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EXT. NE~ MEXICO DESERT 

A BL:SDING ~HI7E FIRESALL erupts and su~sides into a 
~CSHROO~ CLO~J: an ATO~!C BO~B has Just exploded. 

~e see images of destroyed tract hous~s. melted 
automobiles, and suburban rubble, then the VOICE OF A 
NARRATOR explains that·we have just seen one of the many 
nuclear tests of the mid-1950's ••• 

PULL BACK TO REVEAL we are watching a 16mm documentary in 
a HIGH SCHOOL CLASSROOM full of STUDENTS. 

As the army makes preparations for another atomic test, 
the narration is interrupted by OFFSCREEN SINGING. 

SINGER (0.S.) 
"T don't want to di-i-i-ie •.. " 

STUDENT HEADS turn to see who's singing. 

SINGER (0.S., co~t'd) 
" I d o n ' t "a n t t o d i - i - i - i e ·. ~,..: " .. ('"'\ ? ) 

Mo r e h e a d s t u r n • The v o i c ~ b e ,1 o ,n .$ ~ t c 

~ARTY McFLY, 

. .,,. 
C . \ 

\. . 
' \ 

'._) 

·...; 

!7, a good looking kid ~ho wears mirrored Porsche 
sunglasses, and has a walkman plugged into his ears. He's 
play;ng "air guitar" to his tape, and he's comple:ely 
o~livious to his surroundings. 

His mirrored sunglasses reflect an exploding mushroom 
cloud in the documentary. 

MARTY (cont'd) 
"I don't want to di-i-i-ie ••• " 

Suddenly the room lights come on and the projector 
down. Marty continues singing. 

MARTY (cont'd) 
"No, no, no, baby, I just don't want 
to di-i-i-i----" 

The TEACH~R. HRS. WOODS, 45, steps over and unplugs 
~arty's Walkman. She's not smiling • 

is shut 
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~arty reQoves his s~nglasses and opens his eyes. 
U?On seeing her grim visage looking down on him. 

~RS. \OOODS 
~~. ~cFly: dentetion! 

I ST . !'1 R . ST R I CK!.. A N D ' S .o FF I CE D A Y 

He gul?s 

Ct.:T TO: 

The nameplate on t:.he man's desk says "MR. STRICKLAND." 
Every school has one---a stern, humorless disciplinarian 
""ho was born old and stayed that way his entire life. He 
looks 60 but he could be 160. 

His office is functionally sparse. HARTY sits facing him 
in the $ingle uncomf~rtable wooden chair. He's sat here 
before 

MR. STRICKLAND 
(extending his hand) 

Give it to me, McFly. 

Marty sighs, then hands over his Walkman, 
·"'= \., ... ~ 

St rick land examines i t moment a r i l ,!", 1~t h ·~\ 1 p laces it in the 
i,.:ooowoRKING VICE mounted on the.-coin'l:"r of his desk. ,.,. ' "' .- \.- v 
~arty f id gets u n com for t~~-bl y ~ 

\.) ' 
Strickland gazes at him, then gives the vice a hard, mean 
wr~nch. The Walkman CRUNCHES~ .. it sounds like bones 
breaking. 

I 

Marty cringes. 

Strickland smiles sadistically and hands it back to him. 

MR. STRICKLAND 
That's number three, isn't it? 

MARTY 
Four. 

HR. STRICKLAND 
You don't like school, do you, McFly? 

MARTY 
Nope. 

MR. STRICKLAND 
"Nope," what? 



• 

• 

• 

-3-

!1ARTY 
Nope, sir. 

~R. STRICKLAND 
"~ope, si:-," •hat.., 

Marty gives him a look, then S?its it all out. 

I 

MARTY 
Nope, sir, Mi. Strickland, sir, I do not 
like school, sir. 

MR. STRICKLAND 
(snaps at him) 

You've got a real attitude problem, 
you know that? 

(opens a file on his desk) 
You're a slacker, HcFly. You've got 
aptitude, but you don't apply your­
self. You're a slacker. 

(shakes his head) 
I remember your father when he was 
a student here. He was a slacker, 
too •.. and look where it got hir:i: 
nowhere . .---. _,,. ...,. .. 

MARTY . .\ ) : 
You can say that again) . ~ 

._,. -......,; 
~R. STRICKLAND 

~at ch you .. r. mouth, HcFly---that' s 
your attitude problem again. Your 
father may very well be a gutless 
worm who never amounted to anything, 
but he's still your father. I 
will not tolerate such disrespect 
in my office. 

HARTY 
Yes, sir. 

MR. STRICKLAND 
Now, for slacking off in class and in 
this office, your punishment is 
2 weeks in detention, with me, 
starting this afternoon • 

• 
MARTY 

This afternoon? But I can't! 

HR. STRICKLAND 
What did you say? 
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MARTY 
Please, sir, my rock band has an 
audition at I.. o'clock :oday for 
the Y~CA dance. It's really i~por­
tant that I be there. Let me off 
Just today, and I'll take detention 
for the rest of the month •.• 
For :he rest of the year, even! 

Strickland eyes him, considering this. 

MR. STRICKLAND 
This audition is THAT important to you? 

MARTY 
Oh, yes, sir. 

MR. STR !CK~.AN D 
~ell, in that case, let me remind 
you: the penalty for cutting 
detention is expulsion. 

(a beat) 
See you after school. Today. 

(a beat) 
Slacker • 

:-1arty is sick. 

IST. A wALL~CLOCK 
~\ \ \ 
'"" ... It ' s 1 3 ~ 3 8. \} 

WIDER 

CUT TO: 

A regular history classroom used as detention after hours. 
STRICKLAND sits at the desk, reading a book at least 50 
years old entitled "Modern Discipline." He glances around 
the room occasionally. 

8 or 10 STUDENTS are seated far apart from each other 
throughout the room. All are supposedly studying. 

MARTY stares at the clock, then gazes longingly out the 
tall windows. Direct sunlight pours in ••• also reminding 
him of the time. He looks around: isn't there any way out 
of here? 

A FAT KID, JENKISS, raises his hand. 

JENKINS 
Mr. Strickland, can I be excused to go 
to the bathroom, please? 
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~R. STRICILASD 
No. 

~arty notices the S?RISKL~R SYSTE~ runn:ng alcng the 
c~iling. Locking around, he sees a CAROCS£L SLID£ 
PROJECTOR near the pencil sharpener. Again he looks at 
the sun ... he's getting an idea. 

~ GIRL COUGHS. 

HR. STRICKLAND 
Miss Fre~man, any further outbursts 
like that will result in your receiving 
5 more detentions ••• 

(notices Marty has his hand up) 
~hat is it, HcFly? 

MARTY 
May I sharpen my pencil, sir? 

MR. STRICKLAND 
' You have only one pencil,,.; ~r. ~cFly? 

Only a slacker comes t~: ~~hool with 
just one penc~l. ~ ~' 

~ARTY 
It'll never happen again, sir. 

~R. STRICKLAND 
Be quick about ~t. 

As Marty heads for the pencil sharpener, he shoves a piece 
of BU~BLE GUM in his mouth and starts chewing like mad. 

He steps alongside the slide projector and surreptiously 
sneaks the lens into his jacket pocket. He quickly 
sharpens his pencil and hurries back to his seat. 

Now Strickland stands up and starts toward ~arty! Did he 
see Marty swipe the lens? No, he's merely ''patrolling" 
the room. 

When Strickland isn't looking, .Marty produces a matchbook 
and a rubber band from the pencil pouch of his loose leaf 
~inder. He opens the matchbook cover and sticks his gum 
to the backside. 

He waits for Strickland to walk past him, then quickly, 
Marty stands and, using the rubber band, fires the 
matchbook at the ceiling • 

,_ 






































































































































































































































	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	




