� 2 
It was a mistake. No one wanted it 
to happen. 

(zen) 
But once it did, I was a convenient 
scapegoat -- "Patient Zero•, 
dodging from one ĭarantine zone 
to another . 

(then) 
The ones who are really accountable 
are the ones making the policy -
the Įarantines, "protection 
zones . " The rich live in sanitaĸ 
conditions , �e poor get sick and 
die. 

õôT . 
I can 't  believe it. Not in 
terica . 

QUI� 2 -
Maybe not Ě terica . Here , 
it ' s  hard , cold truth. Trust me . 
It happened . 

32 . 

(CONTI�D) 
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26  COÖIØD: 4 
¸ĜO 

_out Îis pla�e . Yy is it so 
resistant to anti-biotlcs? 

QUI} 2 
Ņtibiotics? 

¸ĝO 
Penicillin . 

QUI} 2 
2at's ÿat? 

Off cĵo and ReUrandt -- - first law of Sliding -- take 
nothing for granted --

27 INT . Ď B¼CK CEÀ - HIG§ - QUI} 
is now strapped to an examination table. 
DR . STJřY 

}T TO: 

dressed in scČb suit, surgical gloves and a respirator, 
palpates various paûs of his body . Dr . Moûon, dressed in 
full moonsuit, stands nearby, watching . 

QUI} 
(füstrated, loud) 

You want to Ȼow what I ' ve been 
doing that could have cured me? 
Fine . I 'll tell you . 

Dr . Stanley pauses . Dr . Morton moves closer . 
QUINN 

I ' ve been sliding through an 
interdimensional woĆole seeing 
how many di fferent ways people like 
you can screw up civilization .  

DR. MORȗN 
(to Dr. Stanlef) 

A remeéered hallucination? 
QUI} 

I 'll say it again. I 'm  not your 
ïinn MalloĒ. 

(then, getting m idea) 
Wait a minute ! I tore up my knee 
playing football ! Did \ Quinn 
do that? 

33. 

(CONTIÜED) 
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27 ºȄIȇD: 
�. ST� Y 

(patient, srpa�etic) 
You âow you did. 

QĤI¤ 
(to hi¯elf ) 

Great. Bad âees follð me
eveĔhere . 

DR. MORTON 
Did you develop soae kind of ~g? 

QUI( 
I '• not your QuiZ. 

DR. MORȗN 
We ' ll find - traces of it in your 
system . 

QUI! 
( sighing) 

I '• not your Qui[. 
DR. MOR N 

We' re hnning the blood tests now . 
Help us . Tell us what to look for 
or we ' ll do an autopsy and find out 
for ourselves . 

Dr . Stanley reacts . His plan does not sit well with her. 
QUIȃ 

If you kill me and cut me open, I 
can tell you what you' ll find. 

DR. STTY 
�at? 

QUIȃ 
I 'm not your Quinn. 

28  IÙ . WZHOUSE - KITCHEN ńEA - XĞO 

 TO 

has ��tied ɘe contents of -a garbage can into ɘe kitchen 
sink, 1s sifting through the contents . 
ā¼ 
approaches --

34 . 

( COÚIßD) 
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28 COĨIĭD: 
Ϙ΋ 

Oh man. I ±ow you ' re hogÛ ,  but 
where ' s  your dignity? 

ØO 
Dignity is a luĂÙ we cannot 
afford. 

ÈĿDT 
I know the food on this world ' s
terrible , hut c 'mon --

(loud: to Reder• >
Get this man someth ng to eat. 

̋WO 
SѠ 

( off Re¯randt) 
I don't  want to raise false hopes . 

ϕόǙ 
False hopes about what? 

Arturo points to his prizes, a cest of bread, orange peel, 
some cheese - all covered with mold . 

�aO 
You see? Mold? 

(then) 
Perhaps there ' s  a chance to kindle 
an antibacterial culture -- at the 
least , a fdimentaÚ streptomycin. 

ϓMBύǙ 
Huh? 

<bO 
Penicillin .  

��DT 
How ' re you gonna make penicil lin? 
We don ' t  have tablets , we don ' t  
have needl es and we don 't  have 
time ! 

(then) 
ėt ' s  j ust tÓst they ' ll have	 penicillin in the ne¨ 
world . 

̑O 
Time � getting aboÒ, 3. Broü. 
And your time would be better spent 
in an effort to rescue Quinn lan 

(MO5) 

35 . 

(�+I.D) 

28 
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28 CO�I¡D: 2 

A beat. 

He goes --

�ÆO (cont ' d) 
in hamqring Ĕ effo�s here,­
because we cannot le� wi©out a
cure . 

¶Ö 
Man . I hope you ăow what you' re 
doing . 

29 INT . WtHOUSE - "TE¸INAL Ws" - WADE 

36 . 

Í TO 

sleeps fitfully. The place looĄ like a makeshift Civil War 
a}y hospital, or l ike somethin9 you ' d  see on the evening 
news out of Bosnia -- beds, patients, red-eyes in the late 
stages of ôe disease . 
ÜMB²} 
moves to her. He adjusts the thin, threadbare blanket -­

·Ö 
It ' s  gonna be all right, 
sweetheart. You just rest now . . . 

And as he hovers over Wade ' s  bedside , offering her what 
comfort he can �-
QUINN 2 
appears at the door behind him . 

QUINN 2 
They found your friend. He ' s  being 
hel d  at the C . H . C. on Polk Street . 

(CONTI×ED) 

28  

29  

* 
* 
***
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29 COΨI¼D: 
QUIΟ 2 
rȓoves a small stud earring trЧ his ear a nd holds it out 
to ReҚrandt. 

Here. 

37 . 

ReÖrandt looks at him as though he �inks it's some kind of 
11gay� thing. 

F' 
Thanks anԲay, but I'• a straight 
arrow. 

QUIΠ 2 
(amused) 

Ho -- you don ' t understand. I have 
a good · friend at the C. H.C. Her 
name is Dr. Eil een S tanley -- take 
this to . her. S he'll ҅ow it could 
only come from ••• 

(COΩIļD) 

29 
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29 CO»IΰD: 2 

J O  

Off Reқrandt 

�� 
Еy do I have to go? 

QUIΞ 2 
'Cause you•re �e only one here 
who's still healthy. 

(�en)
̙lieve me . we can tӝst her. She 
risked her . life for me. 

I NT. BͲCK ̭BE - QUIº 
dressed, asleep on the examining table. 
A ̶OR 
opens, a crack of light. 
A MOOHSUIT 
enters, Ȱickly shuts ԃe door. 

� TO 

nGĴ TO INC΁DE A SE̮RITY C�> MOID HIGH ON THE WA; 
The moonsuit has an a erosol can of some kind, aiҠ it at the 
securi ty camera and sprays--BͳCͨI NG ÂE ĲNS .  Quinn 
wak es up  with a start. 

QUINN 
What're you doing? 

MνHSUIT 
Be Ӏiet.  This room is  monitored. 

And n ow, the helmet's off .  A mane of red hair Dr. 
Stanley. 

DR. ST�&Y 
Wa it here . · 

She slips out �e door, retuӒs a moment later with Quinn's 
clothes and moonauit. She holds it out Ԇ hia . 

·�. ST�Y
Bera. ;t it on. 

Quinn stands there a beat, too astonished to speak. 
(�,I-D) 

29 

* 

* 

30 
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30 COéIëD: 
QuiM stars cli�ing into the suit. 

ll Iê. ¿C COöIÆR - DIåY LIT 

3 2  

just �e red glow ·from ;e exit siks. 
QUI, ¶D DR. ST¸Y - IN MOONSUITS 
move dou the desered hallway.  

QUI, 
I really aepreciate this . I xow 
you' re taking a big chance . 

DR. STµÞY 
àt·' s find a cure t�e;er, �at's 
all that matters. 

There ' s  no time for Quiĥ to e�lain. 
·Gß - A SEÀITY ¾ó 
implanted in the wall , tracking them. 

THRU OMITTED 
34 

Â TO 

ÁT TO 

39-40 .  

30 

31* 

32 
TÙU 

34 
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35 Eu. ëC BUIFING - ACROSS THE S^ý - Ϝ 
· gets out of a éB. The driver is PAlL wLIûO ( the
RussiЩ cabbie frQ �e pilot) . He_ points to the building.

PANL 
That' s  it, over there. 

ϛǚ 
You really do love drivin ' ca¸s , 
don't  you? 

PANL 
Þ, yes. is my des�iny! 



 
You don ' t  Üow the half of it. 

As Re¯randt pays, ·sHOTS RING OUT from le ÔY beside the 
CHC BUIFING . Reºrandt plays a hunch. i 

EA& 
Here ' s  a hundred buc². eere ' s  
two more where kat C­e from if 
you wait till I get back. 

36  Ev . \E BRIòE - QUINN ÕD DR. STÓĖY 
fnning. Moonsuit people chasing after th�, but they' re 
losing ground because of the cu¯ersome suits. But now , a 
helicopter clears the roof , its spotlight flashing doý into 
the alley . 
QUINN 
pulls Dr . Stanley behind an air conditioning-tće turbine as 
the searchlight passes--and once it ' s  gone, they take off 
again . 
THE SúCHLIGĊ 
scanning , illuminating 

3 6A OMI_ED 
3 6Ð EXT . ROOF - A ΍Ό 

below. A marksman targets a rifle --
î TO: 

36 

.. 
3 6A� 

36�• 

• 
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3 6C Eȝ. uC - ÉòDT 
sneking another peek around the coɍer of ħe building . 
Éξ' S POV - QUI� ŀD DR. STKEY 
about a hun}ed yards away , headed towards the street -­

τνT 
Quiî! 

Quinn looks towards Rembrandt, just as -­
A R®F½ SHOT (O . S. ) 

42 . 

from the - pĶsuing helicopter . In the darkness, it ' s  hard to 
know who ' s  been hit, if anybody . 

3 6D Eȝ . AÁY - QUI� 
tuɍs . 
DR . STS� 'S 
been hit, falls against a nears dĲpster . 
QUI� 
moves to her, cradles her --

Dr . Stanley ·. 
QË� 

DR. STŁEY 
Go on . You can 't  let thȥ catch 
you . 

QUI� 
I 'm not leaving you here. 

� TO: 

His hand is holding the back of her head. He feels 
something viscous and waú . His hand is covered with bloð. 
She ' s  been hit much worse than he thought . 

DR . STŁEY 
I should' ve còe with you the last 
time . . .  I j ust . . .  

( fights tears and 
regrets ;  then) 

I thought I could find a �- · ·  
Please Quinn, forgive me. 

Quinn takes a moment - knows he must stand in for Quinn 2 .
(COÅIàD) 

3 6C 

36D 

** * ****
*
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36D COΪIα: 
QiĦ 

x � forgive you. of · coԚae I 
do. 

(�en) 
Just don' t die. 

43 . 

The helicopter appears again, through Ԅe crack in the 
rooftops above. He looks back doì at Dr. Stanley -- She' s 
dead. 

Quinn turns 
ϖϐ'S 
there.  

χi�! 

Leave her. 

ϙDT'S VOICE 

�� 
CҸe on. 

Quinn gently sets the doctor's head doԧ on �e cold ground, 
goes 

F˻E OЃ 
N� QF A� �II 

3 6D 
* *** *
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A� FO	 
FÒE IN: 

37 IĈ. WÝOUSE - KITíN Û - �cO 
at the sink, which has become a makeshift chemical lab. A 
profusion of  bowls snstitute for petri dishes , molds of 
various colors growing in éem. 
A POT 
on the stove. A glutinous concoction, as ßuro cÕles a 
moldy cocer of Wonder bread into the pot. 
QUINN 2 
looks on, fascinated. 

�dO 
You must create a groþh culture. 
The antibacterial snstance is 
released into the fluid êat je 
mold growns in. 

QUIĥ 2 
(musing) 

Antibacterial agents from molds . . .  
we never tried that . Molds are 
considered dirty--sources o f  
potential infection , not cures. 

̌ȂO 
They can work miracles--but it ' ll 
take a miracle for � to make 
them do it © 

(beat) 
How ' s  Wade? 

QUIH 2 
She doesn ' t  have much time. I 've 

- never seen the "Q" progress so 
rapidly .  

̍ȁO 
We ' re from a dif ferent eadh. We 
have different i»unities . 

Arturo looks weak, Çite yellow. 
ì ] 

38  IĪ. WÚHOUSE - TEUINAL W<D - WADE 
lies , feverish. Her eyes glow bucing red ,  like coals --
like a supebova before buÏing out. ��O ÖD QUIġ 2 

44 . 

(COǴIǹD) 

37 
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38  COÆIáD: 
move to her bedside . 

QUI} 2 
How are you? 

WADE' S ìV - �CINATION - SHE SEES QUI× l 
where we Éow Quinn 2 to be . 

W·E 
I feel so weak, Quinn� 

He takes her hand , presses his lips to it --
QUI} (ŕCINATION) 

I 1 m res�onsible .  Bringin9 you here 
causing so much suffering . 

W·E 
You can.'t blame yourself. 

QUI} (ŕCINATION) 
�o else? Because of me , you ' re 
going to die --

(then) 
The woman I love more ɓan life 
itself. 

WADE 
You do? 

QUI} ( CINATION) 
Of course I do , angel. I always 
have . How can you not Êow that? 

W�E -
I don ' t  want to die, Quiî. 

ȎVERSE PG¾ - ńȘRO QD QUINN 2 
looking on helplessly at Wade , tears welling , calling out . 
As now --
RŎBκǱ 
enters the room, followed by Quinn -­

¸ϦO 
(upon seeing %i\) 

Ġank God . 
They eèrace . 

4 5 . 

(��I�D) 

38  
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38  COxI¢D: 2 
QUI� 2 
reacts, st�ed, at seeing his do�le .  

QUI� 2 
(to himself) 

It's me .--
(�en ; Õzed) 

nt I 'm healthy! 

4 5A. 

38 

(COxI£D) 
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38 COΫI¼D: 3 
W˼E 

(trȓulous) 
Qui�? 

ψi� 2 moves to Wade's bedside --
W˽E' S  ρV - ͓CINATION - NOW Ϯ ̐ ϵO QӼIīS 

QUI͕  
I 'm here. 

WœE 
Strange . .. so strange . .. э of 
you. 

ϝE ̂Gͺ - QӽI͗  
looking doì at her, with conceӓ. 

ϗϏġ 

QDI6 
Just hang on. We're goҴa Ҙe it. 

is there. Quinn 2 moves to him. 
QӾI͖  2 

Did you find Dr . Stanley? 
ReҜrandt has the earring in his hand, retuás it as 

ϔBώ̹ 
(off Quinn 2 ' s  look) 

She didn't make it, man . 

46 . 

38  

Quinn 2 reacts wi·th anguish. Quinn l oo҈ at him, knows the • 
scale of this loss - more painful than words can say. * 

̱ Ȁ 
39 INT. W̏HOUSE � KITCHEN ̎A - SEЋłL BOW΀ OF MOLD 

Lined up near the sink . 
ĘϳO 
stands Һer them, spooning a bi t of aold from e ach bowl into 
a glass. He coughs, hard. 

 2 ,  ϑ, ϩ ̷R look on •• nһ --

(COВI�D) 

3 9  
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3 9  COĚÏü : 
ÝĽO 

ģtimally , you ' d  want to introduce 
the antibiotic via the 
bloodstream -- either by syringe , 
or intravenous. But we don't have 
the resources for that. 

He ' s  now spooning sugar from a pound bag , one scoop, two 
into ke glass 

Q¸ø 2 
Now what're you doing? · 

ÙłO 
Œen I was a úild , my mother gave 
me penicillin in a cher­ syªp 

(then) 
Basically, sugar water and 
flavoring. 

He turns on the . tap , fills the glass. 
ĳìT 

You really think it can work? 
ÝŃO 

Frankly , đ. Brown? I don't  have a 
bloody clue. 

He jiggles the glass -- the molds dissolving in the sugar 
water 

QUINN 2 
(a harder edge than we ' ve 
seen) 

Why you? There are hundreds of 
people h�re every bit as sick. 
Sicker. 

ÚńO 
And if this doesn't work, it 
could kill me sooner than later. 

(with distaste) 
Well , down the hatch. 

He dri�s it doÃ, as fast as he can, trying to avoid ke 
taste. 
He hangs onto the counter for suppo©, suddenly feeling the 
e~austion he staved off to keep working . 

47 . 

(CONTINUì) 

39 

*
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39 COåIç: 2 
�� 

Òd now, if you ' ll excuse me . I /ink I need to Łow up. 
He takes a step - and collapses . Quiĭ 2 hurries to him, 
checks him over . 

QǍƈ 2 
He' s  burning up . Get him to a bed . 

Cć TO: 
40A OMIǃŽ 
40B ƃ. SǁƂ IN ãONT .OF CHC - NIGæ 

4 8 .

A line of vehicles, JEEPS , a ăUÛ with a cowcatcher 
protruding ominously in front -- all with the familiar green 
cross on white background and the CHC logo . Their motors 
are running -- eŉaust wafts through the scene - backlit by 
colored flashers and headlights. 
Moonsuits are eveļhere ,  Ĺnning doŇ /e metal stairs -­
climbing into the vehicles. 
Ö FINDS DR. MORTON, in his moonsuit (distinct from ·e
o/ers , if possible) .  Morton strides puĸosefully along /e
line of Jeeps and finally to /e lead truck -- he barks at a 
moon-suited subordinate . 

DR. MORTON 
ĉere' s  ŀe cab driver? 

MòNSUIT 
aey' re bringing him. 

ÐGLE - ĄO MOONSUITS - .DøGGING PAĈ 
Dr . Morton pulls a map from the cab of /e truck -- meets 
the moonsuits and Pavel at ·e cowcatcher -- using the 
headlights to illuminate the map. 

DR. MORTON 
Show us. 

(Pavel hesitates)Now ! or I ' ll see to it ĩ get the "Q" . 

39 

40A* 
40B* 

*****
**
****
**
••
• 
** * 
**** * 

Pavel reacts - terrified . As he starts to .point · to a spot * 
on /e map. • 

Có Ă: *
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41 INT. QUI° 2 1 S ROOM/WÛOUSE - HIGû - QUI° 2 
is in hia chair, slŐped over his desk , eėausted , in 
despair . 
���ô 
enters . Tentative. 

œat? 
With great effort , he raises his head. 

�� 
You all right? 

(off Quinn 2) 
You and- that doctor lady -- you 
were old friends? 

QUI° 2 
We were in med school together. We 
were lovers then. 

(then) 
We would ' ve been again if not for 
the "Q". 

Re�randt coughs . . . Quinn 2 reacts. 
RíìT 

(off Quinn's look) 
Yeah . Me, too. It was just a 
matter of time. 

QŌNN 2 
And your friends? 

RßûT 
No change. And if we don't  slide 
outta here in . . . 

(MO�)

4BA. 

(CONTIåD) 

41 
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41 CONTIȅED: 
þôŊ (cont ' d) 

(checks �imer) 
.. . twelve ainutes, we never will. 

(beat) 
The doctor made up a bottle of the 
professor' s  mold juice. It ' s  ready 
to go - j ust in case. 

42 �. SĘET - NIGHT - CHC ĔUC´ ŀD V̙S 
ŇT TO: 

speed through Îe night, sirens and flashing lights. 
IN THE ņB OF ď řAD ĕUCX - DR. MORTON 
�ides shotȪn . Æoking fiercely deteĄined. 

43 INT . W[HOUSE - TEĂINAL \A - QUINN 
ŇT TO : 

sits on Wade ' s  bed, mopping her brow. Her eyes are veē 
ȐD . She 's  unseeing , in a world of her oɟ. 
Now we HEł ɖe SIȏNS in the distance, coaing rapidly 
closer . Quinn 2 and Reèrandt approach 
THE NE]. BED - ŃęRO 

49 . 

Quinn glances off in the direction of the sirens , disturbed . 
Suddenly, the SIRENS STOP--still a fair distance away . 
Quinn 2 relaxes. He sits on the bed , touches Arturo ' s  
forehead, reacts - astonished. 

QUI} 2 
The fever ' s  broken! 

Arturo wakes at Qu inn 2 ' s touch , becomes alert . We can see 
he .feels better . His  skin color is almost back to noąal. 

ρBμŋ 
Oh boy! Bring me that bottle! 

He hurries away as we 
CUT TO: 

44 E^ . ʃ mrED STȐ� - HIG¨ - Ē vC ĖUCµ 
with sirens turned off, are barreling doŊ Îe street. ġe 
lead thck - with Dr . Moĉon - Cø¢S ĐOUGH THE 
lIņDE. The other tücË/vans follow. Ģey , all S~Ez 
to a stop and Moonsuits with guns ȡgin piling out, head 
into --

41 

* 

42 * 

43 

*
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45 INT. THE WűOUSE - UNDER AǄACK - �D-EYES 
throw beds , chairs ,  tables , an�hing they can 9et their 
hands on into the path of the onrushing moonsu 1ts. 

45A Iơ. æE WůEHOUSE - TƀINAL A�A 

so . 

45* 
**

45A* 
Quinn 2 and the Doctor are administer ing the antibiotic to * 
the most cr itical patients. The Sliders are together * 
waiting to slide. The moonsuits begin breaking thr·ough the * 
final barrier - reaching the te�inal area. * 

RàúDT · * 
(off the moonsuits) * 

Bow muǜ longer? • * 
ŰTǏO * 

Three minutes. * 
It' s clear the moonsuits will be there before then. * 
Rembrandt �oints to a stai�ay leading to a loft that may * 
buy some time. * 

RžâDT 
Up there ! 

**
Quinn g ives a quick look to Quinn 2. * 

QUIƟ * 
Give 'em Hell. * 

Then Quinn p icks up Wade , f ireman- style , while Arturo and * 
· Quinn 2 exchange a look -- of gratitude and more. * 
The Sliders run to the stairway and clamber up just as the • 
moonsuits swa� into the room. Dr . Morton follows just * 
after the f irst wave (of moonsuits) and zick ly spots * 
Quinn (among the Sliders) go ing up to the loft. * 

DR. MORTON 
There' s Quinn ! Get him ! 

**
He waves a squad of moonsuits toward the stair s. They race · *
up after the Sliders. • 
Quinn 2 stands up , near to Dr. Morton and copands his 
attention. 

QUINN 2 
Wrong Quinn , Dr . Morton. 

**
**

Dr. Morton reacts - surprised - confused. He looks from one * 
Quinn to the other . * 

(CONTINUED) 
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4 5A CONTINUED: 
DR. MORTON 

Then he was telling the trut h. 
There 1 s · no cure. 

QUINN 2 
There is Ұ. It's called 
Penicillin. But I 'll be damned if 
I let you have it. 

DR. MORTON 
Don't be stupid, Quinn. You' re a 
wanted man. I could kill you right 
now and take it. 

QUI º 2 
But you can't control it, can't
keep it just for t he rich. We know 
how to make it, and we ' ve told 
other red-eyes in other zones. 
It's over for you, the Surgeon 
General and e verything you stand 
for. 

But it's not over for the Sliders, who are still trying t o  
get away from t he moonsuits in time to slide . Rрrandt 
throws a chair from the loft �nt o  the stairway -­
momentarily i mpeding the moonsuits progress. But that's all 
the available furniture. 
Arturo is watching ԅe timer .

ARTÄO 
Now! 

He aims it -- but t he woӑole is slow in forming. 
ǒTÄO 

Work, daҟ you! 
The moonsuits have reached the l oft. They're about t o  reach 
the Sliders when, finally --
THE WOϞOLE 
appears. Stunned reactions. The moonsuits stop in their 
tracks, frightened . 
Rembrandt almost pushes Quinn and Wade t hrough the slide, 
leaps . in after 
ǒTÄO 

(CONTINUED) 

45A 
* 
*• 
*• • *
•• • * 
*• 
***** 
* 

* 
* ** 
* 
• 
* * 
* 
**
**
* 
*• 
• •
•
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45A CONTIŨD: 2 
goes. The woâole snaps shut -- off the astonished Dr. 
Morton, the defiant Quinn 2, we --

SOB. 

45A 

FADE TO B�CK 
OVŌ BŘŃ : 

(CONTINſD)  

** 
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45A COØIÚ: 3 
Slowly, we hear the sound of s¢f washing up against ;e 
shore . . .  as we 
F´E XN 

46 INT . äESHIÐ TÉ - DAYS ÝTÌ - WZE 
lying by a fire, waking up. She is tired and groggy . . .  but 
her eyes are brou again . 

QUI, 

W>E 
Qu.inn? 

stands over her , looking relaxed and pleased. 
W>E 

I . . .  I bad �e s�anges; dream. 
Q:ÉHN 

It wasn't  a Čeī 
W>E 

¹ I .  . . gonna b a'irigbt? 
QUI, 

You ' re gonna be fine. 
WZE 

You look so happy. 
QUX, 

( crouching down beside 
her) 

I am happy . .  We ' re all getting 
heal�y again - and we 've really 
made an impact now. We brought the 
people on the last world a cure -
no matter what happens from here on 
in . . .  Sliding made a �ifference . 

. . 

Wade ;i�s that over and nods agreement; they share a 
smile , she falls back to sleep again . 
��� 
moves to Quinn, says softly 

51 . 

45A 

46* 
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47  
đO ONI�D 

48 
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Hð is she? 
QUI¥ 

A lot better.  She !s going back to 
sleep . 

52. 

47 * 
�U* 

48* 

(COŻI.ŪED) 

***
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46 COòIöD: 
zĈO 

Did rou tell her Ęout �e
caĹ bals? 

QŒl:ë 
No . Ēy stress her · out . She went 
�rough enough on �e last world.  

The others nod agreĠent and stare at �e surrounding 
jungle. The sound of DRčS seem to be getting louder . . .
closer. � ,. 

ÈĹDT 
(�ietly , worried) 

. ēo do you suppose �ey ' ll tŊ and 
eat first? 

The three men look one another over . 
zĉ 

(to Quiĺ) 
The young are more tender, I 
suppose. 

QUIó 
(back at Aňuro) · 

Age before beauty . That ' s a 
universal tenet. 

53  

They turn to face ReĲrandt. He doesn 't  like the attention . 
,.� . �B�� 

Don ' t  look at me . 
( to Arturo) 

I ' m  j ust a Chicken McRugget 
You ' re the Quaŉer Poŝder. 

They smile weakly - throwing dŋ hĐor into this tense 
situation has helped . . .  for the moment. Then, the three men 
look back toward the jungle . . .  
and Ŕe smiles disappear . 
The DRĎS grow steadily louder as we 

FADE oœ· 
ą DRď continue over INITIAL END ÓDITS , growing ïUDà 
and ðUDá • . .  

tTHE END 
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