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ACT I:

INT. A&E DEPT - DAY1

An ambulance stretcher smashes into A&E. Convulsing on it is 
NOAH LANGLEY (17, middle class) - medical crews frantic 
around it.

PARAMEDIC
Crash team here. Now!

NURSES rush over. Noah’s shirt is cut open. Sensors are 
attached to him.

His mother, MRS LANGLEY (stylishly dressed - clearly a family 
with wealth) won’t let go of Noah’s hand. She’s in panic.

MRS LANGLEY
Hold in their, sweetheart. Please. 
Noah?   Noah!

NURSE
I need the duty doctor - now!

MRS LANGLEY
Dear God, dear God. No.

NURSE
Step away, we need to get to him.

Mrs Langley grabs her son’s hand more tightly.

MRS LANGLEY
I’m staying.

And nervously watching all this - hiding behind the vending 
machines - is JONNY FLINT (19)

OMITTED2

DR DAN CHURCH (36) races into A&E and in to the commotion. 

DR CHURCH
What have we got?

NURSE
Blood pressure 115 over 75, heart 
rate 43. Temperature 76.

A monitor bleeps warning alarms. Dr Church examines Noah, 
pulling back eyelids etc...

DR CHURCH
History of heroin use?

He looks to the Teenager’s mother. 
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[beat]

DR CHURCH (CONT’D)
History of--

The Mother shakes her head.

NURSE
Buprenorphine, doctor?

The Nurse unlocks the drugs cabinet.

DR CHURCH
It won’t work. Give me Naloxone.

NURSE
Naloxone?

Noah begins to spasm on the trolley. 

DR CHURCH
10cc - now!

NURSE
I’ve never known Naloxone be 
administered--

Dr Church gives her a stare. Reluctantly she hands him a 
syringe of Naloxone. 

NURSE (CONT’D)
For the record--

DR CHURCH
--Noted.

Noah is now shaking out of all control. His mother is 
screaming...

MRS LANGLEY
Noah!   Noah!   It’s going to be 
alright, baby. Do something--

Dr Church calmly injects the syringe in to the intravenous 
port on the back of the Teenager’s hand.

No change. Noah continues to convulse. The alarms continue.

NURSE
Blood pressure 115 over 75, heart 
rate 48. Rising. Temperature 76. No 
change.

DR CHURCH
Come on... Come on...

Mother begins to weep and scream: 
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MRS LANGLEY
For God’s sake you’re a doctor. Do 
something. Noah! NOAH!

Dr Church stares nervously at the monitor.

DR CHURCH
Damn it... Come ON!

Seemingly through Dr Church’s will power alone the alarms 
drop down a gear.

NURSE
Blood pressure 115 over 75, heart 
rate 52. Temperature 81. He’s 
responding to the Naloxone. 

DR CHURCH
Thank you, nurse. The patient is 
yours.

Noah stops convulsing and gasps for air. 

MOTHER
Thank you. Thank you. Noah can you 
hear me?   It’s your mother. Noah?

Noah’s bloodshot eyes briefly flicker open. He looks around 
at the strange environment and then sees his mother. His 
weakened hand tightens on hers.

MOTHER (CONT’D)
Thank you, Doctor. Thank you so 
much--

BLEEEEEEEP! -- The monitor flatlines!   The Teenager’s eyes 
go dead. Dr Church scans the monitor for info.

DR CHURCH 
It can’t!   Damn it!   Defib now!

Frantic activity restarts. Mrs Langley is ushered into a 
corner of the room.

The defibrillator arrives -- Dr Church grabs the two pads. 

DR CHURCH (CONT’D)
Twenty Percent. Clear!

Noah jolts in response to the shock. All eyes to the monitor -
- still flatlining.

DR CHURCH (CONT’D)
Forty percent.

NURSE
Forty?

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           3



DR CHURCH 
Yes, damn it. Clear!

--CRASH CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL DIRECTOR'S OFFICE - DAY3

DIGBY
You’re suspended immediately, Dan. 
I want you off site in thirty 
minutes. 

We’re in a large bland office, the walls adorned with 
patient’s shitty artworks. The furniture is from an office 
catalogue. Sitting behind his desk is the hospital director, 
FRANK DIGBY (58, old school Tory). He is calm and 
authoritative. 

DR CHURCH
You haven’t heard a word I’ve said.

DIGBY
I have no choice. A patient died. 
You gave him the wrong treatment.

DR CHURCH
John Metcalfe - fourteenth of June. 
Julie Soloman - twenty-third of 
July. Andrew Collins--

DIGBY
I’ve heard your theories already, 
doctor. Save it for the panel.

DR CHURCH
--All with the same symptoms. All 
dead from Buprenorphine
intervention. 

DIGBY
Buprenorphine is the recognised 
intervention for a heroine overdose-
-

DR CHURCH
--It’s not bloody heroin!

DIGBY
I’m not discussing this. Don’t make 
me call security.

DR CHURCH
You throw me out of here and I go 
to the press.
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DIGBY
Your time would be better spent 
with a negligence solicitor. Now 
go. Please.

Exasperated, Dr Church opens the office door and exits.

DR CHURCH
You’ve not heard the end of me on 
this. There’s a new drug out there. 
You ignore it if you want. I won’t.

He slams the door shut.

Digby walks over to the window. Deep in thought. He looks 
over to his desk drawer. This is it. This is the moment. He 
goes to his desk and unlocks the drawer. He reaches in at an 
awkward angle and rips out an OLD BRICK MOBILE PHONE covered 
in gaffer tape. He turns it on.

INT. HOSPITAL DIRECTOR’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER4

Digby taps in a one word text message:

HIPPOCRATIC 

...he clicks the send button.

SENDING... 

MESSAGE SENT...

...and the phone’s LCD screen bleeds black. It is dead.

INT. HOSPITAL INCINERATOR - DAY5

We’re amongst the burning medical waste - it’s not pretty. A 
small hatch swings open just long enough for the brick mobile 
phone to be tossed in. It melts in seconds.

INT. HOUSES OF PARLIAMENT. CORRIDOR - DAY6

DAVID CROMWELL MP strides confidently along the corridor. By 
his side is his SECRETARY who is briefing him.

SECRETARY
Gross contributions to overseas aid 
for the year to June?

CROMWELL
£2.1 billion. 0.03% GDP.

SECRETARY
Does this seem excessive to you?
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CROMWELL
It is the stated aim of successive 
UK governments to--

SECRETARY
--yes, yes. You take care of the 
charm, I only interested in making  
sure you get the stats right.
Expected expenditure for the next 
three years?

The reach the open door of the Select Committee Room and 
enter...

INT. SELECT COMMITTEE ROOM - CONTINUOUS7

CROMWELL
£42 billion. I’ve got the numbers. 

We’re in a modern, lightly decorated room. The furniture is 
modern chrome and leather. It’s the room we’re used to seeing 
on news footage of enquires. A number of beech tables are 
laid out in a large U-shape for the FOUR COMMITTEE MEMBERS to 
sit around. Facing the open end of the U is a table and 
chairs. The Murdoch gave his Levinson evidence in the very 
chair that Cromwell heads towards.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
Welcome, Mister Cromwell. I trust 
you have everything you need? 

CROMWELL
Very much so, madam chairperson.

He sits. Secretary sits beside him. They unpack some 
documents.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
Time is short, so if you would care 
to start Mister Deanlin...

JACK DEANLIN MP (Cromwell’s old adversary from episode 1) 
turns to Cromwell.

DEANLIN
Welcome. I don’t expect this to 
take long, Mister Cromwell.

CROMWELL
Please. Take as much time as you 
need.

DEANLIN
As I say, not long--

He holds up a document.
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DEANLIN (CONT’D)
This is an export document for 
sending computing equipment to 
North Korea. Care to explain your 
signature on it?

That’s not a question he was prepped for - Cromwell barely 
registers a response.

SMASH CUT TO 
TITLES

INT. HOSPITAL. RECEPTION - DAY8

Shreeves hands Brown a printout of a web page titled: New 
Drug Fear

BROWN
So what?   We’re not social 
services.

Shreeves watches the RECEPTIONIST using a PC.

SHREEVES
It appeared on The Guardian website
yesterday. Within sixty seconds it 
was removed. It’s not in today’s 
print edition.

BROWN
Off piste for Whitewash, isn’t it?   
Just bad journalism - pulled by the 
editor.

SHREEVES
Let’s ask the source, Doctor Dan 
Church.

Frank Digby crosses to greet them. Shreeves and Brown flash 
fake BMA badges.

DIGBY
Ms Shreeves, Doctor Brown--

Doctor!?! - Shreeves throws him a glance - and gets fleeting 
wry smile back --

DIGBY (CONT’D)
--Frank Digby, hospital director. 
You want to speak to member of my 
staff?

SHREEVES
Doctor Dan Church.
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DIGBY
And reason for this?

He glances at the printout in Brown’s hand catching a glimpse 
of the headline.

SHREEVES
A routine follow up.

DIGBY
Unfortunately Dr Church is on 
extended leave.

INT. HOSPITAL. CORRIDOR - DAY9

Shreeves and Brown punch their way through a plastic door 
screen. Shreeves in tapping away at her smartphone.

SHREEVES
Lying through his teeth. Langley - 
with or without an E?

BROWN
What?

SHREEVES
The kid that OD’d - his surname?

Brown quickly scans the printout.

BROWN
With. 

She taps the phone.

SHREEVES
He’s the third dead kid in this 
trust in four months. Whitewash is 
involved somehow. 

BROWN
Kids do drugs.

SHREEVES
Then who’s edited the toxicology 
reports?   Did you look around as 
we drove in?  This is not some 
shitty inner city slum - this is 
commuter belt. 

BROWN
Posh kids don’t do drugs?

SHREEVES
It’s what drugs they do that’s 
ringing alarms.
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INT. VICTIM'S PARENTS' HOUSE. KITCHEN - DAY10

Ultra modern house, straight off Grand Designs. MR LANGLEY 
(mid-50s, M&S sweater and slacks) sits at the kitchen counter 
Mrs langley brings over a tray of freshly steamed cappuccinos 
and lattes. Both parents are clearly shaken.

Brown is silent, watching Shreeves with suspicion.

MR LANGLEY
We’ve been through this with your 
liaison people.

SHREEVES
There’s just a couple of things we 
need to check on.

MRS LANGLEY
--I’m sure you’re doing your job 
but this is getting intrusive.

SHREEVES
I’ll be quick: When did Noah start 
staying out late?

MR LANGLEY
I don’t see that--

SHREEVES
When, Mr Langley?

Everybody is taken aback by Shreeves’ abruptness. 

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
(faux mellow)

When?   Please?

MRS LANGLEY
When he started college last year. 
They all do it. They’re not 
children any more.

SHREEVES
Do you know where he went?

MRS LANGLEY
In town-- That’s as much as you’ll 
get out of any of them. I thought 
you had all this information from 
his friends?

SHREEVES
--we do... But we need to confirm--

MR LANGLEY
Look, you’ve got all this 
information already. 

(MORE)
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If this is all you’ve come for I’m 
asking you to leave.

SHREEVES
Where?  

Shreeves is really agitated now!

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
I need to know!

BROWN
I think we’ve had quite enough of 
Mr and Mrs Langley’s time.

Shreeves throws him a glance of daggers.

BROWN (CONT’D)
Thank you for the coffee. 

Brown grabs Shreeves’ arm.

INT. PARLIAMENT. CORRIDOR - DAY 11

A furious Cromwell strides from the committee room, his 
Secretary racing to keep up.

CROMWELL
What the hell was that?!?

SECRETARY
Those questions were not tabled--

CROMWELL
I wasn’t briefed - that’s your job!

SECRETARY
Sir, if they don’t table--

CROMWELL
--Who leaked that document?

SECRETARY
I’ll get on to it right away--

CROMWELL
No. Not you. I’m getting someone 
with experience.

Cromwell turns a corner and strides off, pulling his smart 
phone from his pocket. A shell shocked Secretary stands alone 
in the corridor.

MR LANGLEY (CONT'D)
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EXT. PARLIAMENT. EXIT - DAY12

Cromwell exits Parliament and heads for a waiting taxi. 
Between him and the cab is gauntlet of hacks, paparazzi and 
real journalists. News travels fast in this place...

JOURNALIST #1
Did you send computers to North 
Korea?

JOURNALIST #2
When will you be answering the 
committee’s accusations?

JOURNALIST #1
Is this the end of your leadership 
bid?

Cromwell slams the cab door and the taxi drives away with 
paps flashing their cameras against the cab window.

EXT. OUTSIDE THE LANGLEY’S HOUSE - DAY13

Shreeves and Brown stand either side of her parked car. Both 
furious with each other.

SHREEVES
What the hell was that?

BROWN
Are you loosing it or something?

SHREEVES
I was trying to find out--

BROWN
You were attacking those people. 
Their so’s just died. This ends 
here and get back to hunting 
Whitewash and finding my family.

SHREEVES
Give up on your bloody family, will 
you!

BROWN
What is it?   Hasn’t Cromwell got 
something more important for us to 
do?   Wars to stop, that sort of 
thing?

Shreeves get in the car.

SHREEVES
Get in. I’m not finished yet.
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Brown glances across at the victim’s house. Mrs Langley is 
watching them from behind a blind.

Brown gets in the car.
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ACT II:

INT. APARTMENT BLOCK. RESIDENT'S CAR PARK - DAY14

A smartly dressed Dr Church, carrying a leather portfolio 
exits the lift and walks over to his Porsche. A man steps 
between him and the car - a man with blade for a foot - THE 
AMPUTEE. 

DR CHURCH
Excuse me...

Church tries to side step the Amputee. But the Amputee steps 
sideways to re-block his route.

AMPUTEE
You have a problem, doctor.

Doctor Church brushes past him-- Wallop!   The Amputee pins 
Church to the bonnet of the Porsche. The contents of his 
portfolio flying everywhere!   The car alarm goes off as the 
Amputee starts to frisk Church.

AMPUTEE (CONT’D)
You’ve been talking to the wrong 
people.

Dr Church struggles but it is no use - he is pinned down by a 
PROSTHETIC ARM.

DR CHURCH
Let go of me you son of a bitch.

The Amputee finds the car keys in Church’s pocket and uses 
the fob to kill the alarm.

AMPUTEE
I understand your daughter is doing 
well at school, you must be very 
proud.

DR CHURCH
Don’t you dare--

AMPUTEE
--you say nothing, we do nothing. 
Does that sound fair?

DR CHURCH
If you--

AMPUTEE
--does that sound fair, doctor?

Dr Church tries one last struggle. A complete wasted effort.
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AMPUTEE (CONT’D)
St Bernadette’s High School, I 
believe?

DR CHURCH
Yes... (gasping) OK...

The Amputee releases him and limps off, pausing for a moment 
to admire the car. He raises his metal leg and scores a huge 
scratch along the wing of the car. He limps into the shadows 
leaving Doctor Church gasping for breath.

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK - DAY15

The scratched Porsche pulls up. Dr Church gets out carrying 
some ruffled papers.

Shreeves is waiting. 

SHREEVES
Dr Church?   Iona Shreeves, BMA. 
Can we talk?

She flashes some fake ID.

DR CHURCH
Keep it for the tribunal.

SHREEVES
I was hoping you could tell me the 
drug that killed Noah Langley?

Church is just ignoring her.

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
Why did you administer Drug B?

No response.

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
Why have you cancelled your meeting 
with a journalist this evening?

How the hell did she know that?

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
Did you cancel it or did the 
journalist?   Which one of you did 
they get to?  

Church opens a door with his ID and enters the hospital admin 
building. He slams the door behind him, leaving Shreeves 
outside.
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INT. SHREEVES’ CAR - DAY16

Brown is in the passenger seat. He’s on an iPad, reading his 
research on his missing family. He’s looking for a clue - 
flicking and zooming through photos and documents. Anything 
that will lead him to them.

Shreeves opens the door and gets in.

BROWN
Is he doing you for harassment? 

SHREEVES
Put that crap away.

BROWN
This is the reason I’m here, not 
chasing smackheads.

SHREEVES
You want your family, I’ve lost 
everything.

BROWN
It was a job, get over it.

SHREEVES
It was as important to me as your 
family is to you. And I lost it 
because I opened my big mouth. A 
blind eye was being turned cannabis 
dealing. Concentrating resources 
elsewhere. The policy worked too 
well became wider drugs policy.
Trouble is that the dope got 
better, high grade - free of 
contamination and highly addictive.

BROWN
Kid on dope, big deal.

SHREEVES
What if whoever was making this 
stuff didn’t stop at dope?  

BROWN
And if you prove super heroin 
exists you think--

SHREEVES
They’ll have to reinstate me--

BROWN
The only way you’ll be getting your 
old job back is if they want you 
there. They don’t.
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INT. GRANTIA RESTAURANT - DAY17

Cromwell is dining with JAMES INNES (late 60s - think Ian 
McKellen in The Da Vinci Code).

CROMWELL
I’ve ordered Crystal Rojca 97?

INNES
You are in the shit then.

CROMWELL
You’ve seen the news?

INNES
Amusing as hell, old boy. How did 
you get yourself involved with the 
Koreans?   Couldn’t resist having a 
finger in that pie, have a crack at 
a peace deal. Pull that off and the 
top job’s yours.

CROMWELL
There’s easier routes to the top 
job than dealing with the Kim Jong
Nutcase.

The WAITER pours a taster of wine for Cromwell. He sips, 
approves and the vintage flows.

INNES
Interesting...

Cromwell smiles - he’s got him!

INNES (CONT’D)
If not you then... Oh!   I see it 
all!   Your band of--

CROMWELL
--former--

INNES
--former band of thugs have turned 
on their old master. This is a 
delight!  This is the last supper 
of your glittering career.

He tastes the wine, savouring its aroma.

INNES (CONT’D)
Glorious.

CROMWELL
Being in such a predicament the 
first person I thought of was your 
good self. 

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           16



INNES
I’m busy. Instigating that other 
matter for you. Terribly sorry.

CROMWELL
I can see it in your eyes. Think of 
all that delicious new knowledge 
and influence. You’ll be able to 
powerplay for years - it’s a gold 
mine. Think of what you might find 
on Kim Jong Un and our thug 
friends? 

He savours the wine and then swallows.

INNES
Give...!

Cromwell slides a copy of the signed export licence across 
the table.

INNES (CONT’D)
You didn’t sign this?

CROMWELL
Of course I bloody signed it, but 
to send a few old knackered laptops
over, a charity gesture to keep the 
comms open in case we ever needed 
them.

INNES
So it’s not who forged the permit, 
it’s who wants Kim Jong Un to have 
serious hardware?

CROMWELL
--It’s about getting my name out of 
this.

INNES
Oh yes, that too. Chin-chin!

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - DAY18

The receptionist taps away at her computer.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING AREA - CONTINUOUS19

Shreeves watches the reception, it is quiet. She lifts her 
phone and hits the dial button.

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS20

The phone rings. The receptionist ignores it.
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INT. HOSPITAL WAITING AREA - CONTINUOUS21

Shreeves remains focused on the reception.

SHREEVES
Pick it up...

Her phone shows Answered - it gone through to the reception’s 
answer machine. 

ANSWERPHONE
The department’s opening hours are 
7AM Monday to Saturday...

Shreeves ends the call and hits re-dial.

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS22

Silence. The receptionist is still at her PC. The phone rings 
she ignores it again.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING AREA - CONTINUOUS23

Shreeves is willing the Receptionist to pick up the phone.

SHREEVES
Come on, a few seconds away...

She looks across the waiting area to Brown who is loitering, 
waiting for his cue. He shrugs - what’s going on?

Suddenly Shreeves is jabbed in the ribs by an ELDERLY PATIENT 
sitting next to her.

PATIENT
You can’t use that in here.

She points to the Turn Off Mobile Phones sign.

SHREEVES
I know, but it’s very important.

PATIENT
So’s my pacemaker.

The Patient waves her walking stick to get the attention of a 
security guard.

Brown has had enough - Shreeves sees his plan...

SHREEVES
(mouthing silently)

Noooooo!

Brown smashes a fire alarm with his elbow - Sirens blast out!   
Shreeves puts her head in her hands.
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PATIENT
I bet that’s you with that blasted 
thing.

NURSES and ORDERLYS begin to help people from the waiting 
area towards the exits. 

NURSE
Can I ask you to make your way to 
the car park please. As quickly as 
you can.

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS24

The Receptionist locks her computer, grabs her coat and heads 
for the exit.

Brown saunters over to the reception desk, leans over and 
pops a USB dongle into the front of the PC.

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK - CONTINUOUS25

Shreeves has been ushered out into the car park with 
everybody else. Her phone pings, she looks down to see it 
replicating the reception PC.

Shreeves brings up a keyboard on her phone and thinks back to 18
watching the Receptionist earlier in the day. 

INT. HOSPITAL. RECEPTION - DAY - FLASHBACK26

Shreeves and Brown wait. Brown is reading a printout of a web 
page titled: New Drug Fear

BROWN
So what?   We’re not social 
services.

Shreeves is intently watching the RECEPTIONIST using a PC - 
on the keyboard she types in: CAN...

INT. HOSPITAL. RECEPTION - DAY27

Shreeves types on her smart phone: CANTONA69.

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS28

The dongle flashes away.

Brown is loitering, waiting to retrieve the dongle. A 
SECURITY GUARD walks over...
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GUARD
I need to ask you to step into the 
car park, sir...

Brown is ushered to the door, he glances at the computer - 
the user name and password are typing themselves - the system 
logs in.

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK - CONTINUOUS29

The wails of fire engine sirens can be heard in the distance 
as people gather, some in wheelchairs, some with drips.

FIRE WARDENS hand out green luminous vests to designated 
persons.

Shreeves taps her way through the cloned PC on her phone... 
Patient Records... Medical Documents... 

It’s painfully slow.

SHREEVES
Bloody NHS systems.

She taps an icon. SEARCH...

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
Got you!

She taps in: NOAH LANGLEY - the cursor changes to an hour 
glass.

EXT. HOSPITAL. DOORWAY - CONTINUOUS30

Brown is ushered from the building. As he passes the 
Receptionist she is on tip toes peering back at her desk - at 
the self functioning PC. She turns to the GUARD...

RECEPTIONIST
I thought I’d locked my computer, I 
need to log it out...

GUARD
You can’t go back in the building.

RECEPTIONIST
It’ll only take a minute.

The Guard gives her the nod and looks the other way.19

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK - CONTINUOUS31

Shreeves is watching her screen: DOWNLOADING...

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           20



INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS32

The dongle flashes away; the PC screen above it reads: 

DOWNLOADING...

The Receptionist dashes across towards the counter.

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK - CONTINUOUS33

The bar on Shreeves phone edges upwards: 96%... 97%... 98%... 
99%... 99%... ...still fucking 99%... 

SHREEVES
C’mon!

INT. HOSPITAL RECEPTION - CONTINUOUS34

The Receptionist gets to her desk and turns to the PC. The 
dongle is still flashing away. She must have seen it--

BROWN
I need you to leave the building 
now, ma’am.

Brown steps up wearing a luminous vest. 

RECEPTIONIST
I just need to--

BROWN
Out. Now.

The dongle stops flashing. Brown puts out his arm and ushers 
the Receptionist back out of the building. Reluctantly she 
obeys.

Brown snatches the dongle as he turns.

EXT. HOSPITAL CAR PARK - DAY35

The Receptionist and Brown exit the building. Brown slips off 
the luminous vest and hands it to a Fire Warden.

BROWN
Panic averted.

INT. SHREEVES’ CAR - DAY36

Shreeves driving tosses her phone to Brown. On the screen: 
100%

SHREEVES
Read.
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BROWN
(with resentment)

Noah Langley, substance abuse, Drug 
B, Methadone... What am I looking 
for here?

SHREEVES
Keep going. Look for others with 
similar notes.

BROWN
There’s thousands of them.

SHREEVES
Filter.

Brown makes a few taps on the screen.

BROWN
Andrew Collins, Julie Soloman...

SHREEVES
Methadone-- go back-- Langley was 
prescribed Methadone-- why the hell 
would he be on that?   He an addict 
getting treatment.

BROWN
He lapsed. Big time.

Shreeves quickly pulls the car up.

SHREEVES
And I bet he didn’t shoot up alone.

She grabs her laptop from the back seat.

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
Time to hack his Facebook account.

INT. PARLIAMENT. STRANGERS’ BAR - NIGHT

John Innes is drinking with Cromwell’s foe from the 
committee, Deanlin... 

Innes slides an A4 manilla envelope across the bar.

INNES
Now before you open it we need to 
discuss fees.

DEANLIN
Go on...

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           22



INNES
I’m afraid I’ve not yet decided, 
but we have an understanding that 
one day I will ask for something in 
return.

DEANLIN
That depends on what’s in the 
envelope--

INNES
Dynamite, old boy. 

DEANLIN
Really?

INNES
Cromwell has been in touch, you 
have his cage rattled. He asked for 
my help so he’s a wounded animal. 
And that’s no use to me. You on the 
other hand are going places.

Deanlin begins to open the envelope. Innes stops him.

INNES (CONT’D)
Smoking gun. Keep it for later. One 
suggestion though, when you go for 
the kill make sure you lift all 
reporting restrictions. Let 
Cromwell burn in full public view.

EXT. TERRACED STREET - NIGHT37

A rundown street.

Jonny Flint all hoodied up, walks along the street tapping at 
his phone. He doesn’t notice that a car - Shreeves’ car - is 
parked up behind him.

INT. SHREEVES’ CAR - NIGHT38

Brown watches Jonny Flint while Shreeves monitors him via his 
Facebook profile. A map shows his location.

BROWN
That’s never him.

SHREEVES
Spotty facial skin, damaged 
eyelids, erratic profile and spent 
the previous six Saturdays in the 
company of Langley. Now don’t get 
caught. Go.

Brown gets out of the car.
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EXT. TERRACED STREET - NIGHT39

Flint arrives at an empty house with a For Sale sign on it. 
He rings the door bell. A moment later the front door opens 
and he enters.

Twenty metres behind him, Brown walks over to the gated 
alleyway and climbs over.

EXT. BACK ALLEYWAY - NIGHT40

Brown ducks down as he passes dozens of overflowing wheelie 
bins, broken buggies and abandoned mattresses. He gets to the 
back gate of the For Sale house and peers in through a gap in 
the wooden gate.

INT. FOR SALE HOUSE - NIGHT41

All seen from Brown’s restricted POV.

Flint joins TWO MORE TEENS in the empty kitchen. Another 
figure appears: COPELAND (from episode 1) and opens a 
backpack. Each Teen in turn drops in money, some rolled bank 
notes some crumpled but all watched closely by Copeland.

Copeland then opens a small case and hands each teen one or 
two BAGS OF WHITE POWDER.

EXT. BACK ALLEYWAY - NIGHT42

Brown watches from behind the gate.

A CAT on the wall above him lets out a loud meow!

INT. FOR SALE HOUSE - NIGHT43

Copeland looks straight out of the window at the cat, 
surveying the back yard, looking-- Nothing. He turns to the 
Teens and moves them out of the kitchen and out of Brown’s 
POV.

INT. SHREEVES’ CAR - NIGHT44

Shreeves watches as the front door of the For Sale house 
opens...

EXT. TERRACED STREET - NIGHT45

The three Teens leave the house followed by Copeland. They 
all split off in different directions.
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At the end of the street a DARK RANGE ROVER slows down just 
long enough for Copeland to hop into the passenger seat.

INT. SHREEVES’ CAR - NIGHT46

Shreeves throws the laptop to one side and starts her car.

EXT. TERRACED STREET - NIGHT47

Shreeves’ car drives past the various teens and follows the 
Range Rover.

EXT. TERRACED STREET - NIGHT48

Brown arrives at the alley’s gate to see Shreeves drive past. 
He looks through the gate to see Flint headinging in the 
opposite direction. Brown turns back in to the alley.

EXT. BACK ALLEYWAY - NIGHT49

Brown races down the alleyway, dodging all the shit. He’s on 
the phone...

BROWN
Where the hell are you going!?!

INT. SHREEVES’ CAR - CONTINUOUS50

SHREEVES
Following the dealer. You need to--

The call ends.

EXT. BACK ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS51

Brown slings his phone in his pocket and jumps up at an alley 
gate.

EXT. TERRACED STREET - CONTINUOUS52

Flint walks along the street. He passes an alley gate-- 
suddenly Brown drop on him from above, knocking him to the 
ground.

Brown starts frisking him. 

FLINT
Get the hell off me!
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He kicks at Brown and pulls out a butterfly knife!   But 
Flint is an amateur-- Brown knocks the knife from his hand 
and then pulls a bag of white powder from the teen’s hoodie.

FLINT (CONT’D)
No. They’ll kill me. 

Brown picks up the knife and nicks the bag of powder. Pulling 
a tissue from his pocket he taps out some powder in to it. He 
puts the almost full bag on the teen’s chest and places the 
point of the knife against it.

FLINT (CONT’D)
Please. Take my phone. They’ll kill 
me. Oh God. Please.

BROWN
This is your last deal. I’ll be 
watching.

Brown throws away the knife and walks into the darkness, 
leaving Flint panting on the pavement.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. RUNWAY - NIGHT53

The Range Rover pulls up at the end of a huge runway. A 
Hercules aircraft is being unloaded by SOLDIERS - huge sturdy 
boxes trundled out on wheels and in to a hanger. 

Copeland steps from the passenger side of the Range Rover. 
From the driver’s side steps... The Amputee.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. STORAGE AREA - NIGHT54

Shreeves ducks behind some rusty oil drums. She watches the 
activity on the runway through A SMALL PAIR OF BINOCULARS.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD - NIGHT55

Copeland and The Amputee cross over to the hanger.

COPELAND
You’re producing too much. 

AMPUTEE
All I do is make sure you don’t 
screw up.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. HANGER - NIGHT56

The Amputee pops the lid off a crate. It appears full of 
straw, he digs deeper and finds...
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EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. STORAGE AREA - NIGHT57

POV - Shreeve’s binoculars: The Amputee pulls a bag of heroin 
from the crate. Shreeve’s pans the binoculars arcoss dozens 
more crates.

SHREEVES
God, no.

INT. SELECT COMMITTEE ROOM - DAY58

This time the room is filled with journalists. Red lights 
flash on wall mounted video cameras - TV screens relay 
proceedings back into the room. Cromwell finds himself in a 
side seat, waiting to be called.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
I call this enquiry to order. 
Settle down please.

The room quietens down.

COMMITTEE CHAIR (CONT’D)
Mr Deanlin...

Deanlin stands.

DEANLIN
I’d like to call--

Cromwell begins to move towards the witness chair.

DEANLIN (CONT’D)
--Mr Joseph Doyle to the chair.

Who the fuck is this? Cromwell slips back into his chair.

JOE DOYLE (45 - looks 65, a huge bulk of a man) hobbles over 
to the witness chair. The chair strains under his weight.

DEANLIN (CONT’D)
Mr Doyle, can you tell us about 
yourself, specifically your 
business dealings...

Doyle mops his brow with a tissue.

DOYLE
Well, sir, I own Courier Export. 
Very successful we are too.

DEANLIN
I’m sure. And what exactly does 
Courier Export do?   Take your 
time...

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           27



Innes silently slips through the door and into the back of 
the committee room.

DOYLE
We export to the far east mainly. 
China, Japan, sometimes Australia.

DEANLIN
Would you call yourselves a big 
company?

DOYLE
We barely cover our overheads. But 
we pride ourselves on getting the 
job done.

DEANLIN
And your clients?   How would you 
describe them?

DOYLE
SMEs mainly, a lot of eBay traders - 
we can undercut the big courier 
firms.

DEANLIN
So a big contract would be godsend 
to your company?

DOYLE
Definitely.

DEANLIN
And I’m right in saying that such a 
contract was secured four year ago?

DOYLE
It was, sir. Yes. With NKIT UK--

DEANLIN
This is a charity that sends...?

DOYLE
Well, old educational materials to 
the school children of North Korea.

DEANLIN
North Korea?

DOYLE
Yes.

Cromwell stares to Innes...

CROMWELL
(mouthing silently)

Who - Is - He?
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Innes shrugs then mimes calmness with his hands. All is in 
hand - if Innes can be trusted.

DEANLIN
I’m not surprised. So what did you 
do next?

DOYLE
I discovered that I would need an 
export permit from the Foreign 
Office.

DEANLIN
And you applied for this?

DOYLE
Yes I did.

DEANLIN
And were there any surprises at 
this point?

DOYLE
The educational materials turned up 
at our depot...

DEANLIN
And...?

DOYLE
They were computers. I checked with 
NKIT and they assured me that they 
were old computers.

DEANLIN
And were they?

DOYLE
I’m no expert but yes, they looked 
old.

DEANLIN
And you put all this on your permit 
request to the Foreign Office?

DOYLE
Yes, sir. But...

DEANLIN
But, Mr Doyle?

DOYLE
The permit arrived. But it was 
signed by the Cabinet Secretary.

DEANLIN
That would be...?
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DOYLE
Mr Cromwell, he’s sitting over 
there.

All eyes on Cromwell.

DEANLIN
And it was this export licence I 
have here?

Deanlin passes a copy of the signed licence across to Doyle.

DOYLE
That’s it, sir.

DEANLIN
Odd wouldn’t you say, Mr Doyle?   
Was that everything?

DOYLE
No, sir.

DEANLIN
Prey tell...

Deanlin locks eyes with Cromwell.

DOYLE
The night before export NKIT
insisted on auditing it.

DEANLIN
And you noticed something didn’t 
you?

DOYLE
Yes, sir. The next morning I 
thought that the computers 
looked... well... New.

Gasps and murmurs around the room. No response from Cromwell.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
Quite, please!   Mr Deanlin this is 
not a courtroom - there will be no 
grandstanding.

The room quietens again.

DEANLIN
Apologies, madam chairperson. You 
still exported the computers, Mr
Doyle?

DOYLE
Yes, I ordered to.
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DEANLIN
By whom?

DOYLE
Mr Cromwell.

DEANLIN
You spoke to the then Cabinet 
Secretary on the phone?

DOYLE
No, sir. He paid us a visit.

Huge gasps around the room. Dignified indifference from 
Cromwell. 

Innes slips out of the room, a wry smile on his face.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. RUNWAY - NIGHT59

Copeland throws a full backpack into the back of the Range 
Rover. He opens the car door.

In front of him, the Hercules is taxiing for take off. It’s 
rear loading bay door begins to close.

INT. HERCULES - NIGHT60

An almighty amount of engine noise. 

The Amputee harnesses himself into a side seat. He nods 
through the closing door to Copeland. He picks up a walkie-
talkie:

AMPUTEE
(yelling)

Not yet, give her another sixty 
seconds.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. RUNWAY - NIGHT61

The Range Rover turns and drives away from the Hercules.

Shreeves runs across the runway towards the moving plane.

The roar of the plane’s engines increases - it picks up 
speed. Shreeves runs faster, catching up inch by inch, all 
the time the cargo door is closing...

INT. HERCULES - NIGHT62

Still on the walkie-talkie:
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AMPUTEE
(yelling)

OK, let’s go!

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. RUNWAY - NIGHT63

The engines shift up another gear.

Shreeves puts in a final sprint--

--and pulls herself through the narrowing gap between the 
almost closed cargo door and the main fuselage. The door 
clunks shut and the plane roars along the runway.

INT. HERCULES - NIGHT64

Shreeves scrambles to hide behind some crates as she catches 
her breath. 

--Then a machine gun barrel presses against the side of her 
head.
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ACT III:

INT. LABS. CORRIDOR - NIGHT65

Brown paces the corridor. He dials Shreeves on his mobile - 
no reply.

LAB TECHNICIAN carrying a printout enters from a side door.

LAB TECHNICIAN
Something new, I’ll give you that. 
This stuff is incredible.

BROWN
How?

LAB TECHNICIAN
It’s resistant to almost all 
contamination and infection.

BROWN
GM heroin. They never know when to 
stop.

INT. SOMEWHERE - BLACKNESS - DAY66

POV - We’re looking through black cloth. Daylight - really 
bright daylight - tries to break through the weave. We’re 
bouncing about. The sound of a choked up engine throbs over 
all else. Muffled Arabic-like voices can be heard in the 
background.

Then it all stops - the engine, the voices, the bouncing.

Then a blinding light--28

EXT. AFGANISTAN. FIELD - CONTINUOUS67

Shreeves shields her eyes and turns from the blazing sun. Her 
hands are tied behind her back.

Next to her is ABDUL MEZZA (27), smartly dressed in a light 
cotton suit. He holds the sack that he has removed from 
Shreeves’ head.

MEZZA
Here let me untie you.

SHREEVES
Water...

MEZZA
You!   Water now.
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A BOY hands Mezza a large plastic bottle of water.

Shreeves grasps it in her now untied hands and pours the 
whole lot down her throat - it overflows everywhere.

MEZZA (CONT’D)
My apologies--

SHREEVES
Where the hell am I?

She tries to open her eyes, but the sun is still too much.

MEZZA
You chose to come here. You boarded 
the plane. Take her to my home.

EXT. ROAD THROUGH POPPY FIELD – DAY67A

Shreeves is led back to the jeep. A AFGHAN GUARD approaches 
with the sack and attempts to place it over her head – 
Shreeves knees him in the bollocks and grabs the gun from his 
holster.

EXT. JEEP 2 – DAY67B

Mezza sees Shreeves’ assault. He gives AFGHAN GUARD 2 a nod 
and the heavy leaps from the jeep withdrawing his own gun.

MEZZA
Don’t harm h—I’ve changed my mind: 
harm her.

EXT. ROAD THROUGH POPPY FIELD – DAY67C

Shreeves runs into the poppy field. At the far side is 
another jeep with UN markings. Guard 1 and Guard 2 give 
chase.

EXT. EAST SIDE OF POPPY FIELD – DAY67D

Shreeves races through the poppy field – anywhere else it 
would be a beautiful sight. She follows a trodden path.

She passes amazed POPPY PICKERS.

Guard 1 is closing fast.

A Picker slides out her plastic basket onto the path – Guard 
1 trips over it. The Pickers laugh amongst themselves.

ANOTHER PICKER continues thrashing at the poppies with a 
stick.

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           34



EXT. MIDDLE OF POPPY FIELD – DAY67E

Shreeves looks back – Guard 2 is still after her. Suddenly a 
spluttering roar – Mezza jeep comes bounding across the 
field, smoke bellowing from its exhaust, dust flying 
everywhere. Pickers leap out of his way as he bounces towards 
Shreeves.

Shreeves re-focuses on the UN jeep. A UN SOLDIER gets out and 
looks towards her with binoculars.

Shreeves waves frantically, then realises that she still 
needs to out run the jeep and Guard 2.

EXT. WEST SIDE OF POPPY FIELD – DAY67F

Mezza’s jeep is along side Shreeves. He shouts across.

MEZZA
It’s far too warm for this type of 
exercise.

He swerves the car towards her, Shreeves just manages to duck 
across its path to the opposite side.

Mezza immediately swerves back towards her.

Shreeves looks up – the UN Solider is only twenty feet in 
front of her. She redoubles her efforts.

Guard 2 is almost upon her.

Shreeves races past a FEMALE PICKER and grabs her THRASHING 
STICK. Shreeves spins around and thrashes Guard 2 in the head 
– he stumbles and falls.

To her right, Mezza’s jeep closes in fast.

EXT. POPPY FIELD. WEST SIDE ROAD – DAY67G

Shreeves bounds from the poppy field right up to the UN
Soldier. Mezza’s jeep keeps coming – suddenly the brakes 
screech and the jeep skids to a halt inches from Shreeves, 
the UN Soldier and the UN jeep. Dust everywhere.

SHREEVES
I’m a British citizen – this man 
has kidnapped me.

UN SOLDIER
Do you have identification, ma’am?

SHREEVES
No… Listen… I was kidnapped by this 
man…
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Mezza exits the jeep and joins them.

UN SOLDIER
She says you have kidnapped her, Mr
Mezza.

Mezza shrugs.

MEZZA
She gets confused.

UN SOLDIER
That’s what I thought, sir.

Shreeves looks for an escape. But it’s just dirt tracks in 
every direction.

MEZZA
You still have a decision to make, 
Miss Shreeves.
Whatever direction you run in 
you’ll need four days of water.
Next time I will let you find out 
for yourself.

INT. SELECT COMMITTEE ROOM - DAY68

The room is packed as before.

Cromwell is sat in the witness chair. His phone rings - the 
screen displays SCANLAN BROWN. He turns off the phone.

Innes slips an A4 Manilla envelope onto the desk in front of 
Cromwell. 

INNES
For later...

COMMITTEE CHAIR
This committee is back in session.

The room quietens. Journalists chomping at the bit to witness 
then end of Cromwell’s career.

DEANLIN
Thank you, madam chairperson. Now, 
Mr Cromwell... We’ve established 
that you authorised IT equipment to 
be exported to North Korea. Why was 
this?

CROMWELL
As a member of the cabinet I can, 
on occasion sign per procurationem
for other members.

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           36



DEANLIN
So the minister for - say - sport 
could sign a document that could 
place this country at war?

CROMWELL
I think the PM might have a few 
words to say about that. We are 
discussing process documents.

DEANLIN
In your view sending high tech IT 
equipment to a rogue nation with 
nuclear intentions is 
administrative?

CROMWELL
The licence was for defunct 
equipment.

DEANLIN
Except you then told Mr Doyle - in 
person! - to go ahead with 
exporting the new equipment to a 
Song Kang - a Korean business man 
of some repute.

CROMWELL
That is not correct.

DEANLIN
Really?   So you’ve never met Mr
Doyle in person?

CROMWELL
I was unaware of Mr Doyle’s 
existence prior to yesterday’s 
session.

Deanlin opens an A4 manilla envelope and withdraws several 
sheets of paper.

DEANLIN
Madam chairperson, I’d like to 
distribute several copies of these 
photographs if I may. I believe it 
will be useful in clarifying a fact 
or two.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
Go ahead, Mr Deanlin...

Deanlin hands out his documents...

DEANLIN
And as we can see...
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He holds up A PHOTOGRAPH - it of Cromwell and Doyle examining 
boxes of IT equipment at Courier Exports’ depot.

DEANLIN (CONT’D)
...Mr Cromwell’s memory seems to be 
failing him.

CROMWELL
I have never met Mr Doyle or 
visited his business.

DEANLIN
You’re claiming that this 
photograph is fake?

CROMWELL
I am. I have never come across such 
shoddy tactics used by a member of 
this house--

COMMITTEE CHAIR
--I would remind you of where you 
are Mr Cromwell - refrain from such 
outbursts.

CROMWELL
My apologies.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
Mr Deanlin...

DEANLIN
This, madam chairperson is a memory 
card.

He holds up an SD MEMORY CARD.

DEANLIN (CONT’D)
It is from this card that these 
images were taken. There are a 
further fourteen images in the 
series. I have taken the liberty of 
having the card and the images 
verified by government experts. 
There are no signs of tampering. 
The images are genuine. And Mr
Cromwell is lying to this 
committee. It is time for Mr
Cromwell to come clean--

EXT. AFGANISTAN. POPPY FIELD - DAY69

Shreeves and Mezza walk amongst the poppies - it could almost 
be a pleasant afternoon stroll!
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SHREEVES
Where’s the Amputee?   He was on 
the plane.

MEZZA
He’s back in England, on the return 
flight.

SHREEVES
Bait?

MEZZA
Someone wants you to see all this.

SHREEVES
And then kill me. 

MEZZA
That is a choice for you to make. I 
will explain a few things and leave 
you to make the life or death 
choices.

SHREEVES
And who are you exactly?

He shrugs.

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
You won’t be explaining everything?

MEZZA
Do you know what all this is?

SHREEVES
A heroin factory.

MEZZA
The largest in the world. But it’s 
more, it’s a funding stream. It 
saves lives.

SHREEVES
Ethically produced heroin - good 
luck marketing that.

MEZZA
[cost of Afgan war] - that’s how 
much it has cost so far to rebuild 
my country. [number of dead 
soldiers] of your soldiers have 
lost their lives. And that’s just 
the fatalities. Maimed, injured, 
crippled--

SHREEVES
The Amputee?
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MEZZA
Add up all this cost. The 
suffering. I believe that my 
country will be a better place 
because of it.

SHREEVES
And all this...?

MEZZA
Your military is underfunded. 
Western taxpayers are sick of this 
war. Equipment needs to be funded 
from somewhere.

SHREEVES
The British Government is a global 
drugs dealer?

MEZZA
It uses our natural resources. The 
transport aircraft are returning 
home empty, so why not?   They make 
the crops grow better. 

SHREEVES
Meanwhile you’re killing British 
kids. 

MEZZA
And saving them here.

SHREEVES
And the GM dope?  

MEZZA
We adapt.

SHREEVES
Do you know what I’ve lost for all 
this?

In a fit of rage Shreeves starts to kick and trample the 
poppies - it’s a futile gesture.

SHREEVES (CONT’D)
You’re just a cheap drugs baron.   

MEZZA
I believe in the greater good. Do 
you think your children are worth 
more than mine?

SHREEVES
I can force our government to 
protect our children. Give this 
shit to your own kids.

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           40



MEZZA
You can force nothing. These crops 
are expensive, only the wealthy can 
afford them. The more they pay the 
better the equipment for your 
soldiers and my country.

SHREEVES
You said I had to make a choice-- 
Is this it?

MEZZA
Your choice is really about whether 
you tell anybody about this you 
will die.  The greater good has a 
price for all of us. 

Shreeves snatches the black sack from Mezza’s hand and puts 
over her own head.

SHREEVES
Take me to the plane.

INT. SELECT COMMITTEE ROOM - DAY70

The hacks and journalists are buzzing. There’s not a square 
to stand on - the room is jammed.

Cromwell is in the witness chair. All is lost.

DEANLIN
So what’s it to be Mr Cromwell?   
Isn’t it time to come clean on why 
you personally arranged for cutting 
edge IT equipment to be sent to a 
hostile nation?   What do you 
suppose they will do with this 
equipment?

CROMWELL
The evidence is wrong.

DEANLIN
What is wrong is providing 
equipment that can be converted to 
military guidance systems. 

Cromwell looks down at the A4 manilla envelope given to him 
by Innes. Now seems like the time to open it...

DEANLIN (CONT’D)
It’s well known that Mr Cromwell 
had aspirations to the highest 
office in the land. If this is an 
example of his judgement the 
country can only hope he fails.  

(MORE)

Mike Cummins - MA Radio & TV Scriptwriting - WW Ep5           41



Madam chairperson, I would like 
this enquiry expanded and Mr
Cromwell held in custody for 
questioning by the authorities.

Cromwell slides some duplicates of Deanlin’s photographs from 
his own envelope. He grins to himself.

CROMWELL
Madam chairperson, Mr Deanlin, if I 
may...?   I have had the pleasure 
of serving my constituents, party 
and country for 14 years. During 
this time I have strived to make 
good decisions. If this committee 
or any other chooses to challenge 
me for any of those decisions I 
will be open in my response. And I 
fully intend to be. 
Mr Deanlin has given us all an 
entertaining, barnstormer of a show 
these past few days. I did sign the 
export licence. Government policy 
is to support children’s education 
no matter what conditions they live 
under. These children are the 
peacemakers of tomorrow. We should 
encourage them and hold out the 
hand of friendship that their 
parents do not grasp. 
The purpose of this enquiry is 
clear: why were degraded components 
replaced with high grade parts?

You can hear a pin drop. This is it. The confession that will 
end Cromwell’s career.

CROMWELL (CONT’D)
I don’t know. But I intend to find 
out. 
What I do know is that when I get 
to the bottom of this it will be 
due to solid, hard, confirmed facts 
and evidence. Can my honourable 
friend Mr Deanlin say the same?

DEANLIN
I stand by everything that has been 
presented at this enquiry.

CROMWELL
Well that is good news. Because I 
have here photographs of my meeting 
with one of my constituents, Frank 
Hook. I believe it took place last 
July.

He passes the photographs to the press - not the committee.

DEANLIN (CONT’D)
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Doyle sits sweating at the back of the room.

CROMWELL (CONT’D)
You’ll observe that Frank Hook is 
of a similar build to Mr Doyle that 
we met for the first time 
yesterday. Here’s the memory card 
containing these photos.

He throws it to a PRESS PHOTOGRAPHER.

CROMWELL (CONT’D)
I’ll let you and your paper confirm 
their authenticity. And explain how 
Mr Hook’s face was replaced with 
that of Mr Deanlin’s friend, Mr
Doyle over here.

DEANLIN
I object that card--

COMMITTEE CHAIR
I have told you Mr Deanlin, this is 
not a courtroom. I am not a judge.

CROMWELL
--why don’t you let the members of 
the press check out your shoddy 
faked card and its doctored 
photographs?   I think we all know 
the answer to that. Pretend 
evidence from a pretend politician!

The room erupts into a roar of chaos. The press are climbing 
over themselves to get the story out.

COMMITTEE CHAIR
(drowned out by noise)

Quiet!   We will have order!

She’s wasting her time.

Cromwell heads for the exit. Triumphant!

He ducks down to Mr Doyle for a quiet word:

CROMWELL
(Low)

Whoever sent you, tell them that 
they just upped the ante. I’m 
coming for them.

And Cromwell’s out of the door into the roar of a media 
circus.
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INT. PARLIAMENT RECEPTION - DAY71

Cromwell pries himself from the mob of photographers and 
journalists. 

CROMWELL
Thank you, thank you. Contact my 
office for a full statement. If you 
don’t mind I have a campaign to be 
getting on with.

He makes his way past a security checkpoint to the calm of a 
corridor.

INT. PARLIAMENT CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS72

Innes is loitering. Cromwell joins him.

CROMWELL
You set Deanlin up.

INNES
You asked for help, old boy.

CROMWELL
It’s a pity you didn’t take up my 
offer all those years ago. You’d 
have been brilliant running the 
network.

INNES
Too much for any one person. That’s 
why it got out of control.

CROMWELL
I’m going after them.

INNES
You’ll be hopelessly outnumbered, 
old boy. Good luck to you.

They shake hands and go their separate ways.

Cromwell remembers something...

CROMWELL
Innes!   That other matter. 
Shreeves should have her answers by 
now. Make sure she gets home 
safely.

Innes throws a nonchalant, reassuring wave. Cromwell smiles - 
just like the good old days.
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EXT. PARLIAMENT - DAY73

Cromwell exits the building. It’s quiet. The press have gone.

Waiting for him is Brown. Armed with the heroin report.

BROWN
Did you know about this?

CROMWELL
What is it?

BROWN
GM heroin.

Cromwell shakes his head.

CROMWELL
I don’t believe I do. Shreeves’s 
car has been found at RAF ????. I’d 
check it out.

BROWN
And Shreeves?

Cromwell gets into a waiting black cab.

CROMWELL
I’m sure she’ll be alright. It’s 
been a good day.

He slams shut the cab door. It drives off.

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. STORAGE AREA - DAY74

The place is deserted. Brown picks up Shreeves’s abandoned 
binoculars. But where is she?

EXT. RAF AIRFIELD. RUNWAY75

Brown walks across the runway. He stops. A figure staggers 
onto the horizon. He races towards it.

The figure is Shreeves. She’s a mess. Her eyes are bloodshot, 
her lips cracked.

Brown holds her.

BROWN
It’s been a good day. Apparently. 
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