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INT. CAT WALK — DAY
Elongated bodies move down a catwalk — men and women.

They wear dark blue clothes against a backdrop of dark blue
fabric.

Their torsos are distorted and blurred — no heads or hands or
feet. Just slender figures almost merging with the fabric
billowing in the backgrcund.

EXT. UNDERWATER — DAY

Slowly more light filters into the scene and gently the
bodies dissolve into seaweed, curving gently beneath the

waves.

We are gliding slowly underwater now. Past seaweed and coral,
the light becoming brighter as we near the shore.

Gradually the light becomes brighter still. Suddenly we are
flung cut of the waves.

The screen is filled with a burst of brilliant white light.
INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM — DAY

The flash <of a camera, fcllowed by squealing as it recharges.
The camera is in the hands of KURT, an attractive man in his
early thirties. His designer stubkble perfectly matched to his
close cropped hair and his #“rugged” clothing.

KURT fiddles with the camera.

FRANCOIS (0O/S)
And of course you’re full of crap.

KURT
Whatever.

FRANCOIS (0O/S)
Full - of - crap.

KURT
Just telling you what Brock said.

EXT. BEACH — DAY

We are lying in shallow waves on the sand, the water gently
lapping over us.

Above us the golden orb of the sun beats down on us, obscured
by thin white clouds that blanket the sky.
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Water above, gently lapping, and white sky.

Suddenly a blue ring begins to glow arcound the sun. It
becomes brighter, sending out rays that stretch towards us.

INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM - DAY

FRANCOIS
People say it’'s the writers who are
most full of it but — they‘re
Wrong.

FRANCOIS is in his late forties, balding and overweight,
though he tries to conceal that under his chic black designer
clothes.

He paces agitatedly up and down the perfect, sparse, “rustic
beach” designed living area of his beach house.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
It’s the photcgraphers. The
snappers. They speak crap one
hundred percent of the time.

A pair of shapely tanned legs move on the sofa.

TAYA (0O/8)
Has anybody got anything ?

FRANCOIS
One hundred per — cent !

A head appears above the plush cushions. This is TAYA,
Francois® impossibly beautiful “girlfriend”.

Her colive skinned face is flawless, perfectly framing ccol
green eyes and short dark hair. She loocks a little dazed.

TAYA
Has anybody got anything ?

Francois makes an “inverted comma” gesture.

FRANCOIS
“Writers” — fifty, maybe sixty
percent but photographers —

TAYA
(louder)
I’'ve got a headache.

FRANCOIS
Not now gorgeous.






























































































































































































































































































































































































































