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Mega-City One, the cusp of the twenty-second century. Eight hundred million 
people are living in the ruin of the old world, a planet devastated by atomic war. 
Only one thing fighting for order in a metropolis teetering on the brink of chaos – 
the men and women of the Hall of Justice. Judge Dredd and the newly-appointed 

Judge Anderson are two such custodians of the law. 

While Dredd is busy investigating murders that have occurred after a dust storm 
blew into the city from the Cursed Earth, Anderson is struggling with her recent 

experiences in law enforcement…

Written by Arthur Wyatt and Alec Worley with art by Paul Davidson and Ben Willsher, 
this action-packed continuation of the Dredd movie world is not to be missed!

GET READY FOR A DUST UP 
IN MEGA-CITY ONE!
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SOMEBODY ONCE TOLD 
ME THAT \’M JUST NOT 
CUT OUT TO BE A JUDGE.

HE WAS WRONG. TURNS 
OUT \’M A PASS.

HE SAID IF \ DIDN’T GET KILLED 
TODAY, IT WAS GOING TO BE 
TOMORROW, OR IT WAS GOING 
TO BE THE DAY AFTER THAT.

SO WHY DOES IT FEEL 
LIKE \’M STILL IN THERE? 
FIGHTING TO GET OUT?

THE ASSESSMENT. DREDD. THAT 
NIGHT IN PEACH TREES. \ SOMEHOW 
MADE IT OUT OF THAT PLACE ALIVE.

FINE BY ME.

IT’S LIKE -

UNH!

YOU’RE THE PSYCHIC, 
ANDERSON. TELL 

ME WHAT \’M 
THINKING...

HFF... HFF... 
FOCUS... HFF... 
STAY... STAY IN 
THE MOMENT.

\ CAN’T READ YOUR 
THOUGHTS, BUT THE WAY YOU’VE 
BEEN THROWING YOURSELF INTO 
THESE EXTRA SESSIONS YOU’VE 

REQUESTED TELLS ME YOU’VE GOT 
SOMETHING ON YOUR MIND.
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JUST ONE 
MORE ROUND, 

SIR.

HE’S RIGHT, OF COURSE. 
IT’S ALL FOCUS.

WHEN \ DO IT JUST RIGHT, WHEN 
\ FEEL THAT INVISIBLE WORLD 
SHIVER INTO EXISTENCE...

THAT’S THE SWEET SPOT.
THAT’S WHEN \ KNOW WHAT 
SOMEBODY IS THINKING BEFORE 
THEY EVEN KNOW IT THEMSELVES.

GOT ASSIGNED A SURVEILLANCE DETAIL 
ON THE NAVARRO CARTEL CASE. CRUISE 
THE EASTSIDE BARRIO, SECTOR 9. FOCUS. 
REPORT WHAT YOU HEAR.

ANY OTHER TIME IT WOULD BE EASY 
TO PICK OUT A DEALER OR TWO. 
BUT TONIGHT EVERYBODY IS ON 
THE STREET ENJOYING THE HOLIDAY.

\’LL 
K-KICK YOUR 
ASS, BITCH!

PUBLIC 
INTOXICATION. 

POSSESSION OF A 
CONCEALED WEAPON. 
ATTEMPTED ASSAULT 

OF A JUDGE. FIVE 
YEARS.

ANDERSON, 
DO YOU COPY?

WHATEVER IT IS, \ 
SUGGEST YOU FIND A 

BETTER WAY OF 
DEALING WITH 

IT.

NOW STOP 
STINKING UP MY 
GYM AND GO HIT 

THE SHOWERS.
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GO AHEAD.

ASSISTANCE 
REQUIRED...

‘LANSDALE APARTMENTS, 
EAST 328. DOMESTIC 
DISTURBANCE IN PROGRESS.’

JUDGE ANDERSON, 
SECTOR 12. 
RESPONDING TO 
YOUR 10-16?

CARDENAS, SECTOR 9.  
NEIGHBOURS CALLED 

ABOUT SCREAMS COMING 
FROM A HAB ON THE 

TOP FLOOR.
THAT’S JUST IT. 

LOOK, \... \ DUNNO 
HOW TO SAY THIS, 

BUT... WHEN \ FOUND 
THE GUY HE WAS...

\ BROKE IN, FOUND A... 
HISPANIC MALE, EARLY 
TWENTIES... UH, \ 
THINK HE WAS HAVING 
SOME KIND OF A 
SEIZURE.

A SEIZURE? 
THEN WHY CALL 
ME AND NOT A 
MED-WAGON?
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HE WAS 
STANDING 
IN THE 
AIR.

\’M REACHING INTO 
HIM. \ CAN SEE WHAT 
HE THINKS HE SAW.

\’M SENSING FATIGUE, 
SLEEP DEPRIVATION. HE 
KEEPS THINKING OF A 
STORY HIS GRANDMOTHER 
TOLD HIM THAT GAVE HIM 
NIGHTMARES WHEN HE 
WAS A LITTLE BOY.

EXCUSE ME, 
SENORITA?

AS \ BEEN 
TELLING YOUR 

PARTNER, THE GUY 
GOING CRAZY UPSTAIRS 

OWES ME FOURTEEN 
WEEKS’ RENT, 

Y’KNOW?

THERE ANY 
WAY \ CAN GET 
THAT BEFORE 
YOU ARREST 

HIM?

\’LL SEE WHAT 
\ CAN DO, 
CITIZEN. WHAT’S 
THE TENANT’S 
NAME?

AH, 
SENORITA, 

\ HAVE A LOT OF 
TENANTS, Y’KNOW? 
\ CAN’T REMEMBER 

EVERYONE’S 
NAME.

HE CAN. IT’S MIGUEL 
FERNANDEZ. AND THE REASON 
THE LANDLORD LETS HIM GO 
FOURTEEN WEEKS WITHOUT 
PAYING RENT IS BECAUSE HE 
KNOWS WHO FERNANDEZ WORKS 
FOR: THE NAVARRO CARTEL.

FERNANDEZ IS A HALCONE - 
A LOW–LEVEL DEALER. BUT A 
GOOD SOURCE OF INTEL IF 
\ CAN GET TO WORK ON HIM.

\’M 
GOING UPSTAIRS, 

CARDENAS. GIVE ME 
TEN MINUTES.

IF \ PLAY THIS RIGHT WE MIGHT 
ACTUALLY STAND A CHANCE OF 
TAKING DOWN THE CARTEL, OF 
MAKING A DIFFERENCE.
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SOUNDS LIKE FERNANDEZ 
HAS GOT SOMEONE UP 
THERE WITH HIM.

SO WHY AM \ ONLY SENSING 
A SINGLE PRESENCE... ?

TEN 
CUIDADO, 
SENORITA!

DEBE 
TOMAR ESTO! 
TOMELO, POR 

FAVOR!

ESE CHICO POSEIDO 
POR EL MISMISIMO 

DIABLO!

CITIZEN, 
\ NEED YOU 

TO STAY INSIDE 
AND LOCK 

YOUR DOOR.

SANTA MARIA, 
MADRE DE DIOS, 
RUEGA POR 
NOSOTROS...

AHORA  Y 
EN LA HORA 
DE NUESTRA 

MUERTE. AMEN.

MIGUEL 
FERNANDEZ... ?

MY NAME IS JUDGE 
ANDERSON.

\’M COMING IN...
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\’M NOT 
HERE TO 
ARREST YOU, 
CITIZEN.

HRRRRRR... ?

HE WAS FREE WHEN CARDENAS 
LEFT HIM. LOOKS LIKE HE CUFFED 
HIMSELF AND TOSSED THE KEY.

\’M HERE TO 
HELP YOU.

INTERESSSTING...

INJURIES APPEAR SELF–INFLICTED. 
VOICE SOUNDS MORE LIKE A 
TORTURED CAT THAN A HUMAN BEING.

CAN’T SEE EMPTY BOTTLES OR DRUG 
PARAPHERNALIA. NO SMELL OF ALCOHOL, 
CHEMS OR VOMIT. A KOOK CASE?

WRONG 
NUMBERRR!

STRANGE. HIS THOUGHTS 
SLIP PAST ME LIKE FISH, TOO 
FAST FOR ME TO CATCH.

ALL \ CAN FEEL IS TERROR... 
BUT HE’S LUCID, LIKE HE’S 
SUPPRESSING IT SOMEHOW.

THAT FEAR FEELS... FAMILIAR.

LIKE BEING TRAPPED, HELPLESS, 
KNOWING SOMETHING WORSE THAN 
DEATH IS WAITING FOR YOU...
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FOCUS, ANDERSON. THERE’S 
MORE GOING ON HERE. SOMETHING 
THAT CONNECTS TO THE CARTEL.

\ NEED FACTS IF \’M GOING TO 
FIND MY WAY THROUGH FERNANDEZ’S 
HEAD. SO WHAT HAVE WE GOT?

ITEM: BAG FULL OF SHIRTS 
AND UNDERWEAR. LOOKS LIKE 
HE WAS GOING SOMEWHERE.

ITEM: A GOOD CATHOLIC BOY. THE CANDLEWAX IS STILL SOFT.

SO WHAT MAKES A DRUG DEALER 
STAY AT HOME AND PRAY ON A NIGHT 
WHEN EVERYONE IN THE BARRIO IS ON 
THE STREETS LOOKING TO BUY? 

FEAR. BUT FEAR OF WHAT?

HIS EMPLOYERS? THE LAST DEALER 
WHO OFFENDED THE CARTEL GOT 
HIS HEAD SAWN OFF ON CAMERA.

SO WHAT MIGHT FERNANDEZ 
HAVE DONE TO UPSET THEM?

\ HAVE A HUNCH...

WRONG 
NUMBERRR...
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WHATEVER HE’S EARNING 
IT CAN’T BE MUCH IF HE’S 
LIVING IN THIS RATHOLE.

START WITH THE OBVIOUS 
HIDING SPOTS. AIR VENTS...

ICEBOX.

LOOKS LIKE MY HUNCH WAS 
RIGHT. FERNANDEZ HAS 
BEEN SKIMMING HIS DEALS.

MUST HAVE KNOWN THE 
CARTEL WERE ON TO HIM.

HE KNEW MAKING A RUN FOR IT 
WOULD BE A LONG–SHOT... AND A 
HAIL MARY PASS COULD ALWAYS 
USE AN EXTRA HAIL MARY, RIGHT?

PRAYING MUST HAVE TRIGGERED 
HIS MENTAL BREAKDOWN SOMEHOW. 
\ WONDER WHAT HAPPENED...

HEHEHEHEHE...

HE 
GOT THE WRONG 

NUMBER!
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WHATEVER. THE SOONER WE GET 
HIM OUT OF HERE THE BETTER.

ANDERSON TO 
CONTROL. REQUESTING 

MED-WAGON TO LANSDALE 
APARTMENTS, HAB 237. PICKING 
UP MIGUEL FERNANDEZ, KOOK 
CASE FOR PSI-INTERROGATION 

ON SUSPICION OF DRUG 
TRAFFICKING.

I 
LIKE HER BODY. 
BETTER THAN 

YOURRRS.

COPY 
THAT, ANDERSON. 

MED-WAGON 
INBOUND.

FIRM 
AS A PEACH, 
FRESH FROM 

THE TREEEEE...

WHAT DID YOU 
SAY?

THERE’S A VOICE IN 
MY HEAD. CAN’T TELL 
IF IT’S MINE OR HIS.

IT’S DESCRIBING WHAT 
HAPPENED WHEN \ WAS 
CAPTURED IN PEACH TREES.

THE PERPS SHOVING ME DOWN 
THE CORRIDOR. THE EMPTY 
HOLSTER AT MY SIDE. THE 
DOG SNAPPING AT MY LEGS.

THAAAT’S 
IT...

THE STINK OF THEIR 
SWEAT. THE THREATS 
AND PROMISES.

\ WAS LUCKY THAT 
DAY. BUT WHAT ABOUT 
TOMORROW OR THE 
DAY AFTER THAT... ?
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BUT JUDGE -
CITIZEN, 

\’M NOT GONNA 
TELL YOU AGAIN. 
WE’LL DO WHAT 

WE CAN.

NOW FOR THE LAST 
TIME, MOVE ALONG 

BEFORE \ HAVE 
TO -

MADRE 
DE DIOS!

HUH?

BDAM!

CARDENAS!

THEY’RE 
COOOMING!

‘THEY’RE COMING FOR US BOTH!’
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\ CAN FEEL THEM COMING. 
SICARIOS, SOLDIERS OF THE 
NAVARRO CARTEL. THEY’VE SEEN 
MY BIKE. THEY KNOW \’M UP HERE.

THEY’VE COME TO MAKE AN 
EXAMPLE OF FERNANDEZ.

ONLY THERE MAY NOT BE 
ENOUGH OF FERNANDEZ LEFT 
TO MAKE AN EXAMPLE OF.

HE’LL HAVE INTEL ON HIS EMPLOYERS. 
ENOUGH TO TELL US WHERE TO 
DIG NEXT, START BRINGING DOWN 
THE WHOLE CARTEL.

BUT \’LL NEED TO FIND MY WAY PAST 
WHATEVER PSYCHOTIC BREAK–
DOWN FERNANDEZ IS GOING 
THROUGH, AND FOR THAT \’LL NEED 
TO CONDUCT A FULL PSI–EXAM 
BACK AT THE SECTOR HOUSE.

MULTIPLE ARMED 
TARGETS. OBSTRUCTED 
LINE OF SIGHT.

GAS GRENADE.

DON’T LET 
THEM HURRRT 

THE FLESSSH. I 
STILL WANT TO 
WEARRR YOU...
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THROUGH 
HERE.

LIMITED COVER. 
CAN’T RETURN FIRE.

GET 
TO THE 
ROOF!

AAHH - !

UP THERE!
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EVERYBODY!
STAY DOWN!

JUDGE!

PLANKS EITHER SIDE, 
LEADING ONTO THE 
ROOFS NEXT DOOR.

IT’S A LOOONG 
WAY DOWN...

JUST GO!

THAT VOICE INSIDE MY HEAD, 
LIKE A SPIDER CREEPING 
AROUND INSIDE MY SKULL.

IT’S A LOOONG WAY DOWN...

IGNORE IT. STAY IN THE -

UNFF!
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A FEW SECONDS LATER AND \ HEAR 
MY GUN HIT THE STREET BELOW.

NNNGH!

DON’T BREAK... 
STILL NEEEEED 

YOU...

THE SICARIOS HAVE MADE IT THROUGH 
THE SMOKE AND ON TO THE ROOF. 

CAN HEAR THEIR THOUGHTS 
HOWLING LIKE DOGS.

FOCUS. THEY 
WENT THAT 

WAY.

WENT THAT 
WAY.

THAT 
WAY!

CAN FEEL THEIR THOUGHTS FADING. 
MAY HAVE BOUGHT US SOME TIME.

HHNNN...
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GO AHEAD, 
ANDERSON.

COPY THAT, 
ANDERSON.

ANDERSON 
TO CONTROL, DO 

YOU COPY?

CODE 10-24. JUDGE 
CARDENAS DOWN. MULTIPLE 
ARMED HOSTILES. SUSPECT 

FERNANDEZ IN MY 
CUSTODY.

REQUESTING 
MED-WAGON TO 

MY GPS.

IN MY CUSSS-
TOE-DEEE...

‘ON ITS WAY.’

SHIT!

IT’S THEM!

THIS WAY!
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YOU GON’ 
GET SMOKED, 

PUTA!

THE 
FUCK THEY GO, 

HOMES?

THE BITCH IS 
BLEEDING.

LET’S GO 
BLEED HER SOME 

MORE.

OKAY, 
SPREAD 

OUT.
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TAKE 
HER DOWN 

QUICK.
HRRR!

THAT VOICE IN MY HEAD AGAIN.

CAN’T SHUT IT OUT.

MMMMR!

NOT NOW! LOSE IT OUT 
HERE AND YOU’RE DEAD.

TOO LATE. \’M THERE AGAIN.

THE SAME HELL THAT WELCOMES 
ME EVERY TIME \ FALL ASLEEP.

SAME FACES.
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SAME DEVIL WATCHING OVER ME.

ANOTHER MONSTER TRYING 
TO GET INSIDE MY HEAD...

ONLY THIS TIME IT’S NOT UP TO THE 
MONSTERS WHETHER \ LIVE OR DIE.

\’M THE ROOKIE WHO MADE 
IT OUT OF HELL ALIVE.

\’M THE ONE WHO’S GOING 
TO MAKE A DIFFERENCE.

TIME TO GET THIS FEAR 
OUT OF MY HEAD...

... AND INTO SOMEONE 
WHO DESERVES IT.

AAAAHHHHHH!
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TWELVE YEARS OF JUSTICE 
DEPARTMENT TRAINING.

RUN HER DOWN!

YEEEEEE–HAH!

NOW \’M A JUDGE. \’M 
ALSO A MUTANT THAT 
CAN DO THINGS NO ONE 
ELSE IN THIS CITY CAN DO.

LOOK OUT -

\’M NOT THE ONE WHO 
SHOULD BE SCARED.

AAAAAAAAH!

M-MY HEAD! 
GET OUT OF MY 

HEEAADDD!
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BELIEVE ME 
WHEN \ TELL YOU, 
MAN! THE DEVIL 
WAS INSIDE 
ME!

CAN HEAR THAT VOICE IN MY 
HEAD AGAIN. IT’S TELLING ME \’M 
GOING TO SLEEP WELL TONIGHT.

\’M NOT 
CRAZY, MAN! HE 

WAS REAL!

C’MON, 
ANDERSON. 

SECTOR HOUSE 
IS WAITING.

FRIEND OF 
YOURS?

HUH?

THE GUY WHO WAS 
STANDING NEXT TO 

YOU JUST NOW?

LOOKED LIKE 
HE WAS WHISPERING 

IN YOUR EAR.

ANDERSON... ?
WHATEVER.
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\ DON’T BELIEVE 
THERE’S ANYTHING 
SPECIAL ABOUT 
ME, CHIEF 
JUDGE.

WHAT \ CAN 
DO... IT’S JUST 

WHO \ AM. IT’S WHO 
\’VE ALWAYS 

BEEN.

OTHER THAN 
THAT, \ WORK 

THE STREETS LIKE 
EVERYBODY 

ELSE.

IT’S TRUE, WORD HAS 
GOTTEN AROUND. PRETTY 
MUCH EVERYONE \ WORK 
WITH NOW KNOWS \’M A 
MUTANT. AND \ KNOW A 

LOT OF THEM HAVE... 
RESERVATIONS.

BUT \ 
NEVER LET 

THAT GET IN 
THE WAY OF 

THE JOB.

MINE 
OR ANYONE 

ELSE’S.

THIS IS YOUR END-
OF-YEAR ASSESSMENT, 

ANDERSON, NOT AN 
INTERROGATION.

PLEASE 
RELAX AND JUST 

ANSWER THE 
QUESTIONS.

WHY BOTHER ASKING ME 
QUESTIONS IF YOU’RE JUST 
GONNA HAVE SOMEONE 
READ MY MIND?
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SHE’S GOOD, WHOEVER SHE IS. IT 
MUST BE AN HOUR NOW AND HER 
FOCUS HASN’T SLIPPED ONCE.

\ CAN FEEL THE PSI–WAVES TINGLING 
AS SHE LISTENS TO EVERYTHING 
\’M THINKING. EVERYTHING.

YOUR SECTOR 
CHIEFS HAVE ALL COMMENTED  
THAT YOU’RE A STICKLER FOR 
PROTOCOL. ALWAYS GOOD 

TO SEE THAT IN 
A ROOKIE.

‘ROOKIE.’ IF \ HEAR THAT 
WORD ONE MORE TIME...

FRANKLY, 
YOUR JUDGEMENTS 
SHOW A TENDENCY 

TOWARDS LENIENCY. 
CARE TO COMMENT?

BUT YOUR 
SENTENCING OVER 

THE LAST TWELVE MONTHS 
BORDERS ON 

DISAPPOINTING. \’M SEEING 
A LOT OF FINES, WARNINGS 

AND COUNSELLING 
RECOMMENDATIONS, 

ANDERSON. TOO 
MANY.

\, UH...

TELL US 
WHAT HAPPENED 
TO YOUR ARM, 
CASSANDRA?

IT SPEAKS.

SHIT.

IT DOES.

\’D JUST PULLED OVER 
A TRAFFIC VIOLATION ON 
EASTMAN WHEN \ HEARD 

A SHOT FIRED INSIDE 
THE GEN-STORE 

BESIDE ME.

\ CALLED 
IT IN WHEN \ 

HEARD MORE SHOTS. 
A WOMAN WAS 
SCREAMING.

\ USED MY 
ABILITIES TO LOCATE 

THE SHOOTER’S POSITION, 
THEN \ WENT IN. \ TOOK 
THE SHOT, BUT MY LINE 

OF SIGHT WAS 
OBSTRUCTED.
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‘\ MISSED. HE DIDN’T.’

CAUCASIAN MALE. 
UHN... EARLY TWENTIES, 
GREEN BASEBALL CAP, 
TAN JACKET. SHOOTER 

ESCAPED ON FOOT 
THROUGH THE REAR EXIT 
OF POP’S GEN-STORE 

ON EASTMAN.

REQUEST 
MEAT WAGON 

TO MY GPS. TWO 
BODIES FOR 

RESYK.

‘EDWARD “POP” BANNERMAN, FIFTY–SIX. 
OWNER OF POP’S GEN–STORE FOR 
OVER THIRTY YEARS. A PILLAR OF THE 
LOCAL COMMUNITY. SHOT SIX TIMES.

‘ACCORDING TO WITNESSES, THE 
GUNMAN HAD BEEN LURKING IN THE STORE 
FOR A WHILE, LIKE HE WAS PSYCHING 
HIMSELF UP TO ROB THE PLACE.

‘HE EVENTUALLY THREATENED THE 
OWNER WITH A PISTOL, BUT SEEMED TO 
LOSE HIS NERVE AT THE LAST MINUTE.

‘BEFORE HE WAS SHOT, BANNERMAN GRAPPLED WITH THE 
GUNMAN AND THE WEAPON DISCHARGED BY ACCIDENT, 
KILLING A BYSTANDER IN FRONT OF HIS FAMILY.’

COPY THAT, 
ANDERSON. WAGONS 

INBOUND. WHAT’S 
YOUR STATUS?

AM IN 
PURSUIT.

‘ANDERSON, STOP THERE...’
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SETTING ASIDE THE 
FACT THAT YOU REQUIRED 
URGENT MEDICAL 
ATTENTION, YOU HAD 
WITNESSES, BALLISTICS, 
AND SURVEILLANCE 
FEEDS.

PROTOCOL 
WOULD DICTATE YOU 

GATHER EVIDENCE THEN 
PICK UP THE SUSPECT 

WHEN HE LEAST 
EXPECTS IT.

INSTEAD YOU CHOSE 
TO MAKE AN ON-FOOT 
PURSUIT OF AN ARMED 
SUSPECT THROUGH A 

CROWDED AREA.

THAT WAS 
A HIGH–RISK 
JUDGEMENT, 
ANDERSON. 
CLEARLY.

WHY DID 
YOU MAKE 

IT?

WHAT WAS GOING 
THROUGH YOUR 

MIND?

\...

\ JUST 
WANTED 
TO DO MY 
JOB.
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‘\ GREW UP IN A PLACE 
WHERE THE JUDGES NEVER 
CAME TO HELP US.

‘ONE OF THE REASONS \ 
WANTED TO BECOME A JUDGE 
WAS TO HELP CHANGE THAT.

‘\ WANT THE PEOPLE TO SEE THAT 
WE’RE STILL FIGHTING FOR THEM, THAT 
WE HAVEN’T LOST THE WAR ON CRIME.

‘THAT NO ONE IN THIS CITY IS 
BEYOND THE REACH OF THE LAW.’ HUNGRY

HEAT’S 
KILLING ME

STINKS 
LIKE SHIT UP 

IN HERE
THAT JUDGE 
BE BLEEDING

GETAWAYGET 
AWAYGETAWAY

GOTTAGETAWAY AAHH - !



80

NOT MY FAULT

HEY -
DIDN’T MEAN 

TO KILL THE OTHER 
GUY

CAN’T 
DO CUBE-TIME, 

CAN’T

NOT MY FAULT
PLEASE
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NOT MY
WHOAH!

ASSHOLE!

HE’S GONNA DIE 
UNLESS YOU GET 
AWAY FROM 

ME, BITCH!

LET HIM GO!

NOT MY FAULT

NOT MY FAULT!

‘\ COULD HEAR HIS 
MIND SCREAMING THOSE 
WORDS ON A LOOP.

‘\ TRIED TO IGNORE IT, TO 
STEADY THE GUN, KEEP THE 
FRONT SIGHTS ON THE TARGET...

‘... BUT HIS MIND 
WAS IN MELTDOWN, 
JUST ERUPTING.

‘\ TRIED TO FOCUS BUT THE 
PSI–FLASHES GOT IN THE WAY.

‘HIS TRAUMA MEMORIES 
HIT ME FIRST...
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‘HE WAS YOUNG... MAYBE TWELVE? 
MOTHER WAS ILL. THEY HAD 
WELFARE BUT IT WASN’T ENOUGH. ‘HE MADE A FEW EXTRA 

CREDS RUNNING ERRANDS 
FOR POP’S GEN–STORE.

‘THEN ONE DAY POP EXPLAINED 
HOW THE BOY COULD EARN A 
LITTLE MORE... ‘... BUT IT HAD TO 

STAY A SECRET.’

IT’S NOT 
MY FAULT!

‘WHEN \ PULLED OUT \ FELT THE 
NEXT TEN YEARS OF HIS LIFE 
RUSH THROUGH ME IN SECONDS.

‘ALL THE SHAME, THE GUILT, 
DESPAIR... AND THE DAYS AFTER 
HIS MOTHER DIED WHEN THE 
NARCOTICS WASHED IT ALL AWAY.’

ANDERSON -

ANDERSON. 
WHAT WAS YOUR 
JUDGEMENT?

WHAT HE 
BECAME. IT 
WASN’T HIS 

FAULT.

ACCORDING TO 
THE LAW, MITIGATING 
CIRCUMSTANCES DO 
NOT JUSTIFY OR 
EXCUSE THE 
COMMISSION OF 
A CRIME.

THE CRIMES IN 
THIS CASE INCLUDED 

PREMEDITATED MURDER, 
VOLUNTARY MANSLAUGHTER, 

HOSTAGE-TAKING, AND 
THE ATTEMPTED MURDER 

OF A JUDGE.



83

\ FOLLOWED 
THE LAW.

SOMETIMES WE 
HAVE ONLY A 
SPLIT-SECOND IN 
WHICH TO PASS 
JUDGEMENT.

THE 
DECISION WE 

MAKE IN THOSE 
SPLIT-SECONDS 
REVEAL WHO WE 

TRULY ARE.
MA’AM?

WHICH IS WHY \’M 
HEREBY RELIEVING 
YOU OF YOUR DUTY 

AS A STREET 
JUDGE.

EFFECTIVE 
IMMEDIATELY.
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ANDERSON, THIS 
IS PSI–JUDGE 
OMAR.

SHE’LL 
BE YOUR 

COMMANDING 
OFFICER FROM 

NOW ON.

SHE’S 
HEAD OF A COVERT 

BRANCH OF WHICH THE 
PSYCHIC PROGRAMME 

IS JUST THE TIP OF 
THE ICEBERG.

FOR SOME TIME 
NOW, THE DEPARTMENT 

HAS BEEN AWARE OF CERTAIN 
THREATS THAT REQUIRE A MORE... 

SPECIALISED RESPONSE 
THAN STREET DIVISION 

CAN PROVIDE.

THAT’S RIGHT.

BUT WE 
NEED PEOPLE ON THE 

TEAM WHO HAVE YEARS 
ON THE STREET... WHO 

FOLLOW THE 
LAW.

‘PEOPLE WHO WON’T LET 
ANYTHING STAND IN THE WAY 
OF A JUDGEMENT CALL.’
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G A L L E R Y  &  A L E C  W O R L E Y  S C R I P T 
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Judge Dredd Megazine 367: Cover by Ryan Brown
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Judge Dredd Megazine 371: Cover by Ben Willsher
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Judge Dredd Megazine 377: Cover by Dylan Teague
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Judge Dredd Megazine 379: Cover by Alex Ronald
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ANDERSON:THE DEEP END 
PART 1 Script

PAGE ONE

1.) Introductory shot of Anderson rapid-punching a pair of focus pads held by her combat instructor 
(early 50s, short but stocky, shaved head and neat chinbeard). We’re in an otherwise empty gym.

She’s wearing sweat-pants and a Department-issue white vest; he’s wearing the same but in black.
She’s drenched in sweat, the muscles in her arms and shoulders bulging.
Her instructor seems troubled.

CAPTION: SOMEBODY ONCE TOLD ME THAT I’M JUST NOT CUT OUT TO BE A JUDGE.
CAP: HE WAS WRONG. TURNS OUT I’M A PASS.
CAP: HE SAID IF I DIDN’T GET KILLED TODAY, IT WAS GOING TO BE TOMORROW, OR IT WAS GOING TO 
BE THE DAY AFTER THAT.

2.) Closer on Anderson, sweating, teeth gritted, focused on nothing but punching those pads like 
they’re her worst enemy.

CAPTION: FINE BY ME.
CAP: THE ASSESSMENT. DREDD. THAT NIGHT IN PEACH TREES. I SOMEHOW MADE IT OUT OF THAT PLACE 
ALIVE.
CAP: SO WHY DOES IT FEEL LIKE I’M STILL IN THERE? FIGHTING TO GET OUT?

3.) Pull back as her instructor suddenly swerves to one side, letting her punch whoosh past him as 
he claps her on the back of the head with one of the pads, knocking her to the floor.

CAPTION: IT’S LIKE—
ANDERSON: UNH!

4.) Anderson kneels on the mat, panting, defeated.
Her instructor stands over her, calm, hands behind his back.

INSTRUCTOR: YOU’RE THE PSYCHIC, ANDERSON. TELL ME WHAT I’M THINKING…
ANDERSON: HFF… HFF… FOCUS… HFF… STAY… STAY IN THE MOMENT.
INSTRUCTOR: I CAN’T READ YOUR THOUGHTS, BUT THE WAY YOU’VE BEEN THROWING YOURSELF INTO THESE 
EXTRA SESSIONS YOU’VE REQUESTED TELLS ME YOU’VE GOT SOMETHING ON YOUR MIND.

PAGE TWO

1.) Close on Anderson looking up at him, drenched in sweat, driven by her inner demons.

INSTRUCTOR (off): WHATEVER IT IS, I SUGGEST YOU FIND A BETTER WAY OF DEALING WITH IT.
LINK: NOW STOP STINKING UP MY GYM AND GO HIT THE SHOWERS.
ANDERSON: JUST ONE MORE ROUND, SIR.

2.) Close-up of Anderson’s gloved hand chopping the inside of a man’s wrist, knocking a switchblade 
from his hand.

We’ve now cut from the gym to a street scene.

CAPTION: HE’S RIGHT, OF COURSE. IT’S ALL FOCUS.
CAP: WHEN I DO IT JUST RIGHT, WHEN I FEEL THAT INVISIBLE WORLD SHIVER INTO EXISTENCE…
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3.) The chop is followed by a lightning-fast palm-strike to the guy’s nose, which pops like a juicy 
tomato.

CAPTION: THAT’S THE SWEET SPOT.
CAP: THAT’S WHEN I KNOW WHAT SOMEBODY IS THINKING BEFORE THEY EVEN KNOW IT THEMSELVES.

4.) BIG PANEL (lots of dialogue): Pull back into a night-time street scene in the barrio. Anderson’s 
partyboy attacker (20s, scrawny, tattooed, vest and jeans) is on the ground, blood streaming from his 
busted nose, furious as Anderson kneels on his back and cuffs him. (NOTE: Her badge reads ‘Anderson’ 
not ‘Psi’ as psychics aren’t public knowledge in the movie-verse.)
Two of the partyboy’s drinking buddies lay nearby, also battered and cuffed; Anderson has whupped 
their asses too!

In this and the following panels, celebrations for the Day of the Dead are in full swing. The 
sweltering streets are crowded with youngsters, the guys trying to look cool, the girls wearing 
marigolds and calavera face-paint. Everyone’s out to get loaded or laid.

CAPTION: GOT ASSIGNED A SURVEILLANCE DETAIL ON THE NAVARRO CARTEL CASE. CRUISE THE EASTSIDE 
BARRIO, SECTOR 9. FOCUS. REPORT WHAT YOU HEAR.
CAP: ANY OTHER TIME IT WOULD BE EASY TO PICK OUT A DEALER OR TWO. BUT TONIGHT EVERYBODY IS 
ON THE STREET ENJOYING THE HOLIDAY.
PARTYGUY: I’LL K-KICK YOUR ASS, BITCH!
ANDERSON: PUBLIC INTOXICATION. POSSESSION OF A CONCEALED WEAPON. ATTEMPTED ASSAULT OF A 
JUDGE. FIVE YEARS.
JAG NO TAIL: ANDERSON, DO YOU COPY?

PAGE THREE

1.) Anderson speaks into her fist (like they do in the movie).

ANDERSON: GO AHEAD.
JAG NO TAIL: ASSISTANCE REQUIRED…

2.) ESTABLISHING SHOT: Anderson parks her Lawmaster outside a run-down tenement block (six storeys 
high with an alleyway either side; see also the rooftop action scene in episode two).
Distant mega-blocks loom like tombstones in the background; whoever lives in this shithole doesn’t 
even get a nice view!

Another Judge is waiting for her by the front door.

CAPTION: ‘LANSDALE APARTMENTS, EAST 328. DOMESTIC DISTURBANCE IN PROGRESS.’

3.) Introduce Judge Cardenas (powerfully built Mexican guy; looks even bigger next to petite 
Anderson). As Anderson approaches he looks unsure of himself as he explains the situation.

ANDERSON: JUDGE ANDERSON, SECTOR 12. RESPONDING TO YOUR 10-16?
CARDENAS: CARDENAS, SECTOR 9. NEIGHBOURS CALLED ABOUT SCREAMS COMING FROM A HAB ON THE TOP 
FLOOR.

4.) Anderson looks confused.
Cardenas tenses up, looking even more awkward and embarrassed.

CARDENAS: I BROKE IN, FOUND A… HISPANIC MALE, EARLY TWENTIES… UH, I THINK HE WAS HAVING 
SOME KIND OF A SEIZURE.
ANDERSON: A SEIZURE? THEN WHY CALL ME AND NOT A MED-WAGON?
CARDENAS: THAT’S JUST IT. LOOK, I… I DUNNO HOW TO SAY THIS, BUT… WHEN I FOUND THE GUY HE WAS…
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PAGE FOUR

1.) Close-up of Cardenas, spooked, sweating under his helmet.

CARDENAS: HE WAS STANDING IN THE AIR.
CAPTION (after dialogue): I’M REACHING INTO HIM. I CAN SEE WHAT HE THINKS HE SAW.
CAP: I’M SENSING FATIGUE, SLEEP DEPRIVATION. HE KEEPS THINKING OF A STORY HIS GRANDMOTHER 
TOLD HIM THAT GAVE HIM NIGHTMARES WHEN HE WAS A LITTLE BOY.

2.) Introduce the Landlord (mid-forties, weasel-like Mexican guy in shirt and vest, hair slicked 
back, thinks of himself as a charmer).

He approaches Anderson, indicating Cardenas to whom he was speaking before she arrived.

LANDLORD: EXCUSE ME, SEÑORITA?
LINK: AS I BEEN TELLING YOUR PARTNER, THE GUY GOING CRAZY UPSTAIRS OWES ME FOURTEEN WEEKS’ 
RENT, Y’KNOW?
LINK: THERE ANY WAY I CAN GET THAT BEFORE YOU ARREST HIM?

3.) Anderson smiles blandly and lets the Landlord talk (all the while reading his mind). The Landlord 
looks shifty; he’s holding something back.

ANDERSON: I’LL SEE WHAT I CAN DO, CITIZEN. WHAT’S THE TENANT’S NAME?
LANDLORD: AH, SEÑORITA, I HAVE A LOT OF TENANTS, Y’KNOW? I CAN’T REMEMBER EVERYONE’S NAME.
CAPTION (after dialogue): HE CAN. IT’S MIGUEL FERNÁNDEZ. AND THE REASON THE LANDLORD LETS 
HIM GO FOURTEEN WEEKS WITHOUT PAYING RENT IS BECAUSE HE KNOWS WHO FERNÁNDEZ WORKS FOR: THE 
NAVARRO CARTEL.

4.) Leaving the Landlord with Cardenas, Anderson enters the apartment block. (From here we start 
ratcheting up the suspense and claustrophobia as Anderson approaches whatever horror awaits her on 
the top floor.)

CAPTION: FERNÁNDEZ IS A HALCONE - A LOW-LEVEL DEALER. BUT A GOOD SOURCE OF INTEL IF I CAN 
GET TO WORK ON HIM.
ANDERSON: I’M GOING UPSTAIRS, CARDENAS. GIVE ME TEN MINUTES.

5.) Anderson ascends the stairs, passing fearful, curious neighbours, including a heartbreakingly 
dishevelled little girl trying to comfort a screaming baby.

The place is a roach-infested hellhole.

CAPTION: IF I PLAY THIS RIGHT WE MIGHT ACTUALLY STAND A CHANCE OF TAKING DOWN THE CARTEL, 
OF MAKING A DIFFERENCE.

PAGE FIVE

1.) Small mood-panel of Anderson ascending another flight of stairs, the place looking increasingly 
dilapidated and menacing.

She passes Day of the Dead decorations on the stairs or on the wall (maybe garlands, paper skeletons 
or sugar skulls).

NO DIALOGUE

2.) She’s reached the landing and is peering up the next set of stairs, starting to get a little 
spooked.
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Someone is speaking to Anderson from a half-open door beside her.

CAPTION: SOUNDS LIKE FERNÁNDEZ HAS GOT SOMEONE UP THERE WITH HIM.
LINK: SO WHY AM I ONLY SENSING A SINGLE PRESENCE...?
SPEAKER: TEN CUIDADO, SEÑORITA!

3.) A tearful old Mexican lady desperately offers Anderson her rosary, imploring, fearful for the 
young woman’s soul.

Anderson ignores the rosary and gently ushers the old lady back indoors.

OLD LADY: ESE CHICO ESTA POSEÍDO POR EL MISMÍSIMO DIABLO!
ANDERSON: CITIZEN, I NEED YOU TO STAY INSIDE AND LOCK YOUR DOOR.
OLD LADY: DEBE TOMAR ESTO! TÓMELO, POR FAVOUR!

4.) The old woman prays into her rosary as she watches Anderson ascend the rest of the stairs.

OLD LADY: SANTA MARÍA, MADRE DE DIOS, RUEGA POR NOSOTROS…

5.) Anderson is on the top-floor landing now, where she finds Miguel’s apartment (number 237). The 
door has been kicked in.

OLD LADY (off): AHORA Y EN LA HORA DE NUESTRA MUERTE. AMÉN.
ANDERSON: MIGUEL FERNÁNDEZ…?

6.) Anderson enters the apartment cautiously, hands in front of her, meaning no harm but ready to 
take on whatever might come at her.

ANDERSON: MY NAME IS JUDGE ANDERSON.
LINK: I’M COMING IN…

PAGE SIX

1.) Reveal the apartment as Anderson enters.

It’s a bachelor pad (living room and adjoining kitchen, doors lead off to bathroom and bedroom) and 
the place is a darkened mess, like someone had a fight in here.
Anderson is addressing a figure slumped in a corner by the radiator (hold the suspense; don’t reveal 
Miguel just yet)…

LETTERER: If you could do some kind of gnarly bubble and font for Miguel’s dialogue throughout that 
would be ace!

ANDERSON: I’M NOT HERE TO ARREST YOU, CITIZEN.
FIGURE BY THE RADIATOR: HRRRRRR...?

2.) Anderson sees the figure’s wrist is shackled to the radiator with a pair of handcuffs.
The man’s fingertips are smeared with blood.

CAPTION: HE WAS FREE WHEN CARDENAS LEFT HIM. LOOKS LIKE HE CUFFED HIMSELF AND TOSSED THE KEY.
ANDERSON: I’M HERE TO HELP YOU.
FIGURE: INTERESSSSTING…

3.) Okay, NOW we reveal Miguel (slim, early 20s; a seasoned hustler), his clothes are torn and his 
face and neck are covered with fresh claw marks (hence the bloody fingers).
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He grins up at Anderson, a catlike gleam in his eye, like a feral beast waiting to pounce. Is he 
possessed by a demon? Or is he just crazy?

CAPTION: INJURIES APPEAR SELF-INFLICTED. VOICE SOUNDS MORE LIKE A TORTURED CAT THAN A HUMAN 
BEING. 
CAP: CAN’T SEE EMPTY BOTTLES OR DRUG PARAPHERNALIA. NO SMELL OF ALCOHOL, CHEMS OR VOMIT. A 
KOOK CASE?
MIGUEL: WRONG NUMBERRR!

4.) Close on Anderson, struggling to read Miguel’s mind, her psi-sense shimmering around her head.

CAPTION: STRANGE. HIS THOUGHTS SLIP PAST ME LIKE FISH, TOO FAST FOR ME TO CATCH.
CAP: ALL I CAN FEEL IS TERROR... BUT HE’S LUCID, LIKE HE’S SUPPRESSING IT SOMEHOW.

5.) Closer on Anderson, fearful.

CAPTION: THAT FEAR FEELS… FAMILIAR.
CAP: LIKE BEING TRAPPED, HELPLESS, KNOWING SOMETHING WORSE THAN DEATH IS WAITING FOR YOU...

PAGE SEVEN

1.) Pull back as Anderson gets a grip on herself and surveys the room.

CAP: FOCUS, ANDERSON. THERE’S MORE GOING ON HERE. SOMETHING THAT CONNECTS TO THE CARTEL.
CAP: I NEED FACTS IF I’M GOING TO FIND MY WAY THROUGH FERNÁNDEZ’S HEAD. SO WHAT HAVE WE GOT?

2.) In the bedroom, she sees a gym-bag stuffed with shirts and underwear.

CAPTION: ITEM: BAG FULL OF SHIRTS AND UNDERWEAR. LOOKS LIKE HE WAS GOING SOMEWHERE.

3.) Back in the living room, there’s a small picture of Christ on the mantelpiece, the frame draped 
with a rosary.

This is flanked by a small figurine of the Virgin, and a couple of tealight-type candles.

CAPTION: ITEM: A GOOD CATHOLIC BOY.

4.) Curious, Anderson dabs at one of the candles.

CAPTION: THE CANDLEWAX IS STILL SOFT.
CAP: SO WHAT MAKES A DRUG DEALER STAY HOME AND PRAY ON A NIGHT WHEN EVERYONE IN THE BARRIO 
IS ON THE STREETS LOOKING TO BUY?

5.) Anderson looks back at Miguel; she’s deep in thought.

CAPTION: FEAR. BUT FEAR OF WHAT?
CAP: HIS EMPLOYERS? THE LAST DEALER WHO OFFENDED THE CARTEL GOT HIS HEAD SAWN OFF ON CAMERA.

6.) Miguel stares back at her, eyes gleaming, curious.

CAPTION: SO WHAT MIGHT FERNÁNDEZ HAVE DONE TO UPSET THEM?
CAP: I HAVE A HUNCH…
MIGUEL: WRONG NUMBERRR…
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PAGE EIGHT

1.) Anderson has pulled open an air vent in the wall and is feeling about inside the cavity.

CAPTION: WHATEVER HE’S EARNING IT CAN’T BE MUCH IF HE’S LIVING IN THIS RATHOLE.
CAP: START WITH THE OBVIOUS HIDING SPOTS. AIR VENTS…

2.) Now she’s searching the icebox of the small fridge in the kitchen.

CAPTION: ICEBOX.

3.) Close-up of a frozen block of banknotes, which Anderson has discovered hidden inside a ready-meal 
packet marked ‘E-Z SYNTHETTI BOLOGNESE’.

CAPTION: LOOKS LIKE MY HUNCH WAS RIGHT. FERNÁNDEZ HAS BEEN SKIMMING HIS DEALS.
CAP: MUST HAVE KNOWN THE CARTEL WERE ON TO HIM.

4.) Miguel grins from across the room, a sinister gleam in his eyes. (If possible, get the altar on 
the mantelpiece in shot as well.)

CAPTION: HE KNEW MAKING A RUN FOR IT WOULD BE A LONG-SHOT... AND A HAIL MARY PASS COULD 
ALWAYS USE AN EXTRA HAIL MARY, RIGHT?
CAP: PRAYING MUST HAVE TRIGGERED HIS MENTAL BREAKDOWN SOMEHOW. I WONDER WHAT HAPPENED…
MIGUEL: HEHEHEHEHE…

5.) Close on Anderson, frustrated.

MIGUEL (off): HE GOT THE WRONG NUMBER!

PAGE NINE

1.) Pull back as Anderson speaks into her fist, annoyed.
Miguel leers at her; give a clear outline of her body so we get a sense of what he’s leering at.

CAPTION: WHATEVER. THE SOONER WE GET HIM OUT OF HERE THE BETTER.
ANDERSON: ANDERSON TO CONTROL. REQUESTING MED-WAGON TO LANSDALE APARTMENTS, HAB 237. PICKING 
UP MIGUEL FERNÁNDEZ, KOOK CASE FOR PSI-INTERROGATION ON SUSPICION OF DRUG TRAFFICKING.
MIGUEL: I LIKE HER BODY. BETTER THAN YOURRRS.

2.) Close on Anderson, startled; Miguel’s words have struck a nerve.

JAG NO TAIL: COPY THAT, ANDERSON. MED-WAGON INBOUND.
MIGUEL (off): FIRM AS A PEACH, FRESH FROM THE TREEEEE…

3.) Anderson turns to Miguel, angry.

ANDERSON: WHAT DID YOU SAY?
CAPTION: THERE’S A VOICE IN MY HEAD. CAN’T TELL IF IT’S MINE OR HIS.

4.) Close on Miguel, grinning to himself.

CAPTION: IT’S DESCRIBING WHAT HAPPENED WHEN I WAS CAPTURED IN PEACH TREES.
CAP: THE PERPS SHOVING ME DOWN THE CORRIDOR. THE EMPTY HOLSTER AT MY SIDE. THE DOG SNAPPING 
AT MY LEGS.
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MIGUEL: THAAAAT’S IT…

5.) Close on Anderson, truly scared.

CAPTION: THE STINK OF THEIR SWEAT. THE THREATS AND PROMISES.
CAP: I WAS LUCKY THAT DAY. BUT WHAT ABOUT TOMORROW OR THE DAY AFTER THAT…?

PAGE TEN

1.) Meanwhile, in the street below, Judge Cardenas is still arguing with the landlord by the front 
door.

Cardenas has his back to the road; a vehicle has just pulled up behind him.

LANDLORD: BUT JUDGE--
CARDENAS: CITIZEN, I’M NOT GONNA TELL YOU AGAIN. WE’LL DO WHAT WE CAN.

2.) Close on the Landlord, terrified as he yells at someone behind Cardenas.

CARDENAS: NOW FOR THE LAST TIME, MOVE ALONG BEFORE I HAVE TO--
LANDLORD: MADRE DE DIOS!

3.) REVEAL: The Landlord flees as Cardenas turns to look behind him.

He sees a gleaming SUV full of cartel thugs pointing an assortment of military-grade firearms at 
him. (The thugs are mid-twenties, baseball caps, balaclavas, t-shirts, jeans, check shirts; NO body 
armour.)

Foremost among the thugs is the biggest and meanest, who wears a skull-face bandana over the lower-
half of his face. (He appears later, so we’ll call him SKULL-FACE.) He’s pointing a pump-action 
shotgun at Cardenas’ head.

CARDENAS: HUH?

4.) Back upstairs, Anderson snaps out of her trance, awakened by the gunshot in the street below.
Miguel is wild and frantic.

SFX (from outside): BDAM!
ANDERSON: CARDENAS!
MIGUEL: THEY’RE COOOOOMING!

5.) Skull-Face and his crew storm through the front door, as the residents flee for cover (include 
that little girl and the baby among these if you can).

CAPTION (Miguel): ‘THEY’RRRE COMING FOR US BOTH!’

DTP: NEXT ISSUE: DANCING WITH THE DEAD!
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Mega-City One, the cusp of the twenty-second century. Eight hundred million 
people are living in the ruin of the old world, a planet devastated by atomic war. 
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