SPATCHCOCK Q.C.
1. Int. A Death Bed.

A caption appears ‘1993’

John Spatchcock is his early 20’s. He sits at the bed of his dying brother, Steven. The camera is low. Steven is silent, John holding tightly onto his hand. He smiles at his brother and grimaces through the urge to cry. John lowers his head as we hear in the background, the flatline growing louder. A tear rolls down John’s cheek.

Behind John, stands a man in a suit. We only see him from the neck down. He has a Bow-tie, and is sharply dressed. He’s the consultant.

CONSULTANT:

You’re Steven’s brother, yes?

JOHN:
Yea (beat) yeah I am.

CONSULTANT:

Steven would talk for hours about his elder brother. How he was going to become a big powerful lawyer. Be able to help him out when he got into trouble.

JOHN sits motionless. Staring into the middle distance, eyes full of tears.

The consultant moves forward to Steven and obscures John’s view. From John’s perspective he can’t see, but we move in front of the Consultant, and we can see that he is injecting something into Steven’s chest.

CONSULTANT:
Perhaps you still might be of help. Why don’t you try and sue the illness out of him?

JOHN looks up at the consultant for the first time, but the Consultant has already left the room. John reaches down to his satchel and picks up his legal pad, and begins to scribble furiously. The music becomes orchestral, frantic, as we montage JOHN writing a handwritten legal document of subpoena. When he is done, he folds it in half and rams it into Steven’s hand. John stands back triumphantly, perhaps wondering if it really will work. 

Steven remains motionless. John emits one final tear, turns, and begins to walk out when suddenly Steven leaps forward, gasping for breath. 

John turns back, horrified and shocked. He leaps forward and hugs his brother.

CUT-TO

2. Titles.

JOHN V/O:

My name is John Spatchcock. I am one of the greatest lawyers in the country. Sick of Doctors like Quincy and Mark Sloan who think they can solve crimes, I’ve dedicated my life to solving medical cases. I’m a Lawyer, who cures disease. I. am. Spatchcock Q.C.

MUSIC: “Man in a Suitcase” (Ron Grainer)

MONTAGE:

a) John walking through the street carrying a briefcase.

b) John talking to clients

c) Telecine of Quincy, close to the television and exposing all of the read lines in the screen.

d) Telecine of Diagnosis Murder, close to the television and exposing all of the read lines in the screen.

e) John reading a journal on medicine

f) Something medical taking place on screen.

g) John standing, looking manly as the logo appears.

3. Int. Day. John’s Apartment

A caption comes up, which reads ‘The Present Day’. 

JOHN is stood in his apartment, shrouded in darkness. In front of him, a girl bundles clothes into a holdall. The clothes bundled into her sack, she begins to make her way to the door. 

JOHN:

Kirsty! Come on, please. Don’t go.

KIRSTY:

You’ve left me with very little choice.

JOHN:

I can change! I am a sexual being!

KIRSTY:
I doubt it. The closest thing you’ve had to girl juice is being spat on.

KIRSTY walks out of the door, slamming it. JOHN is left in the dim light. The phone rings. We cut between SAM (John’s boss) and JOHN. Sam is stood hunched over a desk, in a white shirt, looking serious.

SAM:
John?

JOHN:
Sam?

SAM:
I got some bad news for you. William Anders has fallen  ill, he’s not testifying at your case.

JOHN:
Oh, Lord. No! You know what this means? Smyth’s gonna walk free!

SAM:
I’m hearing you. This sucks, because I hate telling people that they’re fired. Which you now are.

John puts the phone down. He is stunned. He stares at the air then sighs, visibly.

JOHN:
Balls.

4. Int. Evening. A Doctors Office.

Two doctors sit across a table, discussing papers.

DOCTOR 1:

Jim, I honestly don’t think this guy’s going to make it.

DOCTOR 2:

Don’t be such a bloody cynic! 

Suddenly into frame, JOHN enters. Not from a door. He’s emerged from some other part of the room.

JOHN:
What’s the situation with William Anders?

DOCTOR 1:

We have no idea. He’s got a diminished heart rate, he threads in and out of consciousness, and frequently loses all muscle control.

DOCTOR 2:

Who are you?

JOHN ignores that second comment, and moves in on DOCTOR 1, moving with imploring hands and imposing eyes. He burns into the Doctor’s face.

DOCTOR 1:

That’s the problem, if we can’t work out what’s going on within 10 hours, he’ll be dead.

DOCTOR 2:

Seriously I’m going to call security unless you tell me who you are.

DOCTOR 2 goes to pick up the phone receiver. JOHN promptly sits down on the phone, to which DOCTOR 2 has no response. At all. 

A long and uncomfortable silence descends onto the room. DOCTOR 2 coughs and tries to re-enter the conversation.

DOCTOR 2:

You forgot to mention the bladder thing.

JOHN wheels round to face DOCTOR 2.

JOHN:

What?

DOCTOR 2:

The bladder… he has a polyp or a cyst on the inside lining of his bladder…

But before the DOCTOR can continue, JOHN puts his hand over his mouth and stops him from speaking. JOHN now is thinking.

5. Montage. Same.

As JOHN thinks, we should cut to a variety of camera angles all covering the same speech, each half line at a different angle. (Think David Tennant’s werewolf speech in ‘Tooth and Claw’.

At some point John picks up something to flick through as he is reading, a leaflet left on the desk.

JOHN:

None of the other symptoms make sense if you take them together but add in the bladder polyp an you’ve suddenly gotten yourself a whole different kettle of rubber fish… and by rubber fish I mean vulcanisation chemicals… and by vulcanisation chemicals I mean

JOHN leaps in triumph. The two doctors jump back in shock.

JOHN:
HEIN AND OTHERS VERSUS MONSANTO!

He pauses.

JOHN:
What are you doing sat there like that? Come on! There’s no time!

JOHN flings the leaflet to the DOCTOR and bolts for the DOOR. The camera whirls around to follow him.

DOCTOR 2:

So What’s wrong with him then?

JOHN, already out of sight of the door, sticks his head around the door.

JOHN:
He’s got Dioxin poisioning!


JOHN smiles blithely, and bolts away again.

6. Montage

a) Int. Hospital Corridor. Day. JOHN bolts down the corridor.

b) John goes to William Anders bed

c) John begans writing, furiously with his A4 pad

d) He finishes a complete handwritten subpoena.

e) He forces it into Anders’ hand.

f) Nothing happens

g) Close up on JOHN’s face, still panting from the exertion, as we, and he slowly realise that it’s failed.

7. Ext. Outside the Hospital. Night

JOHN stands, hunched over. He has been crying. He is drinking.

A girl walks past, JO. She stands next to JOHN.

JO:
You look miserable mate.

JOHN:
I am a man condemned (beat) and I’m a moron.

JO:

What happened?

JOHN:

I’ve lost a case. The key witness to a trial is dying in there

John motions to the hospital wall he is leaning on.

JOHN:

It turns out that my novel little way of helping people out doesn’t work, it was all a sham, and my missus gave me the Spanish archer.

JO:

Spanish Archer?

JOHN:

El – Bow.

JOHN makes the motions of pulling a Bow and Arrow.

JO:

Sounds to me like you’ve lost your ride in the world.

JOHN:
What?

JO:

Your ride…

8. Int. William Anders’ bed. Night

As JO speaks, we see what is taking place at the patient’s bed.

JO (V/o):
You see we all got a ride, like our motivation to go on. And you’ve obviously lost yours. Which is why instead of working really hard to do the best you can, you’re stood out here – feeling sorry for yourself.

- change this.
As this takes place, we see the Bow-Tie of the CONSULTANT. Still always seen from the Neck down, we see him inject Anders’ body with some substance, and leaves.

9. Back outside the hospital.

JOHN sniffs. 

JOHN:
I bet I look ridiculous at the moment. Yeah?

JO nods, sagely.

JOHN passes JO the bottle he was drinking from. 

JOHN:
Excuse me. I think I need to have one more go.

JOHN walks from left of JO, across and out of right of frame, JO’s eyeline follows him, as does the camera.

10. William Anders’ bed.

JOHN enters the room quietly. He is out of focus, Anders’ arm, with the Consultant’s syringe is lying in focus beside. 

The focus moves to the rear of field as JOHN sits down and begins to scribble, carefully. He tucks the subpoena under Anders’ duvet, and steps back.

Anders opens his eyes. Turns to JOHN and blearily, begins to blink.

JOHN can barely contain his joy, and begins to leap into the air, triumphantly.

11. The Consultant’s office.

JO enters. Again we only see the Consultant from the bow tie down. 

CONSULTANT:
I see you did a nice job on convincing Mr Spatchcock that he should have another go at sueing the illness out of Mr Anders.

JO:
Yes sir.

CONSULTANT:
Good. Tomorrow I want you to find Mr Spatchcock and befriend him properly. It’s time I had an eye on him 24/7.

