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Page One 

Panel 1 (Large establishing shot, top third of page): 

A sweeping view of New Vista Estates from an elevated angle, showing 
the concentric circles of perfect Tudor and Colonial homes 
arranged around a central park. The morning sun bathes everything 
in golden light. Maintenance drones hover like elegant butterflies 
over immaculate gardens. In the distance, we see the community 
center's gleaming spire. Several residents walk their designer 
dogs on perfectly manicured sidewalks. 

     Caption: NEW VISTA ESTATES, 2040 

     Caption: "Where Reality Is What You Make It” 

Panel 2 (Half width, middle row): 

Medium shot of Maya Chen (16) checking her reflection in a store 
window. Through the filter, she's the picture of teenage 
perfection: flawless skin, perfectly styled hair, designer 
uniform. Her reflection shows subtle hints of digital enhancement 
slightly too perfect to be real. 

     Maya (thought): Another perfect day in paradise... 

Panel 3 (Half width, beside Panel 2): 

Same shot, but we see a momentary glitch in Maya's reflection, for 
just a split second, a ghostly overlay shows cracked windows and 
wearing paint behind the pristine facade. Maya's expression shows 
the slightest hint of concern. 

     SFX: bzzt (small, subtle) 

Panel 4 (Wide panel, bottom third): 

Ground-level shot of Maya approaching the community center for her 
filter update. The digital billboard dominates the foreground, 
displaying "1,847 DAYS WITHOUT VISUAL DISRUPTION" in sleek 
holographic letters. Behind it, we see other teens Maya's age 
heading for their updates, all perfectly groomed and smiling. A 
maintenance drone passes overhead, casting a shadow that looks 
momentarily like a surveillance camera. 

     Caption: Time for my monthly filter update. Just like the other 
199 households in our little slice of suburban heaven. 



     SFX: whrrr (subtle, from drone) 

Panel 5 (Small inset panel, bottom right corner): 

Close-up of Maya's eyes as she looks up at the community center. In 
her irises, we see the faintest reflection of static, a tiny 
imperfection in an otherwise flawless scene. 

     Maya (thought): Sometimes I wonder what we're not seeing... 

End of Page One 

 

Page Two 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top quarter of page): 

Interior of the community center's update room. Pristine white walls 
curve into a domed ceiling. Through the filter, it looks like a 
high-end spa meets Apple store. Dr. Park (42) stands beside a 
sleek examination chair, his filtered appearance projecting calm 
professionalism. Various holographic displays float around the 
chair. Maya sits nervously, her hands gripping the armrests. 

    Caption: The New Vista Community Center. Where our "reality 
maintenance" happens. 

    Dr. Park: Ready for your update, Maya? You seem tense. 

Panel 2 (One third page width): 

Close-up of Dr. Park's hands adjusting the filter update equipment. 
Through the filter, it resembles elegant jewelry more than medical 
equipment. His fingers move with practiced precision, but we 
notice a slight tremor. 

    SFX: beep... beep... beep... 

    Dr. Park: Just a routine scan and optimization. Nothing to worry 
about. 

Panel 3 (One third page width): 

Close-up of Maya's face as the scan begins. Her expression is serene 
but her eyes betray concern. The holographic interface reflects in 
her pupils. 



    Maya: You say that every month, Dr. Park. 

    SFX: whirrrr 

Panel 4 (One third page width): 

The equipment suddenly sparks. Extreme close-up of Dr. Park's face 
showing alarm breaking through his professional facade. For a 
split second, we see his unfiltered appearance - tired eyes, worry 
lines, greying hair. 

    SFX: BZZZZT! 

    Dr. Park: That's not supposed to-- 

Panel 5 (Half page, bottom): 

A dramatic split panel showing the room from Maya's POV as the filter 
glitches. The left side shows the pristine filtered reality 
breaking apart like shattered glass. The right side reveals the 
truth: water-stained ceiling tiles, flickering fluorescent lights, 
outdated medical equipment held together with tape and hope. Dr. 
Park reaches for the emergency shutdown, his filtered appearance 
fracturing to show his true, weathered self. 

    Maya: Oh my god... 

    Dr. Park: Maya, don't panic-- 

    SFX: KRA-KKZZZZT! 

    Maya (thought): Is this... reality? 

End of Page Two 

 

Page Three 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, quarter page): 

Maya stumbles out of the community center's main entrance. Split 
perspective showing the same scene filtered/unfiltered: On the 
filtered side, pristine glass doors and marble steps; on the 
unfiltered side, scratched plexiglass and cracked concrete. A 
maintenance drone buzzes overhead, its sleek filtered appearance 
breaking down to reveal rusty joints and exposed wiring. 



    Maya (thought): This can't be happening... 

    SFX: bzzt-bzzt (small, from Maya's malfunctioning filter) 

Panel 2 (Third of a page, vertical panel): 

Maya passes Mrs. Johnson's famous rose garden. Three-way split panel 
showing: top the filtered version with perfect roses, middle - a 
glitched transition, bottom the reality of withered plants and 
plastic flowers stuck in dry earth. Mrs. Johnson stands watering 
nothing with an empty hose, blissfully unaware. 

    Mrs. Johnson: Beautiful day for gardening, Maya dear! 

    Maya: Y-yes, Mrs. Johnson... 

    SFX: pssssssst (from the empty hose) 

Panel 3 (Small square panel): 

Close-up of Maya's face, sweating, distressed. Her own filtered 
appearance keeps glitching, showing moments of natural teenage 
imperfections beneath the digital perfection. 

    Maya (thought): I need to get this fixed. Now. 

Panel 4 (Half page width): 

Maya approaches the local repair shop. Through the filter, it's a 
gleaming tech boutique. Through the glitches, we see a dingy 
storefront with flickering "FILTER REPAIRS" neon sign. A line of 
people waiting outside all appear perfectly filtered, ignorant of 
their surroundings. 

    Repair Tech (from inside): Two week waiting list! No exceptions! 

Panel 5 (Half page width): 

Inside Maya's bedroom. The filtered version shows a perfect teen 
sanctuary with holographic posters and pristine furniture. Reality 
bleeds through showing peeling wallpaper, a cracked vanity mirror, 
and outdated furniture. Maya sits on her bed, which glitches 
between pristine and worn. 

    Maya (thought): Two weeks seeing... this? 

    SFX: bzzt (from filter glitch) 



Panel 6 (Small panel, bottom right): 

Extreme close-up of Maya's eyes in her mirror, determination 
replacing fear. One eye shows filtered perfection, the other shows 
natural brown iris with subtle imperfections. 

    Maya (thought): Unless... this is what I'm supposed to see. 

End of Page three 

 

Page Four 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top third): 

Maya rummages through her closet, pulling out random items until she 
finds an old analog camera buried beneath a pile of clothes and 
dusty keepsakes. The filtered view on the left half of the panel 
shows everything arranged neatly, with soft pastel colors and no 
dust in sight. On the right half, we see reality: cluttered 
shelves, clothes spilling out, and dust floating in the air. 

    Maya (thought): If my filter’s busted, maybe I can... see for 
myself. 

Panel 2 (Vertical, one-third width): 

Close-up of the camera in Maya’s hands. Through her glitching filter, 
it looks pristine, like a collectible piece. In reality, it’s old 
and scratched, with a faded leather strap barely holding it 
together. 

    Maya (whispering to herself): Let's see what you can do. 

Panel 3 (Wide panel, two-thirds width): 

Maya stands in front of her bedroom window, aiming the analog camera 
outside. Through the filter, the street view is bright and 
perfect: kids playing in the park, a young couple walking a 
purebred dog, flowers blooming everywhere. The camera’s lens, 
however, captures the unfiltered reality: cracked sidewalks, 
rusted playground equipment, and a chain-link fence around a dying 
lawn. 

    SFX: click     Maya (thought): The camera shows it… all of it. 



Panel 4 (Small square, bottom left): 

Close-up of the camera’s screen displaying the photograph she just 
took, raw and unfiltered. Maya’s finger hovers near the screen, as 
if hesitant to look closer. 

    Maya (thought): I’m really seeing it. 

Panel 5 (Small square, bottom right): 

Close-up of Maya’s eyes, filled with determination, narrowing 
slightly as she looks at the camera screen. 

    Maya (thought): I’m going to find out what they’ve been hiding. 

End of Page Four 

 

Page Five 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top third): 

Exterior shot of Sunset Valley Retirement Villa. The filtered version 
makes it look like a luxury resort: fountains, manicured lawns, 
gleaming windows. Reality shows it as a run-down facility with 
cracked walls, broken fountains, and dead patches in the grass. 

    Caption: Sunset Valley Retirement Villa. “Five-star care in a 
six-star setting.” 

Panel 2 (Vertical, one-third width): 

Maya stands at the reception desk, her glitching filter still making 
her look slightly too perfect. The receptionist, a young man with 
a strained smile, has a filter on that makes him look cheerful and 
professional, but through Maya’s perspective, his shirt is 
stained, and his eyes are tired. 

    Receptionist: Visiting hours are over soon, miss. You’d better be 
quick. 

Panel 3 (Wide panel, two-thirds width): 

Maya walks down a dimly lit hallway toward Mrs. Rodriguez’s room. The 
filtered version shows glossy wood paneling and decorative sconces 



casting warm light. In reality, the paint is peeling, the floor 
tiles are chipped, and the lighting flickers. 

    Maya (thought): So much for “state of the art.” 

Panel 4 (Half-width, bottom left): 

Maya stands in the doorway of Mrs. Rodriguez’s room. Mrs. Rodriguez, 
frail but alert, sits in her armchair surrounded by stacks of 
notebooks, some hidden partially under a blanket. Filtered, her 
room looks like a hotel suite. In reality, the bed’s sheets are 
thin and worn, and her chair is patched with duct tape. 

    Maya: Mrs. Rodriguez? I… I think I see things the way you do. 

Panel 5 (Half-width, bottom right): 

Mrs. Rodriguez looks up, a spark of hope in her eyes as she appraises 
Maya. Her expression is a mix of caution and curiosity. 

    Mrs. Rodriguez: Then maybe… you’re just the person I’ve been 
waiting for. 

End of Page Five 

 

Page Six 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top third): 

Mrs. Rodriguez hands Maya one of her journals, a worn notebook filled 
with meticulous notes. Maya flips through the pages, which show 
descriptions of the retirement home’s true conditions alongside 
sketches of how it appears with the filter. 

    Mrs. Rodriguez: I’ve documented everything. Every broken promise. 
Every cut corner. They rely on our filters to hide it all. 

Panel 2 (Half-width, middle row): 

Close-up of Maya reading a specific entry in the journal, her 
eyebrows furrowing. The entry details neglect in the facility, 
like meals being skipped or medications being rationed. 

    Maya: How did they get away with this? 



Panel 3 (Half-width, beside Panel 2): 

Mrs. Rodriguez’s face, calm but resolute, as she leans forward. 

    Mrs. Rodriguez: Filters make everything look fine. They distract 
people with illusions, keep them comfortable… and blind. 

Panel 4 (Wide panel, bottom third): 

Maya sits next to Mrs. Rodriguez, the journal still open in her 
hands. They both look out the window together, Maya’s expression 
shifting from anger to determination. 

    Maya: My dad helped make all this possible. I have to stop it… 
but I don’t know how. 

    Mrs. Rodriguez: Start by showing people what they’re too scared 
to see. 

End of Page Six 

 

Page Seven 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top third): 

Maya walks into her father’s office. The room is filtered to look 
sleek and modern, but her glitching filter shows reality creeping 
in: piles of paperwork, dust, and general disorder. Her father, 
Marcus, sits at his desk, looking at holographic reports. 

    Maya: Dad, we need to talk. 

Panel 2 (Vertical, one-third width): 

Marcus looks up, momentarily surprised. His filter is flawless, 
showing him as composed and put-together, but Maya’s 
malfunctioning filter reveals hints of dark circles under his eyes 
and gray at his temples. 

    Marcus: Maya? Is everything alright? 

Panel 3 (Wide panel, two-thirds width): 



Maya holds up her analog camera, displaying one of the photos she 
took of New Vista in its decayed state. Her father’s expression 
shifts from confusion to alarm. 

    Maya: This is what our world really looks like, Dad. This is what 
your technology is hiding. 

Panel 4 (Wide panel, bottom third): 

Marcus stands up, looking both defensive and shaken. His filtered 
image cracks briefly, showing his vulnerability. 

    Marcus: Maya, I… I didn’t know it would go this far. It was 
supposed to make people happy, to make life better. 

    Maya: But at what cost? 

End of Page Seven 

 

Page Eight 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top third): 

Maya and Kai (her best friend) walk around the neighborhood, 
documenting various scenes. In the filtered version, everything 
looks perfect. In reality, they capture decayed infrastructure, 
rusted playgrounds, and malfunctioning drones. 

    Kai: I always thought people were just exaggerating when they 
talked about glitches… but this? 

    Maya: The whole neighborhood’s rotting, and no one even sees it. 

Panel 2 (Half-width, middle row): 

They’re confronted by Principal Hayes, who appears composed and 
friendly through the filter. In reality, she looks stern and 
weary. 

    Principal Hayes: Maya, Kai, this is private property. I can’t 
allow you to disrupt the peace. 

Panel 3 (Wide panel, two-thirds width): 

Maya, undeterred, holds up her camera defiantly. 



    Maya: Maybe it’s time people see what’s really going on here. 

End of Page Eight 

 

Page Nine 

Panel 1 (Large establishing shot, top third of page): 

The New Vista Estates community hall, a grand space designed to look 
like an upscale auditorium. Through the filter, it gleams with 
polished wood and velvet seating, and the residents appear 
polished and composed. Reality shows fraying carpets, cracked 
walls, and an aging sound system. The hall is packed with 
residents, all looking expectantly at the stage, where Maya stands 
nervously at a podium. 

    Caption: The New Vista Estates Monthly HOA Meeting. 

    Maya (thought): They’re all about to see it… everything. 

Panel 2 (Small square, close-up of Dr. Park in the control booth): 

Dr. Park sits in a small, dimly lit control booth at the back of the 
hall. He’s tense, a bead of sweat running down his temple as he 
taps at a keyboard to initiate the hack. The control screens 
around him show lines of code as the filter system destabilizes. 

    Dr. Park (muttering): Just a few more seconds… 

Panel 3 (Wide panel, two-thirds width): 

Maya stands at the podium, holding her analog camera up to the crowd. 
Her filter glitches intermittently, showing her natural 
self—teenage imperfections and all. She takes a deep breath and 
begins speaking. 

    Maya: You’ve been told this is paradise. That New Vista is the 
perfect community. But that’s… a lie. 

Panel 4 (Half-width, middle row): 

Close-up of Principal Hayes, sitting in the front row, her face a 
mask of forced calm. Through the filter, she appears perfectly 
composed, but cracks start to show in her appearance as the hack 
destabilizes the system. 



    Principal Hayes (whispering to an aide): Stop her. Now. 

Panel 5 (Wide, bottom third): 

Dr. Park hits "Enter" on his keyboard. A surge of static glitches 
across the entire hall as the filter system begins to fail. In a 
large split panel, the left side shows the crowd in their filtered 
perfection, while the right side shows reality breaking through: 
unpainted walls, worn-out seats, and anxious, tired faces as the 
illusion shatters. 

    SFX: KZZZTTT! 

    Maya: This… is what we’ve really been living in. 

End of Page Nine 

 

Page Ten 

Panel 1 (Full-width, top third): 

Pandemonium erupts as residents start to realize they’ve been living 
in a decaying illusion. The filtered reality around them fractures 
into shards, revealing crumbling infrastructure and peeling walls. 
Some people stand in shock, others gasp in horror, and a few shout 
angrily. 

    Resident 1: What… what is this? 

    Resident 2: This can’t be happening! This place was supposed to 
be perfect! 

Panel 2 (Half-width, middle left): 

Mrs. Rodriguez, seated near the front, struggles to her feet with the 
help of a cane. She faces the crowd, her voice steady and 
commanding, a figure of defiant truth amid the chaos. 

    Mrs. Rodriguez: For years, we’ve all been sleeping. Chasing 
comfort over truth. But what good is comfort if it’s built on 
lies? 

Panel 3 (Half-width, middle right): 



Maya’s father, Marcus, stands up from his seat near the back. His 
face is a mixture of shame and resignation, as if he’s finally 
come to terms with the impact of his invention. 

    Marcus: I... I helped create this technology, and I thought it 
would make life better. But all it’s done is blind us to what’s 
really happening here. 

Panel 4 (Wide, bottom third): 

Principal Hayes rushes to the podium, trying to regain control of the 
meeting. Her filtered image shatters fully, revealing a tired, 
stressed woman beneath the polished facade. Her face is taut with 
desperation as she tries to address the crowd. 

    Principal Hayes: This disruption is temporary! We’ll have the 
filters back online soon—please, everyone, remain calm! 

End of Page Ten 

 

Page Eleven 

Panel 1 (Wide panel, top third): 

Dr. Park appears from the control booth, joining Maya and Mrs. 
Rodriguez at the front of the hall. He’s carrying a tablet 
displaying his research, showing charts and data on the 
psychological effects of long-term filter use. The residents watch 
him with a mix of anger, fear, and curiosity. 

    Dr. Park: You all deserve to know the truth. Long-term exposure 
to filters has been proven to cause depression, anxiety… even loss 
of identity. The system wasn’t designed to help us—it was designed 
to control us. 

Panel 2 (Half-width, middle left): 

A young couple in the crowd look at each other, visibly shaken. The 
wife clutches her husband’s hand, realizing that everything 
they’ve been experiencing is a lie. 

    Young Woman: So... we’ve just been hiding from it all? 

    Young Man: I... I didn’t want to see this. 



Panel 3 (Half-width, middle right): 

Maya steps forward, addressing the crowd with conviction. 

    Maya: You don’t have to see it if you don’t want to. But the 
choice should be ours. We should decide what’s real, not some 
machine. 

Panel 4 (Wide panel, bottom third): 

Maya raises her analog camera and takes a picture of the crowd, 
capturing them in their natural, unfiltered state: anxious, 
flawed, but human. The flash lights up the hall, illuminating 
faces filled with a complex mix of emotions. 

    SFX: Click 

    Maya (thought): The first true picture of New Vista Estates. 

End of Page Eleven 

 

Page Twelve (Final Page) 

Panel 1 (Wide establishing shot, top third of page): 

Several days later. Maya stands outside with a small group of 
residents—some are her classmates, others are older neighbors. 
They’re looking at the true New Vista Estates, where repair crews 
have started fixing roads, landscaping teams are planting real 
flowers, and maintenance drones are being overhauled for actual 
repairs. 

    Caption: A few days after the truth came out, people started 
seeing things differently. Some left. Others stayed to rebuild. 

Panel 2 (Half-width, middle left): 

Mrs. Rodriguez stands beside Maya, watching the workers. She looks 
tired but proud, leaning on her cane as she surveys the slow but 
real improvements around them. 

    Mrs. Rodriguez: The first step to fixing something... is facing 
it. 

    Maya: And maybe it doesn’t have to be perfect. Just... real. 



Panel 3 (Half-width, middle right): 

Maya’s father, Marcus, approaches her with a hesitant expression. He 
no longer has his filter on, and he looks older, more vulnerable, 
but genuine. 

    Marcus: Maya... I’m sorry. I thought I was protecting you. 
Protecting everyone. 

    Maya: Maybe we all need to stop trying to protect ourselves from 
reality. 

Panel 4 (Wide panel, bottom third): 

The final shot shows Maya standing at the edge of the community, 
looking out over a sunset. On one side of the panel, a remnant of 
the filtered world lingers—a perfect, too-bright sunset with 
flawless clouds. On the other side, the true sunset: a bit dimmer, 
with scattered clouds, but vivid and alive. Maya stands at the 
center, her face determined, gazing out over the real world. 

    Caption: Reality isn’t perfect. But it’s ours. 

    Caption (in smaller text): The End 

End of Page Twelve 

THE END 


