JUDGE DREDD

Cycle of violence

SAMPLE SCRIPT – NOT A COMMISSION!

Page 1 (of 6)

1. Overhead Med. Shot, a woman in the attire of a streetwalker lies amidst broken glass & domestic debris, her eyes staring at us lifelessly, blood tricking from a surprisingly small wound on her temple.

Box

Klein would never forget the moment he realised he wanted to be a Judge. 

BoX

His mother lay dead in the debris of their apartment.

2. Overhead Long Shot, the tiny living-room of the wrecked apartment, the woman above lying in the middle of the floor. Dredd stands on one side of her body, aiming his gun at a man who stands on the other side, holding a boy of six or seven hostage.  

BOX

It wasn't the worst beating Klein's father had inflicted upon her in their years together, but she'd been so broken up by the others that her grip on life was fragile. 

BOX

She wasn't the only victim. The medics discovered later that three of Klein's ribs had been kicked in, but he didn't feel the pain.

3. Close, Klein, the boy, stares at us with a deep, cold hatred, no fear.

BOX

All he had in him was hatred.

Klein

Shoot him.

4. Med. Shot, the man, Klein's father, grips the boy tightly, holding a long shard of broken glass dangerously close to his throat. Klein Sr. is wired, his eyes gleaming murderously.

Klein sr.

He ain't shooting nobody, Josh, not unless he wants to be wiping you off his visor.

KLEIN SR. 

You hear that, Lawman? Back off or I'll cut the little drokker's --

5. Med. Shot, Dredd, Klein's POV, towers over us, firing a single, expertly aimed shot, expression impassive, stone-like.

Page 2

1. Close, Klein, head & shoulders, stares at Dredd (Off Panel) in hero-worshipping awe, his hatred gone. It's like a revelation.  

The father is no longer behind him, blood smeared along the wall from where his body has slid to the floor.

Box

The Judge filled the room with strength and authority. He knew what was right, what was wrong. He was the law.

Box

Klein stared at the Judge, at the uniform, the name-badge, the smoking gun. Right there and then, he knew what he wanted, what he needed.

2. Ext. Location Shot, the Academy of Law (ref. required), the epic cityscape of the Meg sprawled across the skyline in B/Ground.

BOX

The Academy of Law. The hardest school on Earth, they called it.

BOX

Not to Klein. He welcomed it. The rigour and the discipline. It gave him purpose.

3. Med. Shot, Klein - 12 yrs old, Cadet Judge uniform - sits at a futuristic desk at the front of a classroom. He concentrates intensely on the lesson, a model pupil. 

Other Cadets of the same age, both sexes, are seated behind him, not quite as intent on their studies.

BOX

He excelled in the physical training - marksmanship, unarmed combat, daystick technique, bayonet drill - and maintained consistently decent grades in those classes that covered the minutiae of criminal law & judicial procedure.

BOX

He rarely bonded with his fellow Cadets, however, remaining an outsider to the camaraderie the instructors tried to instil in them.

4. Med. Shot, two older Cadets, gripping Klein's arms, plunge his head into the bowl of a locked toilet cubicle, laughing cruelly.

BOX

The years passed well enough, barring one incident.

BOX

A couple of the older cadets, known for throwing their weight around, got hold of his school records and discovered his family history. 

OLDER CADET 1

Perps have got to be punished. 

OLDER CADET 2

You're not fit to be a Judge. Say it, creep!

5. Close, Klein, 3/4 Profile, sitting up in bed, stares into the distance, other cadets sleeping peacefully in the dormitory around him. There are no tears in his eyes, just a deep, cold, rage. 

BOX

Their 'punishment sessions' were nothing compared to what he had endured in his adolescence, but to let them continue would be an insult to the uniform. 

BOX

Even though academy regulations called for him to report the incidents, snitching, as his father had called it, felt wrong. 

BOX

It seemed more appropriate to handle it himself. 

6. Low Angle, Close, one of the Older Cadets sprawls unconscious on the floor, his face battered & bloody. Klein clubs the other Cadet across the face with a daystick in B/ground Med. Shot. 

BOX

Klein stole a daystick from the training arena, donned his uniform, minus badge, confronted them on one of their nightly excursions outside the dormitories...   

BOX

...and then beat them senseless.
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1. Low Angle, Close, Klein clubs us mercilessly with his daystick, blood spattering the visor of his cadet helmet. 

BOX

As he swung the daystick, again and again, he thought of the Judge who killed his father, firing without hesitation, without even having to think about the action. 

BOX

That was how he would be.

2. High Angle Shot, Klein, back to us, faces a group of Academy Instructors, who stare at him steadily from behind a long table, the Eagle of Justice emblazoned on the floor beneath Klein.

BOX

Everyone knew he had done it, but no action was taken.

BOX

He'd left no evidence, of course, but he felt that it was more a matter of the instructors giving it their tacit approval.

3. Med. Shot, Klein, dressed in Justice Dept. issue pyjamas, stands tall on his dormitory bed, mimicking the action of Dredd when he shot Klein Sr. Other cadets are gathered around Klein, spotlighting him with torches as they listen to his story. 

BOX

And it made him stand out amongst his fellow cadets, their respect further entranced when he told them that Judge Dredd shot his father.   

BOX

'Judge Dredd shot my Daddy.' It almost became a badge of honour, one he wore as proudly as his uniform.

4. Med. Shot, Klein, in full Judge uniform, rides down a crowded street towards us, an arrogant sneer twisting his mouth, citizens staring at him with mixed emotions from the pavement.

BOX

Klein graduated in '25, third in his class.  

BOX

The streets were everything he dreamed they'd be, vice and crime everywhere he looked.

BOX

He relished the feel of the uniform, the weight of the pistol in his holster, the tap of the daystick against his leg as he approached an incident. 

5. Low Angle Med. Shot, a harmless-looking citizen grips his thigh, screaming in agony, staring at his shattered kneecap. Klein towers over him unsympathetically, smoking Lawgiver in one hand.

BOX

And he loved the job. For four years he built a solid reputation as a lawman, though was dogged by consistent allegations of excessive force. 

PERP (SFX)

AAAGH! AAAGH!

KLEIN

Quit howling, creep, or I'll add noise pollution and disturbing the peace to jay-walking.

6. Close, a Senior Judge with graying temples, stares over a messy desk at Klein, who stands to attention in B/ground, helmet under one arm.

BOX

There was the occasional reprimand, but again, through the official-speak, he sensed his Sector Commanders' tacit approval.

BOX

They knew what kind of Judge he was, the skills he brought to the job.
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1. Almost Identical to Page 1, Panel 1: Overhead Med. Shot, a woman in the attire of a streetwalker sprawls on the ground in a debris-strewn alleyway, spotlit by a torch-beam. A pool of dark blood has spread across the concrete under her head, her eyes staring lifelessly at us. 

Box

Maxine Quinn. A slabwalker. Klein found her, beaten to death in a back alley. She was 27, looked 10 years older.

Box

Klein's mother had been a slabwalker, but he didn't like to think about his old life, about the things she did to feed him.

2. Prison-style mugshots, front & profile, of Matthew Quinn, 32, a sneering petty criminal & wife-beater who's probably not as tough as he thinks he is.

BOX

The prime suspect was Matthew Quinn, Maxine's estranged husband. A petty criminal with a history of violence who lived off the proceeds of her soliciting.

BOX

He'd put her in hospital at least four times, but she always refused to press charges.

3. Int. Location Shot, Quinn sits at a desk in a stark interrogation cell, unperturbed as he is grilled by a female Judge.

BOX

Quinn's alibi was weak, but there was no physical evidence to connect him to the killing, and little in the way of anything circumstantial.

BOX

When the time limit for questioning expired, they had no choice but to let him go.

4. Close, Klein, jaw set grimly, rain washing over the visor of his helmet. 

BOX

Klein knew Quinn was guilty. 

BOX

He had seen the type before, from between his own fingers as a child, trying to shield himself from the blows that rained down.

5. Med. Shot, Quinn walks along a street towards us, pulling his collar up against the driving rain. He casts a fearful sidelong glance over his shoulder at Klein, who follows on his Lawmaster in Panel B/Ground, menacingly silhouetted by the rain. 

Box

He used every spare hour to stalk Quinn, letting the perp know he was there, making him feel what it was like to live in fear, to be hunted.

Box

But, it wasn't enough.

6. High Angle Ext. Location Shot, the sprawling metropolis that is MC-1, oppressive & menacing.

BOX

The city was too big. Other duties, other crimes kept calling him away.

BOX

Soon, another slabwalker had disappeared. Lolita Dawson. She worked the same territory as Maxine Quinn, was known to be friendly with the dead woman.
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1. Int. Location Shot, Shot, Klein, not wearing his helmet, forces his way into the living-room of Quinn's tiny apartment (not all that far removed from the Judge's own home as a child), gripping the struggling Quinn in a choke-hold. 

Box

Klein requested permission to question Quinn again, but Control informed him that they were pursuing other leads. They assigned him a traffic violation to deal with.

Box

He switched off his radio and went to Quinn's apartment.

2. Med. Shot, Klein handcuffs the terrified Quinn to a hard chair in one corner of the room, the man  pleading fearfully for his life.

BOX

Quinn tried to maintain his innocent act, but he was a different man, less cocky than in earlier interrogations, when he'd hardly shown any grief for his wife.

3. Almost identical to Page 3, Panel 1: Low Angle, Close, Klein pistol-whips us mercilessly with his gun, blood spraying the air.

BOX

He confessed eventually.

BOX

Klein knew he would. He knew the type.

4. Quinn staggers back, breathing hard, the bloody gun heavy in his hand. Quinn is slumped in the chair, blood dripping from his ruined face. 

BOX

Klein tried to record Quinn's admission of guilt - even prompting his prisoner on forensic details he seemed to have forgotten - but with the blood and broken teeth, it was difficult to hear properly.

5. Close, Klein, 1/4 Profile, reacts with shock as Dredd kicks open the apartment door in Panel B/Ground, Lawgiver in hand.

BOX

And then, Judge Dredd stormed the apartment, just as he had all those years ago.

BOX

Neighbours had overheard the interrogation and called emergency services to report it.

6. Almost identical to Page 1, Panel 2: Overhead Long Shot, the tiny living-room of the wrecked apartment, Dredd aiming his gun at Klein, who stands over the unconscious Quinn, gun in hand. 

BoX

Dredd claimed that Maxine Quinn's killer - one of her regular clients - had been apprehended, his guilt proven beyond doubt.

BOX

The other missing slabwalker had turned up safe and well.

BOX

Klein felt a sense of dislocation, the situation no longer under his control.
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1. Med. Shot, Dredd, Klein's POV, tough & stoney-faced as he aims his Lawgiver at us. The intervening years haven't softened him in the slightest.

DrEDD

It's over, Klein. 

DrEDD

Put the gun down. Now.

2. Med. Shot, Klein, not listening, gestures around the flat with his Lawgiver, eager to prove himself worthy of Dredd's respect. Quinn is visible in the corner of the room in Panel B/ground, blood spattering the walls on either side of him. 

KLEIN

You shot my Father. He was a perp. He killed my Mother, used to beat us...  He... 

I requested you as my instructor on my final assessment. I wanted you to see what kind of Judge I'd make...

3. Close, Dredd, grim, a hint of disdain towards Klein. 

DREDD

You're no Judge.

4. Close, Klein, 1/4 Profile, turning away from Dredd, finds his reflection staring back at him from a large mirror on the flat wall, expression accusing, full of self-loathing.

BOX

The Judge's words were like a knife twisting in his belly. He had to look away, caught sight of his reflection... 

BOX

He'd never realised how much he looked like his Father.

5. Med. Shot, Klein, Dredd's POV, starts to raise his gun, bellowing with a berserk mix of rage & denial.

KLEIN

No!

6. Almost identical to Page 1, Panel 5: Med. Shot, Dredd, Klein's POV, fires an expertly aimed single-shot at us, expression impassive, almost stone-like.

BOX

The End.

