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SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. Governor's Office - DAY

the governor (60) sits at his desk, drinking tea. AKIsS (39) Enters.

Governor:

Ah, Akiss. Any developments on the hostage situation?

Akiss:

Mixed news, Sir. Slade is coming off the hunger strike.
governor:

But surely that's good news?
Akiss:

No, Sir. It's bad. Now he's threatening to eat his cellmate.

Governor sprays tea from mouth.
Governor:

Why can't Parliament make this one exception and hang him?

Akiss mops his face with tissue.
Akiss:

Maybe there's another way to get rid of him. A more –

Governor:

Ruthless?

Akiss:

More –

Governor:

Sadistic?

Akiss:

More legal way to offload him.
Governor:

We could put out a contract on him.
akiss:

Contract killings aren't legal.

Governor:

Rubbish. A contract is a legally-binding agreement. Lawyers deal with contracts all the time.
Akiss:

Sir, a contract-killer would bugger you, your pets, and your family, living and deceased, for ten quid.

Governor:

My God, the fiends are exactly like lawyers.
Akiss:

Anyway, the contract killing isn't an option.

Governor:

Why not?
Akiss:

Because this is the roughest toughest high-security prison in Britain. We're surrounded on all four sides by men as mad and as bad as any TV chat show host, and yet not one of them is crazy enough to go near Slade.

Governor:

So what do we do with Slade?
Akiss:

With respect, Sir, our priority is Parker.
Governor:

Parker?
AKISS:
Slade's cellmate.

Akiss looks at his watch.
And if this watch is right, his soon-to-be second course.
SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. PRISON CELL - DAY

PETE slade (A large imposing man in his thirties) paces up and down the cell. Parker (23) cowers. toilet paper is daubed over the grey walls, smeared brown.

PArker:




It’s been two weeks, Slade. Call off the protest.

slade roars Angrily. Parker backs into a corner.

Parker:

But the stench. Even the flies have left. Call it off.
slade: (COCKNEY THROUGHOUT)
Not 'til all the clean spots 'ave gone. See any?

PARKER nods and points.

slade:

Then assume the position, Parker. It’s time you had another Brad Pitt.

PArker:




Brad Pitt?
slade kicks a bucket to Parker and snaps at the plastic gloves he’s wearing.

PArker:

Oh, you mean a –
slade:

Tommy Tit. And a good effort this time. You had Steve McQueens on toast for breakfast.
SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. PRISON CORRIDOR - DAY
corridor outside the cell. A Guard peers through the grille.

guard:

Right, lads. He’s applying the second coat. Let’s get him while he’s distracted.

he opens the door and five guards run in.

SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. Governor's Office - DAY

governor and AKIsS sit at table.

Governor:

He what?

AKISS:

Slade has five guards hostage.

Governor:

Any demands?
Akiss:

A lobster bib and a crate of red sauce.

Governor:

And it gets worse. Read that.
governor Hands AKIsS a letter.

The Home Office have approved the rehabilitation scheme. I'm supposed to find a prisoner so they can test some shrink's pet theory.

Akiss:

(READS) We place great confidence in the methods of Doctor Lucien Hobbs, and we do not anticipate a negative outcome. Lucien Hobbs? But, Sir, this is the answer to our problems.

Governor

How? Is there a suicide pill enclosed?

Akiss:

No, we saddle Hobbs with Slade.

governor:

Hobbs would never fall for it.

Akiss:

I know Hobbs. We did our doctorates together. Trust me. Slade is as good as gone.

SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. Governor's Office - DAY

Lucien hobbs (40), the governor, and AKIsS sit at a table.

Hobbs:

Sign there and I’ll take the prisoner.
AKISs:

With respect, Hobbs, I find the four candidates rather - how can I put this? - undemanding for a psychiatrist of such (BEAT) renown.
hobbs:

Explain.

AKISs:

A man of your undoubted talent should relish a challenge, not a formality. What you want is a hard-case. Someone to immortalise you.

hobbs:

Anyone in mind?

AKISS:

Yes. He’ll be free about lunchtime.

hobbs:

Why lunchtime?

akiss:

That’s when the SAS go in to free the hostages.

SCENE  AUTONUM   INT. prison corridor - DAY

THe SAS lie unconcious in the corridor. some Guards run around the corner. slade is at the far end of the corridor. He sees them and walks toward them. They turn and run, clattering into AKISS.

AKISS:

What’s happening?

Guard:

It’s Slade. He’s free.

akiss:

What?

Akiss peeps around the corner. He sees Slade lumbering towards him, kicking at the SAS as they slowly come to, groaning.

akiss:

Shit, shit, shit.

Akiss whistleS for attention. Slade looks up and sees a key on a finger, poke around the corner. Slade approaches and makes to bite the finger.

akiss: (O.O.V)
Wait. Slade, this key can get you out of here but you have to do what I say.

slade wavers. AKISS creeps around the corner. He’s scared. 

akiss:

Think. It's hostage-taking and dirty protests ‘til pension day or it's your ticket out. Your choice.

Slade opens his mouth as if to speak and lunges forward. A scream echoes down an empty corridor.
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