The Law Clinic

By Dan Cooper

Episode One

1. Int. Early Morning

JOHN is taking us on a tour of the clinic

JOHN:
This is where all the magic happens (beat) Not Sex, mind you. Like. Work. We have a policy against that. Sex, that is. 

BOB, the boss appears.

BOB:
John, a word.

JOHN follows BOB into an ante-corridor, it’s claustrophobic, tight.


BOB:

If you hadn’t realised by now, we run this clinic at a substantial loss because of the good PR. However, in the last three years we’ve lost our Times Clinic Award, we’re handling over 300 claims against us for poor handling and our wills and probate department wants to expand. If you don’t produce something noteworthy in a fortnight, I’m shutting you down. 

JOHN:
(Motions to the camera, stammering)… c…cameras.

BOB wheels round to notice the camera for the first time. 

BOB (and V/O)
(Hand to the lens) Turn that fucking camera off! Off now!

After a pause, the camera is turned back on. JOHN is stood in the corridor, close to tears. He puts his hand over his eyes and starts to mutter to himself. He begins to rock back and forward, making noises as if he’s about to have a total nervous breakdown. After a while, he begins to hum the theme to Airwolf as he sobs to himself. 

DISSOLVE TO / OVERLAY

2. Ext. Day

Flyover of London (Stock Ft.)

NARR. (V/O)

In the heart of Legal London, the Myers-Whitlow corporation, one of the world’s top five Law firms runs a drop-in clinic for those who cannot afford…

3. Ext. Day

Eliot Garden (Narr. Angle, Show building, make it look like a company house)

NARR (Cotd.)

Representation of their own. Staffed by the students of the nearby City College London, they do all they can to use the sword of truth and the shield of law to right wrongs. These are their stories

4. Title Card

“the LAW Clinic”

5. Int. Day. An office.

A woman comes in, looking bedraggled. SAMMY is sat behind the desk. SAMMY, is at best retarded, at worst, escaped from a mental institution. SAMMY stares vacantly at the WOMAN. 

WOMAN:

So basically, my husband has run off with his new secretary and told me that I’ve got the two weeks before he gets back from Antigua to move all my stuff and the kids out.

SAMMY begins to use a shatterproof ruler as a catapault to throw materials out of the window.

WOMAN:

Timmy, my oldest is six, and he’s got leucemia, and Stephanie, my youngest is autistic, and if he leaves me without any money, I can’t afford to pay their school fees
SAMMY salaciously eyes up a Stapler. He begins to work out in his head if you can fire one using a ruler.

WOMAN:

And then there’s the mortgage, I paid at least half of the mortgage myself, I mean he can’t just take that all away from me can he?

We hear someone shout “Ow!” from beneath the window, after being hit by SAMMY’s stapler.

The WOMAN just stares at SAMMY, and SAMMY just stares back

6. Int. Afternoon.

JOHN:
it’s not all hard work though. Sometimes we sit around, express ourselves in other ways. Like today, we’re going to have a poetry recital in the office.

7. Int. Day. The Reception

A bewildered receptionist (Dumb blonde) stares vacantly at a potential client, who is speaking with a regional twang. Despite the fact it’s clearly understandable, she merely shrugs to camera, not understanding.

8. Int. Afternoon. The Poetry Recital. 

GEORGIE reads from a piece of paper, in monotone, like SHATNER (Earnestly)

GEORGIE:
You’re a cunt. And you know you are.

You’re a cunt, and you know you are.

You’re going home in the back of an Ambluance

You’re going home in the back of an Ambluance.

(Pregnant Pause)

You’re shit. And you know you are.

You’re shit, and you know you are.

And you’re going home in the back of an Ambluance.

There is silence, followed by the most half-arsed clapping you have ever seen.

9. Int. Day

Everyone is assembled in a room, listening to JOHN speak.

JOHN:

So that’s what’s happening. We need to find a successful case in two weeks. Anything. It’s got to be high profile enough to make bosses not shut us down. Any ideas?

SAMMY: (Mouth full of crisps as he speaks, matter spraying everywhere)

I vote me rape Jilly

(He waves his arms lasciviously at JILLY, who backs away)

SAMMY:
then you can sue me

JOHN:

Any suggestions that aren’t appalling?

GARY steps forward, brandishing a copy of the times.

GARY:

Uhm, yeah. I got something!. This guy in the Times, he’s going to be extradited without trial, and no-one wants to represent him. It’s a big hoo-hah.

SAMMY:
I’ll rape that guy!

JOHN: (Ignoring SAMMY)

He’s going to be extradited without trial? And he’s in the paper? And No-one wants to represent him? What’d he do?

GARY: (Waves vaguely at the paper)
Stuff. I couldn’t be bothered to read about

JOHN:
That’s settled that then! We’re going to represent this guy!, we’re gonna get him off, stop his extradition, and get the clinic noticed in the papers, with all the associated fame We’re gonna save the Law Clinic!

10. Title Card.

TO BE CONTINUED.

The Law Clinic

By Dan Cooper

Episode 2

1. Int. SAMMY’s OFFICE. Day

SAMMY is sat behind a desk. 

A Dishevelled bloke staggers in, he’s run a long way, and is desperate.

MAN:

You’ve gotta help me!

SAMMY leans forward. 

MAN:

I’ve just raped Tori Amos!

SAMMY:
Who hasn’t these days?

JOHN has been in the open doorway all this time. 

JOHN: (Disgusted)

You disgust me. She’ll bring out another album now. Bastard. 

The music starts playing as we cut to…

2. Ext. Day

Flyover of London (Stock Ft.)

NARR. (V/O)

In the heart of Legal London, the Myers-Whitlow corporation, one of the world’s top five largest Law firms runs a drop-in clinic for those who cannot afford

3. Ext. Day

Eliot Garden (Narr. Angle, Show building, make it look like a company house)

NARR (Cotd)

Representation of their own. Staffed by the students of the nearby City College London, they do all they can to use the sword of truth and the shield of law to right wrongs. These are their stories

4. Title Card

“the LAW Clinic”

5. Int. Interrogation Room. Day. 

SUNLIGHT plays through windows, its high noon. 

This whole sequence reads as a series of single shots, between ECU and wides. Use your discretion. It’s also dialogue heavy, so good acting is required.

JOHN sits at the table, waiting for the suspect to be brought in. Two men do so, and sit him down at a table. His ASSISTANT, silently, enters behind JOHN and sits down at another end of the TABLE. John is between the two.

JOHN:

Hello.

THE ACCUSED:

I hear that you are my representation for my trial.

JOHN:

That’s what I’m here to find out, yeah.

THE ACCUSED:
I find it an irony that I have been in your country barely months, and I am to be tried by my peers, twelve men and women who have lived here all their lives, yet they do not see me as peer enough to allow me to live alongside them, in freedom.

JOHN:

What did you do that blocked your application?

THE ACCUSED:

What any man in good conscience would do under the circumstances. Make a move toward freedom from oppression.

JOHN: (Forgetting himself)
I hear that. My boss is such a bastard I shat in his desk drawer last month… (beat) You probably had to do a little more than that for you freedom, yes?

THE ACCUSED:
Yes

JOHN:
What will happen to you if you don’t get amnesty in the UK?

THE ACCUSED:
Then either my own people, or more likely the Americans will come for me. In large numbers, and I will die like a Dog.

JOHN:

(preg. Pause) Fair enough.

JOHN puts his head down to pull out a file from under the desk. As he does, the ASSISTANT releases a PILL from under his wrist, and slides it across the Table, and excuses himself. JOHN notices, and steals it for himself before THE ACCUSED can see it.

JOHN:
Well, I’ve given you that, now I’m off.

THE ACCUSED:
Thank you for your faith. 

6. JOHN leaves, and as he stands outside the room in the empty corridor, he sniffs the pill.

JOHN:
Potassium Chloride?

7. Int. Day. Law Clinic office

JOHN:
Everyone, what is the name of this character we’re defending?

6. Int. Evening. JOHN”S KITCHEN

JOHN is in his KITCHEN. 

The Law Clinic

Episode Three

By Dan Cooper

1. MONTAGE. On a TV/Monitor. Various news channels are declaring that Myers-Whitlow are defending Osama Bin Laden at his trial, we flick between various pieces of Exposition.

BBC NEWS:
Osama Bin Laden has selected a defence lawyer from the Myers-Whitlow Law clinic

ITN:

The terrorist, wanted by the Americans since 2001 has undergone several plastic surgeries to prevent his capture

X NEWS:

JOHN DAVIES and his team are defending Bin Laden, apparently they weren’t aware who the mystery client they would be defending was until days ago.

MTV NEWS:
The Americans are furious that Laden is not handed over to them immediately, but Bin Laden has claimed that he will only get a fair and public trial in the UK

2. Int. Day. 

The camera pulls away from the monitor into JOHN’s apartment. He’s sat/stood at a window, whiskey in hand.

As this scene runs, credits run along the lower strip of the screen, Lost stylee.

JOHN is surrounded. One side, he’s got the CIA hit men. On another, Bob & The clinic staff, on another Bin Laden, and approaching in the distance, is the Police.

JOHN:
You know it’s all crazy, you know? How these things end. Crazy. I just wanted to keep my job, that’s why I became a lawyer. I came from a single parent family and my mum worked double shifts every day for a decade in order to pay for me to get halfway to Unievrsity. I thought I could use the power of the law to help those who were being put down by all the evil, selfish bastards in this world. I really did. You can imagine how I felt when I was approached by Myers-Whitlow to run their clinic! At my age!.

(beat)

I was being given a huge responsibility and a huge amount of talent. I was gonna finally stop having to do shitty conveyancing and personal injury law. Now I could stop the bastards griding the little man down. (beat)

Wanna know what I wound up doing? Blokes caught stealing from Woolworths and didn’t qualify for legal aid. Divorce cases where both of them deserved to go to hell. My heart just fell out of it all. Really. 

(beat)

So then everything goes tits up, and Bob’s wanting to close the clinic down, and I’ve lost the dream. For the first time in my life, I’ve got nowhere else to go. I’ve not got a great destination where I can set my sights on so that I can improve my life. I’m just here. Circling the toilet, I’ve got hitmen on one side, the world’s most wanted on the other, and It’s not what I wanted, you know. I’ve even resorted to petty crime!

JOHN pulls out a pill.

JOHN: (to Osama)

One of your mates slipped this across to you. Or so he thought. I had it away first. Figured that he committing suicide wouldn’t really help matters, you know?

(beat)

Gawd. I’m effectively stealing drugs from a bloke in prison. How sad is that?

So yeah. All I want to say is, to you Osama, you’re a cunt, fuck you. Bob, I was the one that shat in your desk, because you’re a closet homosexual, and I think also, a nazi and to you Yanks, I wanna say thank you, for forcing me to do this.

x. Cotd. In Slow Motion

a) JOHN throws the pill into his mouth as the clinic staff rushes him. He slumps in their arms and is let to fall softly on the floor.

b) The CIA rush the Terrorists, and are captured.

c) Bob looks on, stony faced.

d) the clinic staff carry JOHN away from the melee.

e) The noise of the Police and Ambluance overrides the sound as we fade to black.

x. An Alleyway

The Clinic staff lets the body of JOHN rest on the floor, as the female members of the crew start to weep.

SAMMY looks around. When he’s satisfied.

SAMMY:
it’s safe

JOHN: (Smiling)

Gorgeous.

JOHN Leaps to his feet.

GARY:
How the hell did you survive that?

X. ECU on John’s chest

John opens his shirt. He has traintrack scars.

JOHN:

Potassium chloride can’t stop your heart if you’ve got a pacemaker.

x. Back.

SALLY:
What for you now then?

JOHN:
Time for a Fresh start, don’t ya think? The clinic is yours now. Oh, and that dude who raped Tori Amos is gonna need representation

SAMMY:
Well. Not good representation. He still needs to go to prison.

JOHN:

Why do you think I let you handle the case? Now. Go forth and lose cases put some evil men behind bars for me.


x. Slow-mo

The Clinic exchange parting pleasantries. Sammy passes John a backpack and coat. 

John walks off down the alleyway, to new things.

SAMMY:
(final line – must be funny) 

