10. INT. INTERROGATION ROOM.

The room is large, bare and empty but for a long, narrow
table standing dead-centre, lit by a solitary bright, white
light. Standing near the table is Detective Sergeant SWANSON,
arranging three chairs - she positions two on one side of the
table, and one on the other. A thick briefcase leans against
one of the table legs on the floor.

After a moment, the door opens and in walks Detective
Constable WHITLOCK, carrying two glasses of water. He is
younger than SWANSON, and far more uneasy - overtly, at
least. He crosses to SWANSON and places the glasses on the
table. She nods to him by way of thanks, picks one up and
takes a sip.

SWANSON
You're looking a bit queasy there,
Whitlock.

WHITLOCK
I'm fine, Sarge.

SWANSON
Are you sure? It's more than 1'd
have been capable of, six weeks out
of CID training. There would be no
shame in it if you decided to back
out.

WHITLOCK
If it's all the same with you,
Sarge, 1I'd rather stay.

She observes him for a moment. He stares back at her
determinedly. She shakes her head, slightly amused.

SWANSON
Don't say I didn't warn you. Take a
seat.

He sits down. She picks up the briefcase from the floor,
places it on to the table and opens it with a sharp click.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Before we begin, there are some
things I need you to understand.
The last report we have of Todd
Bateman's movements is now over a
week old. Any and all leads we had
are cold. Forensics have drawn a
blank, and there have been no
further eyewitness accounts of
anyone matching either Bateman or
Celia's description since Thursday.

(MORE)



SWANSON (CONT'D)
Let me be crystal clear with you
here, Whitlock - we're running out
of time. At this stage of the game,
mistakes are not an option.

WHITLOCK
Understood, Sarge.

SWANSON
Good.

SWANSON begins to rifle through the briefcase.

WHITLOCK
But

She stops, looking at him.

SWANSON
What?
(snaps)
Spit it out.

WHITLOCK
Sorry, Sarge ... it's just that I'm
struggling to understand how she
can be helpful at this point.
Surely anything we ask will already
have been covered in her original
statement last week. Is it worth
re-traumatising the poor girl over
and over again when she probably
knows about as much as we do?

SWANSON
Did you even bother to read said
statement before coming in?

WHITLOCK
I ... gave it a look.

BEAT.

SWANSON
Christ, you're a terrible liar.

SWANSON roots around inside the briefcase again for a moment,
before handing WHITLOCK a single piece of paper. WHITLOCK
scans the page quickly. A look of comprehension dawns on his
face.

WHITLOCK
Oh, my God. She was moved?



SWANSON
Yes. Several times. Back and forth,
always between the same two
locations: the house where she was
found and a second, unknown
location. At first, it seemed like
a dead end - surely Bateman would
have made sure to keep her hidden
while in transit? But she let
enough slip about the journey there
for us to know that she wasn't even
blindfolded - he had her sitting
right there next to him in the
front seat. He was clearly that
confident of the hold he had on her
that he didn't deem it necessary.
Arrogant bastard.

WHITLOCK
But if she saw so much, Sarge, why
won't she speak?

BEAT.

SWANSON
Have you had the chance to see her
for yourself yet, Whitlock?

WHITLOCK
No. But ...

He breaks off suddenly. SWANSON sighs.

SWANSON
Let me guess - people have been
talking a little too freely,
haven't they?

Slowly, WHITLOCK nods.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
And what have you heard?

WHITLOCK
Mixed reports. Different things
from different people. I'm not sure
what's true and what isn't.

SWANSON gestures for him to continue.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
She can't walk. She can walk, but
she limps. She can't talk. She can
talk, but what she says is barely
distinguishable as English. She
can't understand you.

(MORE)



WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
She can understand, she just
chooses to pretend that she can't.
And so on.

BEAT.

SWANSON
Lovely. Just lovely. It's so
gratifying to hear that so many
rumours - about the most emotive,
sensitive, delicate case this force
has dealt with in years, no less -
are floating unchecked around the
station. By the usual culprits, I
suspect. No, no, Whitlock - no need
to confirm or deny. I'1ll be dealing
with that later.

She returns her attention to her briefcase, moving things
around with a little more force than strictly necessary.
WHITLOCK watches her awkwardly. There is a pause, then:

WHITLOCK
Sarge? There was one other thing
that I heard, but I'm not sure
whether to believe it or not. It
seems a bit ... a bit strange, to
me ... but you'd know, of course,
being there at the time-

SWANSON
Spit it out, Whitlock.
WHITLOCK
When she was found ... when the

chain around her ankle was cut ...
they said she started to scream.
Almost as though the bolt cutter
had cut into her own flesh,
instead. And once she'd started,
she couldn't stop. She screamed for
three hours.

SWANSON says nothing, just loocks at him.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
It's true, then.

SWANSON starts to speak, then stops short. Her shoulders sag
and her body crumples in on itself. A weariness suddenly
hangs over her, reaching right into her bones.

SWANSON
Let me tell you something. It's
very easy to become desensitised in
this job.

(MORE)



SWANSON (CONT'D)

Every single day of our working
lives, we come in, we sit at our
desks, and we analyse and unpick
the circumstances and facts of the
most deplorable, heinous acts any
living human can inflict upon
another. That's our average day -
our norm. How do we ever learn to
adjust to that? How do we take in
all the violence, the pain, the
pervading sense of latent evil
inside every human we encounter,
and still manage to get up in the
morning? How do we cope? How do we
interact with people who don't have
to do what we do, who don't think
how we think? Some find a way of
just locking down the resultant
emotion - of creating a little box
inside their heads and stuffing
everything inside it until all
they're left with is the logic of
the case - the cold, hard fact,
nothing else. Perhaps I'm guilty of
that approach. But others ...
others try to find the excitement,
the dark humour, the intrigue.
Treating each case like a series of
Happy Valley makes it all a little
less real, I suppose - a bit easier
to stomach. You haven't been in
this job for long, and I won't deny
that it can be exciting ... life on
the fringes always is. But don't
for one single second forget that
here, your everyday is often the
worst moment of somebody's life.

(beat)
The circumstances in which we found
her were the worst I've ever
encountered in twenty years of
service. Nothing has ever come
close to it, and it never will. It
will haunt me to my dying day.

There is a long, sombre pause. Slowly, SWANSON rouses herself
and checks her watch. She turns back to the briefcase, pulls
out a series of photos and arranges them on the desk.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
It's nearly time. Come and look at
these, quickly. Have you heard of a
condition called Dissociative
Amnesia?

WHITLOCK
No.



SWANSON
According to her assigned
psychologist, it happens sometimes
after a traumatic event. The brain,
overloaded by experiences too
painful and significant to
contemplate, shuts down and just
chooses to forget. In all of her
interviews this week, she's
struggled to recall anything
without something to remind her
first - a visual cue. Anything she
remembers in one interview, she
fails to take forward to the next
and the whole cycle repeats itself
again.

WHITLOCK picks up one of the photos and holds it up to
SWANSON. The photo is of a young woman in her twenties.

WHITLOCK
Celia?

SWANSON
Yes. We need to ascertain whether
she's forgotten her, too, or
whether she was simply unaware of
her existence. They were kept in
separate rooms, it's a possibility
that they were never introduced at
all.

WHITLOCK puts the photo down, faintly nauseated. SWANSON
scoops them all up into a pile and turns them face down.

SWANSON (CONT'D)

Be gentle, patient and kind. Use
easy vocabulary, and don't push too
hard. Remember that through no
fault of her own, she's not like
you and me. Modify your approach.

(beat)
Are you ready?

He nods. SWANSON steps from behind the table and heads for
the door. WHITLOCK begins to lower himself into the seat when
suddenly SWANSON stops and turns back.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
One last thing. Try not to be too
alarmed.

WHITLOCK opens his mouth, confused, but SWANSON has already
left - the door bangs closed behind her. He sits down slowly.
Nervously, he takes a sip of water, shuffling in his seat to
get comfortable. There is a pause. He waits.



The door opens again and DS SWANSON steps in, closely
followed by BILLIE (20s). Though undeniably an adult woman,
BILLIE has the clothes and mannerisms of a young child: she
wears brightly-coloured pyjamas and slippers, and her hair is
arranged in pigtails. In her hand, she clutches a green toy
train. SWANSON holds the door for her as she enters, then
takes her by the hand and ushers her over to the lone chair
on the other side of the table from WHITLOCK. WHITLOCK stands
up suddenly, shocked and appalled.

SWANSON waves a hand frantically at him behind BILLIE's back,
gesturing for him to sit back down. For a moment, he stares,
dumbfounded, then slowly lowers himself back to his seat.
SWANSON places a gentle hand on BILLIE's shoulder,
encouraging her to sit. She gestures to him again, irritably.

WHITLOCK
(shakily)
H-hi there, Billie. How are you
today?

BILLIE sits down and ignores him completely, placing the
train set on the table in front of her. SWANSON takes a seat
beside WHITLOCK. They observe her for a moment.

SWANSON
Thank you for agreeing to talk to
us today, Billie. You may not
remember me, I'm Detective Sergeant
Swanson - this is my colleague,
Detective Constable Whitlock. I
know it's been a very tiring week
for you, and you've spoken to a lot
of people already. We really
appreciate you helping us.

BILLIE ignores her too, focusing on the train.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
If at any time you need to stop and
take a break, we can, alright? Just
let me know.

BILLIE ignores her again.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Billie? Did you hear me?

BILLIE doesn't look up.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
I need you to just confirm for me
that you understand.

BILLIE hums a little as she plays with the train. SWANSON
stares at WHITLOCK, at a loss. WHITLOCK deliberates, then
leans forward.



WHITLOCK
Is green your favourite colour?

BILLIE looks up at him but doesn't speak, continuing to hum.
He gestures at the train. She regards him suspiciously for a
moment, then shakes her head.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
What is your favourite colour,
then? Mine is blue - dark blue, not
light. And deep like the night sky.

BILLIE continues to watch him silently. It begins to seem as
though she won't answer, then:

BILLIE
Purple.

WHITLOCK
Purple. Nice choice. Do you have a
purple one of these?

He gestures to the train again. She shakes her head.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
I'll tell you what we'll do, then.
I'm going to write that down-

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a notebook and a pen.
He makes a note.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
—and if you help us a little today,
after we've finished I'm going to
go out and get you a purple train.
Does that sound like a fair trade?

BILLIE looks at him. Slowly, she nods. WHITLOCK and SWANSON
look at each other, relieved.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
Brilliant - it's a deal. Now, why
don't I just get this out of the
way for you, so that we don't have
any distrac-

He reaches for the train. As soon as his fingers touch it
BILLIE stands up at lightning speed, furious.

BILLIE
NO!

WHITLOCK jumps back as if stung, raising his hands in
surrender. SWANSON looks at him, alarmed.



WHITLOCK
Okay! Okay, that's fine. I'm sorry
- I won't touch it again. Sit ...
sit down ... it's alright ...

BILLIE continues to stare at him angrily. There is a pause.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
Come on, you can forgive me, can't
you? You seem like a forgiving
person. And we're still on for our
deal, aren't we?

There is a long, tense pause. Slowly, she sits down and
begins to play with the train again. Her expression is calm,
giving no indication of the explosion moments before.
WHITLOCK exhales. SWANSON, visibly shaken, reaches for the
first photo on the pile in front of her.

SWANSON
Let's, ah ... let's get started,
shall we?

She flips it over and turns it toward BILLIE.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Do you recognise this house?

BILLIE glances at it and shakes her head.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Are you sure? Think carefully.

BILLIE doesn't look at it again.

BEAT.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Alright, that's fine.

SWANSON picks up the second photograph on the pile, turns it
over and pushes it toward her too.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
What about this?

BILLIE glances at it without a trace of recognition, then
stares at SWANSON directly.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
This was the room you were staying
in - we met there last week. Do you
remember meeting me, Billie?

BILLIE
You gave me a blanket. A grey one.
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WHITLOCK and SWANSON glance at each other with carefully
suppressed excitement.

SWANSON
(eagerly)
I did! You're absolutely right.
Well done, that's really good. What
else can you remember about this
room?

BILLIE
Nothing. I wasn't there.

BEAT.

SWANSON falters, confused.

SWANSON

But ... but we met there, remember?
BILLIE

No.
SWANSON

Here - why don't you take a closer
look at it? It might start to come
back to you ...

SWANSON taps the photo. BILLIE leans over it with a blank
expression. She shakes her head. SWANSON's smile fades.
BILLIE begins to hum to herself again.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Really? But
(beat)
Okay. Never mind.

SWANSON picks up the third photo and pauses.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
This one is really important,
Billie, so I'm going to need your
full attention. Is it okay if you
don't look at your train for a
minute? I'm going to really need
you to think hard for me.

Slowly, BILLIE lets go of the train. She looks at SWANSON,
still humming a little. SWANSON flips the photo and turns it
to face her.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Do you know this girl?

Suddenly, BILLIE changes. She pushes the chair away from the
table and pulls her knees up to her chest, turning away from
them sulkily.
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BILLIE
This is boring. I want to go.

WHITLOCK and SWANSON look at each other again, hardly
bothering to disguise their eagerness this time.

WHITLOCK
You do, don't you? You recognise
her! Her name is Celia - she was in
the same house that you were-

BILLIE
I want to go now.

SWANSON
Billie, do you remember what we
agreed at the start? You said you'd
help us. If you met her, even if it
was just once - if you know
anything whatsoever about her, it's
vitally important that you tell us.

BILLIE

I don't know her!
(beat)
She's ugly.

WHITLOCK
Billie, please. You have to tell-

BILLIE stands up again, furious and distressed. She clamps
her hands over her ears.

BILLIE
Shut up, shut up, SHUT UP! I said I
never saw her, and I didn't! It was
just me there - only me, no-one
else, never anyone else!

She slams a fist on to the table. The photograph of the house
falls from the table. She scrambles after it and cradles it
in her hands. WHITLOCK and SWANSON exchange a glance. SWANSON
leans back in her seat, stunned.

WHITLOCK
So you do remember the house.

BEAT.

BILLIE stares at him for a moment. Then she drops the photo
carelessly and sits down again, picking up the train. SWANSON
and WHITLOCK look at each other, deliberating. SWANSON picks
up the final photograph. She turns it over and slides it over
to BILLIE.

SWANSON
Do you know who this man is,
Billie?
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BILLIE stares at the photo. Slowly, her features break into a
wide smile. She begins to laugh. WHITLOCK and SWANSON lean
away from her, alarmed. BILLIE laughs until tears form in her
eyes, then turns back to her train and begins to sing loudly
to herself, still beaming.

WHITLOCK
Oh, my God. You're protecting him,
aren't you? Aren't you?

BILLIE sings louder.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
You don't have amnesia at all! It's
an act, it's all an act!

SWANSON
Whitlock-

WHITLOCK
You're playing games with us, with
all of us. And all the while, Celia
could be injured somewhere, or
worse — and you don't care at all.
You're enjoying it!

BILLIE stands up with the train and begins to spin in a
circle, singing all the more. WHITLOCK stands too, suddenly
furious.

WHITLOCK (CONT'D)
Enough of this bullshit! Where is
he? Where is he?

SWANSON grabs him by the arm and firmly tugs him back to his
seat.

SWANSON
DC Whitlock, if you do not control
yourself immediately, I will have
you sent from this room and you
will not return!

WHITLOCK
She's laughing at us, Sarge,
laughing at Celia - she'd let an
innocent girl die to protect that

sick fuck who turned her into this-
this shell-

SWANSON
She's an extremely vulnerable
individual who has experienced more
trauma than you or I could hope to
survive in ten lifetimes.

(MORE)
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SWANSON (CONT'D)

If you do not shut your mouth, calm
down and follow my lead, I will see
to it that no force the length and
breadth of the United Kingdom will
ever admit you into its ranks
again. Am I clear?

(turning to BILLIE)
Billie? Could you stop singing for
a moment?

BILLIE continues to spin in a circle, ignoring her happily.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Alright, you don't need to stop.
I'm just going to say what I need
to say anyway. He told you that you
were special to him, didn't he?
That you were his one and only.
That he would choose you, and only
you, forever. But you aren't
special to him, Billie. Do you know
how I know? Because he chose her,
didn't he?

BILLIE's singing falters a little. She stops spinning and
stares at SWANSON, still crooning softly to herself.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
He knew in advance that we were on
to him. He had the time to get
away, and he did. But he knew he
could only take one of you, and you
... well. You didn't make the cut.

BILLIE continues to sing, but the sound becomes a little
strangled in her throat as her distress builds.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Imagine how much closer they're
becoming without you. The jokes
they're having at your expense. The
relief they feel, now that you're
gone-

BILLIE drops slowly to a crouch and holds her hands up to her
head. Her song sounds like a sob.

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Time with his real favourite.
That's the gift you're giving him
with your silence. And the longer
it goes on, the less special you'll
become until finally ... he forgets
about you-

BILLIE
NOOOOOOOOO! NO, NO, NO, NO, NO!



SWANSON and WHITLOCK dive to their feet. SWANSON crouches

front of her and grabs her by the shoulders.

SWANSON
Tell me! Tell me where he is,
Billie!

BILLIE
He wouldn't ... wouldn't take her

there. Not without me ...

SWANSON
Where? Where?

BILLIE
(howling)
He said it was for me - the lights
... all of the lights ... the
colours ...

SWANSON
What lights? What lights, Billie?

BILLIE
"The Wonderland, the Wonderland
that never dies ... for you and me"
... not her ... never her ...
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in

SWANSON's face lights up. BILLIE continues to howl and claw

at her hair.

SWANSON
0Of course! How did I not see it
before?

WHITLOCK

What is it? I don't understand-

SWANSON
It's a light display - a Christmas
light display - near the industrial
units on Granville Street. They're
always up, they've never been taken
down. He worked there a couple of
years ago, but there was never a
tangible encugh link to connect the
dots ... go, Whitlock, go now -
tell the DCI! Tell him to dispatch
armed units there immediately -
we've got the bastard! We've got
him!

WHITLOCK tears out of the room at a run. SWANSON wraps her

arms tightly around BILLIE as she continues to howl and claw

at her head.



I'm sorry,

SWANSON (CONT'D)
Billie. I'm so,

S0 SOrry

FADE OUT.
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