EXT. RED DESERT - DAWN

A smal|l dune of red sand is blown away by the wi nd. The
dust floats up and... nothing.

For mles, in every direction, there is only red desert.
Red dirt, red nountains, rocks covered in red sand.

Every burrow and hole is noticeably absent of aninals.

For miles in every direction there is nothing, except for
a small green blip.

It’s in the distance. The song "Duck and Cover" starts to
pl ay.

"Dum Dum dum diddle dum dum diddl e dumdum diddl e dum
dum "

Cetting louder the closer we get to - a street.
"Dum dum diddl e dum dum diddl e dum dum diddle dumdum?™

Al'l of the houses are in this 50's inspired, retro

style. Big, beautiful mansions are at the head of the
street. These are the biggest houses on the street, the
size decreases until the final houses are the size of a
two bedroom apartnment with violations to the building
code. the mansions are i nmacul ate and the small houses are
slowly becom ng decrepit.

"Dum dum diddle dum dum diddle dumdum diddle dumdum?"

There are two |ines of houses down the street, odd and
even. At the very head of the street is a flagpole
in-front of a large marble wall. On the wall is an enblem
an abstract flower that |ooks nore |ike a hazardous waste
synbol than an actual flower, with the notto "if you see
sonet hi ng, say sonething" beneath it. The flag hangi ng
l[inmply at the base of the pole is the sane, only in

gl ori ous col our, black and blue to be precise.

"Dum dum diddle dum dum "

At the base of the street is a strange building. A
concrete square covered in solar panels, making it appear
to be polished black glass. Mre brutalist than quaint.

"di ddl e dum dum diddle dumdum There was a turtle by the
name of Burt."

At the rear of every house is a thriving, |ush garden,
each with its own air to water converter, and filled wth
bountiful crops, plenty to survive for 6 nonths per
househol d. These subsi stence farns are mai ntai ned by

MAI NTENANCE ROBOTS, who water, dig and cleave with
preci si on.
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"And Burt the turtle was very, very alert.”

Around the borders of the street and al ong the edges of
houses, human-1i ke robots with wheels for feet and heads
covered in Gecian golden | eaves, known as the Q LDED
PCLI CEBOTS, patrol.

"When danger threatened him he never got hurt. He knew
just what to do."

DRONE NO.1 and DRONE NO. 2 deliver the norning newspaper to
di fferent sides of the street, using a nechanical clawto
take yesterday’s with them

"He’'d duck and cover."

Fat hers and husbands exit their houses to pick up the
mai | .

"Duck, and cover."

Conti nuing down the street, the cl othes becone shabbi er,
t he nunber of patches increasing,

"He did what we all nust learn to do. You and you and you
and you."

until we reach the end of the street, house no. 23 and
beyond, where the paper lies there untouched. Over the
other side of the street, DRONE NO. 1 mal functions and

falls to the ground.

"And you and you and you and you and you and you."

A large, Dblock-like robot, REPAIR BOT, rushes out of the
brutalist square at the end of the street and collects the
drone, extra tool arnms energe fromits back like a mx

bet ween doctor octopus and a Swi ss armny knife.

"Duck and cover!™

DRONE NO. 1 and REPAIR BOT enter the square. DRONE NO. 2
soon foll ows.

| NT. SQUARE - MORNI NG

"Do do. Do do. Do do. Do do. Do do. Do do. Do do,
doooooooo0. "

REPAI R BOT is repairing DRONE NO 1 as DRONE NO 2 dunps the
ol d newspapers into a recycling machine, which separates
the ink fromthe page, ready to print tonorrow s news. As
t he newspapers head into the nmachine, we can see the front

page -

"Duck and cover, duck and cover."
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"The Conmunity Daily Digest: By Anne Adans. |ssue 5001,
FRI the 21st of June". The entire newspaper has one
byl i ne, Anne Adans, and the front page news is a
propaganda poster, "Rebel punished for crinmes against
communi ty. Execution this Saturday. And renenber, if you
say sonething, see sonething.” A worman’s nmug shot is seen
on the poster, ZOE ZACCHI NNI is in her late 20’ s.

MATCH CUT TO
| NT. HOUSE NO. 10, J - MORNI NG
"He did what we all nust learn to do."
ZOE ZACCHI NNl s execution is once again front page news.
The song, "Duck and Cover" fi nishes.
JIM 35, sits at his table reading the newspaper, unaware
of his surroundi ngs. JOANNE and JANE are in the kitchen
cooki ng breakfast together. Pancakes, as it should be on a
Sat ur day nor ni ng.
JOANNE, 30, is lecturing JANE, 10, as they cook.
JOANNE
Now remenber Jane dear, no nore
running around |i ke a maniac with

t hose boys, it’s un-lady-Ilike.
Once you turn 11, you won't be a

little kid anynore, you'll be
expected to act |ike a | ady.
Everyone will be watching you to

see who you should marry when you
turn 20. You don’t want to marry
Roger, or even worse Tiernan! Do
you?

JANE
(sigh) No, of course not nother.

JOANNE
Good. Exactly. W' ve got to get
you into sonme kind of
extracurricular to make you seem
nore... matriarchal. It won't be
enough for you to just be a | ady,
you need to be selfless, |oving,
demure. oh, | can just see it
NOW.

JANE stops listening to her nother’s rants and keeps
cooki ng the pancakes, making sure they don’'t overcook or
get burnt.

You and Aaron, the new fearl ess

| eaders of our conmunity. You

coul d change your nane to

( MORE)
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JOANNE (cont’ d)
Annette, or Anita! What do you
t hi nk Jane?

JANE
Hn

JOANNE
Don’t you think that would be
wonder ful ?

JANE' s face is bl ank.

JOANNE
To marry Aaron?

JANE
Ah, yes of course nother.

JUNI PER, 5, enters the kitchen singing "the pancake song"

JUNI PER
Oh pancakes, pancakes, how much I
| ove thee. Ch pancakes, pancakes,
every satur-dee?

JOANNE
Oh, Juniper, your such a little
darli ng.

JOANNE pi nches JUNI PER s chubby cheeks as JUNI PER squeal s
and giggles in response. JOANNE | ets go and JUNI PER runs
over to JIM

JUNI PER
Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!

JI M pl aces his newspaper on the table.

JIM
Yes, JuJu. What is it?
JUNI PER
You' re m ssing the pancakes!
JIM
Vell, |I’ve never m ssed a pancake

day in ny life!
JIM chases JUNIPER into the kitchen to get sonme pancakes.

The newspaper lies flat on the table. ZOE ZACCH NN’ s
execution poster the only visible story.

MATCH CUT TGO



I NT. HOUSE NO. 10, J - N GHT

JI M picks his newspaper up off of the table. W can hear a
toilet flushing in the distance. JANE and JUN PER are

cl eaning the dishes fromdi nner as JOANNE sews patches
onto sone clothing. The patches seemto be nade from new
fabric created by weaving corn husks together.

JANE and JUNI PER fini sh the di shes as...

Musi ¢ begins to play, "you, and you, and you, and you"

EXT. STREET 8:55 - N GHT

Every famly on the street stands out the front of their
houses beside their nail boxes. Two parents and two
chil dren spaced exactly five years apart.

ZOE ZACCHI NNI is at the head of the street, standing in
front of the flagpole. ARTHUR takes the flagpole rope and
creates the noose around her neck. He gives the rope to a
G LDED POLI CEBOT and returns to be with his famly next to
t hei r mail box.

The street is silent, notionless. Waiting...
A chi me sounds throughout the street. It’'s 9:00.

ENTI RE STREET
DUCK AND COVER!

The entire street, in unison, ducks to the side away from
ZOE, covering their heads with their arms, and then
curling thenselves into a neat ball on the ground.

ZOE ZACCHINNI is slowy hoisted up the flagpole. Her
choki ng echoes throughout the street.

Shakes echo with her coughs throughout the crowd, tens of
little balls struggling to stay tightly wound.

At the end of the street, a wonman, stands defiantly,
refusing to take part in the ritual. She stares at ZCE
hangi ng fromthe pole. The woman is ZCE, a nenory of the
past that she |longs for.

ZCE
(At the fl agpol e,
whi speri ng)

run, run!

ZOE fights against the rope, wiggling, trying to gain her
freedom

The other ZOE, at the base of the street just stares

bl ankly back, her menory fading. The G LDED POLI CEBOTs
nove towards her at speed.
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ZC0E
Pl ease, run

ZCOE becones sl ack agai nst the rope. Her fight is over.
The street lays still and silent. Waiting. The shakes

begin to die down, and a strange peace washes over the
street.

An agoni sing half an hour passes.

The bell finally chines.

Fam |ies get up and nove towards their doors, ignoring the
flagpole as if nothing had ever happened there.

EXT. STREET - MORNI NG

DRONE NO. 1, now back in action delivers the newspaper with
DRONE NO. 2. The front page has a different propaganda
poster on it this tinme, "Qur fearless |eader, Arthur
Adans, does it again. Crine rates at an all tine |low. And
remenber, if you see sonething, say sonething."



