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Open on: desert.




EXT. CURSED EARTH – DAY1


Blasted rock and dust, as far as the eye can see.


ANDERSON


(voice-over)


America is an irradiated wasteland. A Cursed Earth, in which a single outpost of civilisation remains. Stretching from Boston to Washington …


A vast walled city appears on the horizon.


ANDERSON 


(voice-over)


… Mega City One.


Fade to:


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE


In a darkened room, with a single light source, a man is putting on a uniform.


In the darkness and artfully positioned lighting, his face is always hidden in total shadow.


But on his torso we can see the scars of past bullet wounds, knife wounds and surgery. And we can see the pain inherent in his movement …


… as he changes a bandage around his midriff, revealing purple, yellow bruising.


And straps his wrists like a boxer before pulling on his gloves.


Then zips up boots.


Clips on a utility belt.


And picks up his Lawgiver gun.


As Dredd’s fist closes around it, an LED light by a small digital display flashes red.


Then, on the digital display, a message appears:


ID OK


The LED turns green.


He attaches the weapon to a thigh-mounted holster clip.


Finally, he pulls his helmet down over his head.


Now he moves in such a way that the light falls on his face.


The top half of his features are hidden below a visor. The lower half, his mouth and chin, look as if they have been carved from rock.


Title:


DREDD


Cut to:


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ EXIT TUNNEL – DAY


Strip lights reflect on Dredd’s helmet.


He rides a huge, fat-wheeled motorbike towards a point of brightness.


The end of a tunnel.


He breaks out of the tunnel into blinding sunlight.


EXT. MEGA CITY ONE ⁄ ROAD – DAY


Dredd is now on a ribbon of flyover, running through a canyon of megablocks.


Dredd’s fist twists the throttle.


As he accelerates, we reveal –


– Dredd is in hot pursuit of a vehicle.


The pursuit takes place in the tunnels beneath and through the megablocks, and the open stretches of road and flyovers between.


DREDD


Dredd to Control. In pursuit of vehicle, sector thirteen, moving west up Wagner Drive. Suspect driver is DUI.


CONTROL 


(over radio)


Copy, Dredd.


Cut to:


INT. VEHICLE – CONTINUOUS


Inside the vehicle.


Suddenly everything is in slow motion, and the colours are unnaturally iridescent and bright.


Inside are three men. The Driver, the Passenger beside him, and a third man in the back seat –


– who is jamming a clip into a small machine gun.


The Driver turns in his seat, shouting something at the man behind –


– but the words are too slow and slurred for us to understand.


Then the slow motion abruptly starts to speed up, and the colours start to lose their sparkle – returning to normal.


We can now understand what the Driver is shouting.


DRIVER


We’ve got a judge on our tail! Take him out or we’re dead fucking meat!


The Shooter takes a long hit on a small device like an asthma inhaler. On the side of the inhaler are the words SLO-MO.


As soon as the Shooter takes the hit from the inhaler –


– the slow motion and iridescent colours return.


Cut to:  


EXT. MEGA CITY ONE ⁄ ROAD – CONTINUOUS


Outside the vehicle, as the Shooter leans out of the window of the vehicle …


… and starts firing his machine pistol at Dredd.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Do you require back-up?


DREDD 


(into radio)


No.


INT. VEHICLE – CONTINUOUS


Inside the vehicle, seen through the psychedelic filter of the narcotics, we see the Driver swerve off the freeway and on to an urban street to avoid an oncoming vehicle.


Suddenly, a Pedestrian slams against the front windscreen.


Then is sucked downwards, and dragged beneath the wheels.


Cut to:


EXT. MEGA CITY ONE ⁄ ROAD – CONTINUOUS


Dredd.


DREDD


Control. The perps just wiped out an innocent. I’m taking them out.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Copy.


From the front of Dredd’s motorbike –


– twin cannons either side of the front wheel suddenly blaze into life.


Bullets rip into the vehicle, blowing out its back tyres.


It is immediately thrown into a skid, slides sideways, then starts to roll …


… until it slams into a concrete bollard by the roadside and stops dead.


EXT. MEGA CITY ONE ⁄ ROAD – CONTINUOUS


Dredd approaches the wreckage of the vehicle, handgun drawn.


He pulls open the side door.


Inside, the Driver is still strapped into his seat, impaled on the broken steering column, twitching.


Blood runs down from the Driver on to the corpse of his Passenger, who is crumpled up, limbs unnaturally folded like a child’s doll.


Dredd clocks the slo-mo inhaler.


Then looks past the bodies of the Driver and the Passenger to the opposite window.


Which has been kicked out.


And through the hole, Dredd spots the Shooter, Zwirner, sprinting towards the pedestrian entrance of a habitation block.


Citizens are thronged around the entrance, and the Shooter fires into the air to clear a path.


He lifts his gun, but realises he can’t risk taking the shot through the civilians.


INT. SHOPPING CENTRE ⁄ ENTRANCE


Dredd enters the shopping centre.


He sees scattered bodies of Zwirner’s random victims.


INT. SHOPPING CENTRE ⁄ CORRIDOR


Dredd turns a corner.


At the far end of a corridor, past an escalator, he can see more bodies, and people running.


There are screams and gunshots.


DREDD


(into mike)


Dredd to Control. Paramedics to my GPS. I’ve got multiple wounded, and bodies for Resyk.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Copy that. Paramedics inbound.


Dredd walks forward, into the chaos, gun raised.


INT. SHOPPING CENTRE ⁄ FOOD COURT


The food court is still.


Quiet, except for the muffled whimpering of a female hostage, a server on one of the fast food stalls, with a gun to her head. Her name tag reads: ROSA.


ROSA


(whispers)


Please don’t kill me.


Reveal, behind her, Zwirner, wired, out of breath, holding his gun to her head.


ZWIRNER


Shut the fuck up, bitch.


Near them are the bodies of Shoppers.


We hear a chime, and an automated female voice comes over the PA.


TANNOY


All shoppers are reminded to avoid the level one food courts until further notice. Alternative refreshments can be found on level eight and sub-level two.


As the Tannoy completes its message –


– reveal Dredd standing in the middle of the food court.


Almost casually. In the wide open. Gun by his side.


He calls to Zwirner.


DREDD


Let’s talk.


ZWIRNER


Talk about what, Judge?


DREDD


A deal. Release the hostage, unharmed, now. And I guarantee you a sentence of life imprisonment in an iso-cube. Without parole.


ZWIRNER


(incredulous)


Life without parole? That’s the deal you’re offering me?


DREDD


Only if you comply. If you do not comply – your crimes are multiple homicide and attempted murder of a judge. The sentence is death.


Zwirner laughs crazily.


ZWIRNER


You aren’t a very good negotiator, Judge. You know why? (Switching his aim to Rosa’s head.) You’ve got no fucking leverage.


ROSA


Oh God, God, no –


ZWIRNER


Here’s another deal. You let me walk, or I blow her fucking brains out.


Dredd lifts his gun, unhurried, and points it straight at Zwirner and Rosa.


DREDD


How do you want it, creep? Short and sweet or long and cube-shaped? 


ZWIRNER


(thrown)


What are you doing? Didn’t you hear what I said? I’ll kill the bitch.


DREDD


I heard you. Hot shot.


On Dredd’s voice command, the setting on his gun changes.


ZWIRNER


… What?


DREDD


I said: hot shot.


Dredd fires.


A white hot phosphorus round slams straight into Zwirner’s mouth.


Stunned, as his mouth ignites, he staggers back, releasing the girl.


The burning quickly burns through his cheeks, eyes, and nose.


Then he drops to his knees, dead.


Cut to:


Rosa, paralysed with fear. Hyperventilating.


ROSA


Th-th-thank you, Judge.


DREDD


Deep breaths, citizen.


Dredd’s radio kicks in.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Control to Dredd. Is your situation resolved?


Dredd glances over at the smouldering body of Zwirner and the terrified girl.


DREDD


Yes. 


CONTROL


(over radio)


Report back to the Hall of Justice. The Chief Judge wants to see you.


INT. SHOPPING CENTRE ⁄ ENTRANCE


A Resyk cart cleans up the blood and bodies.


TANNOY


The level one food court will reopen in thirty minutes. Thank you for your patience.


EXT. HALL OF JUSTICE – DAY


The Hall of Justice. The home of the judges. The seat of their power, and home to Control. In a way, it is a police precinct house, the Supreme Court and the Pentagon combined.


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ ENTRANCE – CONTINUOUS


Dredd enters the main hall.


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ OBSERVATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS


A girl in her early twenties, in judge’s uniform, minus helmet.


She is an immediate contrast with everything we have so far seen of the grim world of Mega City One.


Beautiful, and slightly vulnerable. Biting her lip as she sits on a chair in a featureless room.


Opposite her is a mirror.


CHIEF JUDGE 


(off-screen)


Cassandra Anderson. Twenty-one. Born in a block one hundred metres from the radiation boundary wall. 


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ OBSERVATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS


On the other side of the two-way mirror, Dredd and the Chief Judge, a woman in her fifties, look back at the girl.


CHIEF JUDGE


At seven years old, she lost both parents to residual-fallout cancer. As is standard with orphans, she was given a judge aptitude test at age nine. It classified her as unsuitable, but she was entered into the Academy on special instruction. In the Academy, her record was never better than borderline. The final Academy score put her three percentile points below a pass.


DREDD


So what’s she doing in a uniform?


The Chief Judge doesn’t answer.


Instead, she reaches out, and presses the intercom button.


CHIEF JUDGE


Rookie Anderson.


ANDERSON


Sir.


CHIEF JUDGE


How many people are observing you?


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ OBSERVATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS


Anderson continues looking at her reflection, frowning slightly. Biting her lip a little harder.


ANDERSON


Two.


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ OBSERVATION ROOM – CONTINUOUS


Dredd reacts.


CHIEF JUDGE


(into intercom)


What can you tell me about the person I am with?


ANDERSON


(through intercom)


Male.


CHIEF JUDGE


(into intercom)


Good …


ANDERSON


(through intercom)


Another judge. (Concentrating harder.) I can feel anger. And control. But there’s something else. Behind the control. Something almost …


CHIEF JUDGE


(cuts in)


Okay, Anderson. That’ll do.


The Chief Judge switches the intercom off.


DREDD


She’s a mutant.


CHIEF JUDGE


The Justice Council has voted to overlook her status. So you will too. She’s the most powerful psychic we’ve ever come across – by a huge margin. We believe she could be a major asset.


Beat.


As I said. Her final score was only three points below a pass. It’s marginal.


DREDD


It’s not marginal. She failed.


CHIEF JUDGE


The girl’s getting one more chance. I want you to take her out and give her one day in the field. Supervised. To see if she makes the grade.


The Chief Judge turns to Dredd.


CHIEF JUDGE


Sink or swim. Chuck her in the deep end.


DREDD


It’s all the deep end.


Then cut to:


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ OBSERVATION ROOM ⁄ CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS


Anderson sits quietly. Gazing at something in her hands.


It’s a photo. Slightly battered. It shows a little blonde girl, seven years old, smiling, between both her parents. All are smiling at the camera.


Abruptly, she folds the photo and tucks it into her utility belt.


Then turns to look at the door.


A second later, it opens, revealing Dredd.


Anderson stands immediately, and salutes.


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE ⁄ CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS


Dredd and Anderson walk through the Halls of Justice.


DREDD


A rookie judge on assessment is likely to be involved in armed combat. You may be required to carry out on-thespot executions of convicted felons.


ANDERSON


Yes, sir.


DREDD


Incorrect sentencing is an automatic fail. Disobeying a direct order from your assessment officer is an automatic fail. Losing your primary weapon or having it taken from you is an automatic fail.


ANDERSON


Yes, sir. 


DREDD


You ready, rookie?


ANDERSON


I am.


A beat.


Then Dredd nods.


DREDD


Your assessment starts now.


EXT. PEACH TREE BLOCK ⁄ SKATEPARK – DAY


Close-up on a skatepark, concrete, surrounded by a high wire-mesh fence, half-pipes and rails, where six Skaters are pulling off some impressive aerial moves.


One of the Skaters soars, and revolves a neat 720 spin.


Two Teenage Girls, sitting at a window, watch. And approve.


And we reveal, just behind the Teenage Girls –


– the vertiginous drop on the other side of the wire fence.


The skatepark is bolted on the side of a megablock, seventy-five storeys in the air.


The megablocks are brutal concrete monoliths. Each operates like a self-contained town. This particular block is called Peach Trees. Named in luminous peach lettering, etched into the acid-rain and fume-stained concrete flanks.


The scale of the construction is colossal. Leaving the park behind, we cut to various windows and glimpse the lives inside. Cramped apartments. People watching TV. Sleeping. Eating. Having sex. Or simply absent.


Among them, we see a man holding a baby, chatting to his wife. Their names are Japhet and Cathy.


The only common factor between the lives we see is squalor and poverty.


Peach Trees is a slum. 


EXT. PEACH TREE BLOCK ⁄ WINDOW – CONTINUOUS


Cut to – a woman, looking out of a window at the top of the building.


She could be in her late fifties or early sixties, but a diagonal stripe scar that disfigures her cheek and top lip, and heavy make-up, make her precise age hard to place.


This is Ma-Ma.


INT. MA-MA’S BASE – CONTINUOUS


Behind Ma-Ma are five men.


The first of these men is Caleb. Late thirties. Physically powerful. Intelligent and violent. Ma-Ma’s right-hand man.


The next two are Kay and Sy. Junior to Caleb. Soldiers. Lieutenants.


And finally there are Ma-Ma’s two Bodyguards. They never leave her side, and never speak.


All are inked with dense black tattoos – but share one particular tattoo on the side of their necks: a pierced heart and scroll – with the word MA-MA written inside.


CALEB


The only danger is we expand too fast. In the last few days we’ve added distribution to three new blocks. Pretty soon we’ll be looking at making inroads into sectors nine and fifteen.


MA-MA


Fifteen is still Red territory. Why make waves?


CALEB


I’ve been talking to my contacts there. They want a sit-down, but from what I hear, it’s already squared. Fact is, they want what we’ve got. Just business.


Ma-Ma nods.


MA-MA


Good.


Then she turns, and gestures to the corner of the room.


And what about them?


Reveal that throughout the previous conversation, there were actually three other men in the room.


Sitting in a row, on chairs. Beneath the chairs are plastic sheets. Their arms are tied behind them. They are all gagged. Wide-eyed. Bruised and blood-stained. Unable to do anything but listen.


Kay speaks up.


KAY


They were selling Sternhammer product on my level. Warned them off with a beating a couple of weeks ago. Guess it didn’t work.


MA-MA


And you can’t deal with it yourself?


KAY


I can deal with it.


CALEB


The question is whether you want to make an example of them.


Ma-Ma thinks a couple of moments.


Then turns away.


MA-MA


Skin them and toss them over the balcony.


On their seats, the gagged men freak out, eyes bugging, struggling against their restraints.


Sy pulls a knife.


KAY


Hit ’em with a little slo-mo first?


MA-MA


Sure.


Kay walks up to the first Gagged Man. He is also inked – with a crude Judge Death tattoo on his chest.


Kay yanks the Man’s head back and pulls out the gag.


As the gag is released, the Man starts to scream.


Which is stifled as Kay jams a slo-mo inhaler into his mouth, and depresses the button.


Cut to:


INT. PEACH TREE BLOCK ⁄ ATRIUM – DAY


The interior of Peach Trees, which contains an atrium of dizzying scale. It spans the entire height of the construction. Effectively, the block is hollowed out, two hundred storeys high, ringed with balconies.


The lower levels are a shopping and recreation zone. Above the shopping and recreation zone are medical centres and educational facilities. Everything above is residential.


At the base of the atrium is an area like a massive, busy third-world train station, with people criss-crossing the area, milling about, exiting out of tunnels and escalators.


We track a Woman with a Child in a pushchair as she makes her way through.


Suddenly, out of nowhere, a body falls out of the sky, and lands with a sickening impact.


Thwack. Right in front of the pushchair.


The Woman pulls back.


And a second body lands directly behind her.


Thwack.


She looks up, as the crowd around her starts to scatter …


… and is stunned to see that another body is tumbling down towards her.


She just manages to jam the pushchair forward before the body lands.


Thwack. 


EXT. HALL OF JUSTICE – DAY


Dredd and Anderson walk down the steps outside the Hall of Justice towards their bikes.


At their bikes, we tap into the endless streams of radio calls that are constantly being transmitted from Control.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Responders in vicinity of Peach Tree block. We have a report of a multiple homicide.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Responders in Sector Thirteen North, we have armed robbery reported. Four suspects on foot. Gunshot victims at scene of crime.


CONTROL


(over radio)


Responders on Highway Alpha Five. We have ambulance crew under assault, requesting assistance.


DREDD


(to Anderson)


Twelve serious crimes reported every minute. Seventeen thousand per day. We respond to around six per cent.


ANDERSON


Which six per cent?


DREDD


Your show, rookie. You tell me.


Anderson glances down at her bike-nav screen. Waypoint markers are flashing all across the sector map.


ANDERSON


Peach Trees, multiple homicide.


Dredd lifts his left hand – which has his radio integrated into the glove.


DREDD


(into radio)


Control. Dredd. We’ll take Peach Trees.


EXT. MEGA CITY ONE ⁄ ROAD – DAY


Dredd and Anderson ride their bikes towards Peach Trees.


EXT. PEACH TREE BLOCK – DAY


Dredd and Anderson walk into the south entrance of Peach Trees.


Above them, against the background of grey-and-black concrete slabs, a bright hologram of a cartoonish peach tree flickers like a neon striplight with a bad connection.


Sitting against one side of the entrance is a Homeless Man.


In front of him is a handwritten sign on cardboard.


It reads:


HOMELESS JUNKIE


WILL DEBASE SELF FOR CREDITS


As Dredd and Anderson pass him:


DREDD


Rookie.


ANDERSON


Vagrancy, three weeks, iso-cubes. But prioritise murders.


DREDD


Correct. (To the Homeless Man.) Don’t be here when we come back.


INT. PEACH TREE ATRIUM – DAY


Dredd and Anderson enter the busy atrium.


DREDD


Tell me about Peach Trees. 


ANDERSON


Sir. Houses seventy-five thousand registered citizens. Actual population probably closer to one hundred thousand. Highest crime rate in Sector Thirteen. Unemployment rate ninety-six per cent. More than half of the residential levels are classed as slums.


DREDD


Why do you want to be a judge?


Anderson is thrown momentarily by the non-sequitur.


ANDERSON


… Sir. I want to protect and serve the city. Make a difference.


DREDD


Make a difference to a block like this?


ANDERSON


I was born and raised in a block like this. Until the Justice Department took me. I know there are good people inside. Good families. Just trying to get by.


Beat.


Yes. I believe I can make a difference.


Dredd glances upwards.


Above the bustle of the atrium floor, the ringed balconies of the atrium stretch up into shade and darkness.


DREDD


(flat)


Admirable.


INT. PEACH TREE ATRIUM ⁄ CRIME SCENE – CONTINUOUS


Dredd and Anderson push past a taped cordon.


Behind the cordon, a Paramedic stands with the bodies.


Above, a gathering crowd of onlookers gaze down from the ringed balconies.


DREDD


(to Paramedic)


What have you got?


PARAMEDIC


Three stiffs in a somewhat fucked-up condition.


The Paramedic pulls open the cordon tape to allow Dredd and Anderson through.


The bodies are the three men we saw with Kay.


From the neck down and waist up, they have been skinned.


DREDD


You’re based in Peach Trees?


PARAMEDIC


Med centre on level twenty-five.


DREDD


You ID’d them?


PARAMEDIC


Mostly. That one is registered to this block. And that one is registered to Block Sternhammer.


DREDD


(gesturing to the last)


And him?


The Paramedic shrugs.


Close-up on the man’s severely crushed head.


PARAMEDIC


I’ll have to run his blood through the DNA profiler. If I can figure out which blood is his.


Dredd kneels down to take a closer look at the nearest body.


Inside the man’s open mouth is a white, dust-like marking.


DREDD


Rookie. What do you make of this?


ANDERSON


… I don’t know, sir.


DREDD


It’s a cold burn from a slo-mo inhaler.


ANDERSON


Slo-mo?


PARAMEDIC


A new narcotic. Only just hit the grid, but it’s making big waves. Makes the brain feel as if time is passing at one per cent its normal speed.


Anderson looks up to the height from which the men dropped.


And shudders.


The Paramedic is also gazing upwards, obviously having much the same thought.


PARAMEDIC


Must have felt like a long way down.


INT. CONTROL – DAY


In Control, where rows of men and women sit in front of banks of monitors, operating the huge communication centre within the Hall of Justice …


… we find a screen, on which the faces of the murdered men are appearing.


The Control Operator manning this monitor speaks into his mike.


CONTROL OPERATOR


Positive on your IDs. All show convictions for possession of narcotics.


Close on monitor screen.


CONTROL OPERATOR


Transmitting data now. 


INT. PEACH TREE ATRIUM ⁄ CRIME SCENE – CONTINUOUS


Pull back from the image on the monitor screen, to reveal we are now seeing it on Dredd’s PDA.


DREDD


Small-time perps. Junkies. No known gang affiliation. (To Anderson.) What’s your analysis?


ANDERSON


Drugged. Skinned. Displayed in public. It has to be a punishment killing. A message.


Above them, the balconies of the atrium are ringed with people looking down.


PARAMEDIC


Yeah. Don’t fuck with the Ma-Ma Clan.


On Dredd. Turning.


DREDD


Ma-Ma Clan?


INT. MEDICAL CENTRE – DAY


In the twenty-fifth-floor medical centre, Dredd and Anderson are looking at a holographic display, on which we can see a rotating 3D mugshot of Ma-Ma, and her medical records.


In the background, the Paramedic closes the medical centre’s heavy security door, while he provides a brief bio of Ma-Ma.


PARAMEDIC


We have her on record from her whoring days. The picture’s pretty old, but – yeah. That’s her. Madeline Madrigal, aka Ma-Ma. Ex-hooker from the S-Nine pleasure district. Quit working after she got sliced up by a pimp. But she got her own back. Block legend says she feminized the guy with her teeth. Then took over his business interests, and never looked back.


The Paramedic sucks his teeth.


Anyone else, you’d say it was bullshit. But not with Ma-Ma. Her trademark is violence. Takes it further and harder than anyone else. I’ve been in Peach Trees fifteen years. Used to be there were nine or ten different gangs, hustling for control. Now there’s just one.


ANDERSON


How did she get away with it?


PARAMEDIC


You know how often we get a Judge in Peach Trees?


DREDD


You’ve got one now.


Dredd hits a console button, and the holographic display changes to a map of Peach Trees.


DREDD


The victims were registered to apartments on level thirty-nine. Likely killed over a turf issue, so the perps will be in the vicinity. (To Anderson.) Rookie. Next move.


ANDERSON


Locate where the Clan operate from on this level, and hit it hard.


The Paramedic lights up an area of the map.


PARAMEDIC


That would be here.


Cut to:


INT. METAL DOOR – DAY


A viewing hatch sliding open, in a metal door.


Crowded into the other side of the viewing hatch, we see the faces of two Junkies.


One of them holds up credits.


The door is opened.





INT. SLO-MO DEN – CONTINUOUS


The Junkies enter an apartment.


A squalid shit-hole. In our day and age, it would be a crystal-meth or crack den, with piss-stained mattresses, schizoid graffiti on the walls, and crushed glass pipes on the floor.


But this is a slo-mo den. Much the same, but instead of crushed crack pipes on the floor, it’s broken and empty inhalers.


The man by the door is Sy, holding a shotgun.


Sitting in an armchair, with a pistol on his lap, is Kay.


Our two Junkies score off Kay, swapping credits for the glass ampules that fit inside their inhalers.


Cut to:


INT. LEVEL THIRTY-NINE ⁄ CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS


Outside the apartment.


Dredd and Anderson, taking position either side of the metal door.


Weapons drawn.


We can see Anderson’s nerves.


The door opposite them opens – and a Kid peers out of the crack. Anderson gestures for the Kid to go back inside. The door closes.


DREDD


Take it this is your first time in non-sim combat.


ANDERSON


Yes, sir.


DREDD


Been wondering when you’d remember you left your helmet behind.


ANDERSON


Sir – the helmet can interfere with my psychic abilities. 


DREDD


Think a bullet might interfere with them more.


Cut back to:


INT. SLO-MO DEN – CONTINUOUS


The Junkies.


They find a space in a corner of the room, beside two people who are mechanically screwing on a filthy mattress.


Then put the inhalers in their mouths. Take a long hit.


Cut to:


INT. LEVEL THIRTY-NINE ⁄ CORRIDOR – CONTINUOUS


Dredd, pulling a plasti-charge out of his utility belt.


He fixes the plasti-charge to the door.


DREDD


Ready?


Anderson nods.


Dredd notices –


– the glitter of sweat on Anderson’s face. The slight tremble in her  hands.


DREDD


You don’t look ready.


Anderson tightens her grip around her gun to stop the shake.


ANDERSON


Just adrenaline, sir.


Cut back to:


INT. SLO-MO DEN – CONTINUOUS


Our Junkies, in the grip of the drug.


And we’re with it too.


Everything slow.


Not just slow – ultra-slow.


All movements. Facial expressions. Blinking eyes.


And we discover why people take the slo-mo – as grim reality is transformed into something lyrical.


From sordid to oddly beautiful. Fascinating and hypnotic.


Even the couple screwing on the floor.


Then –


what was fascinating and hypnotic –


becomes slightly confusing.


Because the heavy door of the slo-mo den is very gradually starting to expand.


To bulge.


And in front of the bulge, a shock wave of air is starting to form.


And contacting the guard, Sy, who stands just behind it.


Lifting him delicately off his feet.


And now around the edges of the door, we can see a white and yellow brightness.


Which becomes a blossoming explosion of flame.


Until the door, and Sy, are flying backwards across the room.


Slow cuts between –


Junkies hunching.


Faces morphing into expressions of fear and surprise.


Hands reaching for guns.


Dredd coming through the door.


Followed by Anderson.


Now gunplay, gracefully erupting.


Bullets rifling through the air.


Punching through plasterwork.


Drilling through chests, leaving trails of hanging blood.


Drilling into the head of a Clan member, creating a spiral of flesh as it enters.


Smoke and dust unfurls.


Until it blinds us.


INT. SLO-MO DEN – CONTINUOUS


As the smoke and dust clears, it allows us to return seamlessly to normal speed.


Dredd and Anderson stand surrounded by the corpses of gang members and those Junkies who were foolish enough to reach for their guns.


The survivors crouch or stand with arms raised, dazed with narcotics and fear, with the guns of the two judges trained on them.


DREDD


Rookie.


Anderson is breathing fast. Still charged with adrenaline.


DREDD


Anderson. Judgement.


Anderson gathers her wits.


ANDERSON
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