JUDGE DREDD:

PF

SAMPLE SCRIPT – NOT A COMMISSION!
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1.  Day, a busy city street.   Our hero, GEE, a mid-30s Mr Average – is hurrying along, hardly noticeable here among he crowds.  In the far distance we can just about make out the letters ‘PF’, on a globe or similar on top of a public toilet, a futuristic version of one of these round aluminium booths they have on the streets these days.   Also in the pic somewhere is Dredd, sitting on his bike, watching the passing throng with a calloused eye.

GEE(TH):
I’M NEVER GONNA MAKE IT!   I’M NEVER GONNA MAKE IT!

2.  Dredd’s finger points imperiously.   Gee has broken into a trot, manoeuvring himself through the crowd, when he is brought up short.  The finger is pointing at him. 

DREDD:
YOU!

3.  Dredd has ridden up to Gee.    He points to an illuminated sign close by: WALK DON’T RUN.   Gee is in desperate straits, squirming and sweating.

DREDD:
WHAT DOES THE SIGN SAY?

GEE:
I-I’M SORRY, I’M SORRY!

4.  Dredd looks at him suspiciously.

DREDD:
YOU SEEM TO BE IN SOME AGITATION, CITIZEN.   YOU GOT SOMETHING YOU WANT TO TELL ME?

GEE:
NO!   I-I’M JUST IN A HURRY, THAT’S ALL.  PLEASE, PLEASE LET ME GO!     I WON’T RUN AGAIN, I PROMISE.

DREDD:
HMM.   ALL RIGHT.   BUT REMEMBER, I’LL BE WATCHING.

5.   And he does as Gee restrains himself from running, desperately trying to control his bowels as he scuttles through the crowds.

GEE(TH):
OH, GRUD, I’M NEVER GONNNA MAKE IT!

6.  Close on Gee’s face in fg, his struggle showing, but include enough of the crowd around him to show that it’s swallowed him up and Dredd is no longer visible.

GEE(TH):
PLEASE, PLEASE, JUST A LITTLE LONGER –

7.  BIG.   Gee emerges from the crowd and the PF fills the picture.   On the booth is written big:  PUBLIC FACILITY.

GEE(TH):
THANK GRUD, I’M THERE!
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1.   A ten-year-old boy is running toward the PF with a paycard in his hand, followed by his mother.   But desperate Gee gets to the door first and blocks him, or holds him off.   He also holds a paycard.

GEE:
MY NEED’S GREATER, KID!

WILLY:
MOMMMM!

2.  Close.  He swipes the paycard through (it’s like a credit card with the word PAY on it) the slot by the door, and a green light comes on.

3.  The door slides open - fwussshh.  It’s a bit bigger than the modern booths so the facilities are a bit plusher – toilet bowl and pedestal, washbasin, mirror on wall, dryer.  Gee heads in eagerly.

4.  The door closes.   Gee stumbles toward the toilet, fumbling with his trousers.

GEE:
OH PRAISE BE!   PRAISE BE!

5.  Gee sits, trousers round his ankles, and the relief on his face is there to see.

FX:
AHHHHhhhhhhhhh

6.  Close headshot of Gee.

GEE:
OH YES, BABY, YESSS

7.  Outside the booth a line of people is starting to build up, with mother and Willy at the front.  Willy is bursting to go.   The guy at the end of the queue explains to a newcomer.

MAN:
IT’S ENGAGED.   

MOM:
HE’S BEEN IN THERE FOR AN AGE!   MY LITTLE WILLY IS BURSTING!

8.  Back inside, long shot of Gee still straining away.

9.  Headshot, Gee.  He hears a voice.   Where’s it from?

JAG:
HELLO.

GEE:
H-HELLO - ?
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1.   The voice emanates from the middle of the floor.

JAG:
THIS IS YOUR PF.  

GEE:
OH…HELLO.

JAG:
YOU WANT TO HURRY IT UP A LITTLE, PAL?   I GOT A QUEUE BUILDING UP OUTSIDE.

2.   Gee is resolute.

GEE:
I’M…I’M AFRAID I’VE A BIT OF A PROBLEM.   MUST HAVE BEEN SOMETHING I ATE.

JAG:
WE’VE ALL GOT PROBLEMS, PAL.   TIME’S MONEY, AND YOUR TIME IS UP.   C’MON, LET’S MOVE IT, HUH?

GEE:
I SAID I’M NOT FINISHED.   
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3.  A jet/mist of water comes from within the toilet bowl up under Gee’s vital parts, making him jump.

GEE:
Yiiiiiiii!

4.  Inside the bowl a whirling brush emerges – Whirrrrrrr – heading, we know, towards Gee’s bottom.

5.  Gee jumps as the brush goes in.  Close on him, we know what’s going on.

GEE:
Unnh

6.  Jets of hot air now from inside the toilet bowl, directed at his bottom.   All this in quick succession.

7.  But Gee’s still now moving.   There’s a slot for a  paycard next too the toilet.  It could light up with the words: PAY HERE.

JAG:
OKAY, YOU’RE FINISHED NOW.   SCRAM.

GEE:
I DON’T HAVE TO!    I’VE PAID MY MONEY!

JAG:
AND I SAID YOU’RE OUT OF TIME.   LOOK, I’M ON A TIGHT BUDGET HERE.  SWIPE YOUR PAYCARD THROUGH AGAIN OR HOP IT.

8.  Headshot Gee, resolute.

GEE:
I REFUSE!   YOU CAN’T MAKE ME!

JAG:
OH CAN’T I?

9.  The door of the booth slides open - fwussshh.   The people outside can see him, sitting on the toilet.  This from POV Gee.

GEE:
HUHHH - ?
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1.  View from the people outside, same shot, Gee sitting there consternated.  Their open-mouthed expressions render words needless.

2.  The door has closed - fwussshh.  Gee jumps to his feet, indignant, trousers still round his ankles.

GEE:
YOU CAN’T DO THIS!   I’M GOING TO COMPLAIN!   I WON’T BE BULLIED LIKE THIS BY A MACHINE!   

JAG:
OH YEAH?

3.  From POV Gee.  The door slides open again: fwussshh.  This time he’s standing, facing the door, so the people outside get a full frontal.

GEE:
Aiii!

4.  From outside.  Mom tries to shield Willy’s eyes, another in the queue is raising his communicator.   Gee is standing there, rooted to the spot, giving us a full frontal.

MAN:
MY SOUL, HE’S DONE IT AGAIN!

MOM:
PERVERT!

MAN:
I’M CALLING THE LAW!

5.  The door closes again – fwusshhh.   Gee turning around, grabbing his trousers, pulling them up and overbalancing in his hurry.

JAG:
HOW DO YOU LIKE THEM ONIONS, PAL?

GEE:
WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?   ALL RIGHT, I’M GOING!   

LINK:
OO-ER – 

6.   Gee falls forward, headfirst into the mirror, smashing it.

FX:
Skashhhhhh

GEE:
UNNH!

7.  Outside, Dredd has arrived.

MAN:
FLASHER’S STILL IN THERE, JUDGE!

MOM:
MY LITTLE BOY SAW EVERYTHIING!

WOMAN:
IT WAS DISGUSTING! 

8.  Dredd raps on the door, close, narrow.

FX:
THUD!   THUD!

DREDD:
ALL RIGHT, YOU, COME ON OUT OF THERE!

9.  Inside, groggy Gee is pushing himself to his feet, bump on his head.   His trousers have fallen back down round his ankles again and his back is to the door, which opens:  fwussshhh

GEE:
Uhhhh

10.  The door full open.   Gee, in much the same pose, looks like he’s mooning at Dredd (in fg).

DREDD:
DUMB INSOLENCE!   I’M GOING TO THROW THE BOOK AT YOU, CREEP!
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1.  The door slides closed again: fsuussshh.  Dredd tries to get in but doesn’t make it in time.

DREDD:
DROKK!   TOO QUICK!

2.  BACK INSIDE.  Gee has finally got his trousers up.  He knows what happened and he’s terrified.

GEE:
WH-WHAT DID YOU DO THAT FOR?   I SAID I WAS GOING!

JAG:
JUST WANTED TO LET YOU SEE THE TROUBLE YOU’RE GOING TO BE IN IF YOU DON’T PAY UP.

GEE:
PAY FOR WHAT?  
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3.  Now our attention goes to the smashed mirror.  Gee can’t believe this new turn.   There’s another PAY HERE slot lit up by the mirror.

JAG:
THE MIRROR.

LINK:
WITH REPLACEMENT COSTS IT’S GOING TO COME TO 349.99.

4.  Outside, Dredd by the door.   In bg a pool of urine is forming below Willly’s trouser leg.

JAG:
THAT’S NEGATIVE ON THE CUTTING GEAR, DREDD.    CITY SAYS THEY’RE SHORT ON PUBLIC FACILITIES AS IT IS.    

DREDD:
DAMNED IF I’M WAITING HIM OUT!    GET A HOVER-LIFTER HERE NOW!

MOM:
OH, WILLY!

5.   Inside, his pay card in his hand, Gee heads for the door.  But it doesn’t open.

GEE:
ALL RIGHT, I’VE PAID YOU!   LET ME OUTA HERE!    

LINK:
THIS IS RIDICULOUS!   HOW AM I GOING TO EXPLAIN - ?

JAG:
I THINK YOU’RE FORGETTING SOMETHING.

6.   Gee can’t believe what he’s hearing.

PF:
FIRST WASH YOUR HANDS.

GEE:
WHAAAT?

LINK:
LET ME OUT OF HERE, DAMMIT!

PF:
YOU WANT ME TO LET A HEALTH HAZARD OUT ON THE STREETS.   CAN’T DO IT, PAL.   FIRST WASH YOUR HANDS.

7.  Flabbergasted, Gee washes his hands.  Little arms come out from slots spraying moisturiser and cologne.  Gee’s having none of it.

GEE:
I DON’T BELIEVE THIS IS HAPPENING TO ME!  

JAG:
COLOGNE?   MOISTURISER?   JUST THIRTY CREDS EXTRA.   PUT YOUR PAYCARD IN THE SLOT THERE.

GEE:
NO!   NO!   GET IT AWAY FROM ME!

8.  The whole PF lurches, tilts crazily.  Gee is thrown against a wall.

GEE:
WHAT  THE - ?

JAG:
WHOAH!

9.  A hoverlifter has slung a hook on a wire onto an eye on the top of the PF and is hauling it up into the air as Dredd watches from below. 

DREDD:
DROP IT STRAIGHT INTO THE POUND!    

PAGE 6

1.  Back inside Gee is sliding down the floor toward the door.  It starts to open.

GEE:
L-LET ME OUT OF HERE!

JAG:
GUESS THERE’S NOTHING TO KEEP YOU NOW, PAL.   AND GOOD RIDDANCE!

DOOR:
fuussshhh

2.  The door is fully open now.  Gee slides out and only stops himself falling out by grabbing the frame.  View from Dredd, watching him dangling there, high above.

GEE:
YAAHHHHHHH

DREDD:
EMERGENCY!  LOWER THAT PF!

3.   Gee loses his grip and plummets.

DREDD(OFF?):
CANCEL THAT ORDER!

4.  Poor old gee crashes down, through something to break his fall slightly, like a HOTTIE stall.

FX:
CRASHHHHH   
RiiippppPPP    CRAAAK!

5.  External, ST ELSIE TANNER hospital.   Night.

FROM HOSP:
IT TURNS OUT THE PFs HAD BEEN ADJUSTED TO GET A FASTER PUT THROUGH.

6.  Looking at Dredd past Gee’s face, about the only part of him that’s not in plaster or traction or bandages.

DREDD:
BIG MONEY DRIVE, END OF YEAR ACCOUNTS COMING UP.   THERE WERE SOME KINKS IN THE PROGRAMME.   LOOKS LIKE YOU’RE OFF THE HOOK.

LINK:
YOUR LUCKY DAY, HUH.

7.   Pull back to show Gee in his parlous condition.   

GEE:
I ONLY WANTED TO USE THE PF!

THE END

