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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.
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EXT. BEACH — DAY
The blue ring around the sun fades and disappears.

We are above the water now but we can still hear it gently
lapping beneath us.

We tilt down to see the wind blowing through the grass and
dunes surrounding the deserted beach.

INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM — DAY

Taya sits up on the sofa. She is dressed in a designer
bikini, showing off her perfect figure and all over tan.

TAYA
I'm not being respected.

FRANCOIS
Of course you are — but just not
now. I’'m talking to Kurt. The
snapper.

TAYA
I have to be respected. You know
what happens when I'm not
respected.

FRANCOIS
Not now.

TAYA
When I'm treated like a body not a
whole person.

Kurt has heard encugh. He wanders across to a sliding glass
door and pushes it open. He steps out on to the balcony.

In the backgrcund the argument continues.

FRANCOIS
Not now ! Please.

TAYA
Anger. That'’'s anger — not respect.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

We tilt down further to see the waves, gently covering and
uncovering the sand.

And a little further to see two knees, digging into the sand.
The knees are perfect.
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Perfectly tanned, shaped and proportioned. No blemishes or
lines. Air brushed, without the airbrush.

A hand comes into frame now. It appears palm down and is just
as perfect as the knee.

Perfect nails, fingers, wrist. The hand turns slowly palm up.
Once more — perfect.

EXT. BEACH HOUSE : BALCONY — DAY.

Kurt slides the glass door closed and the argument is
replaced by the sound of the surf, surging on to the beach.

Kurt looks through the lens, checking the camera.
Through the lens we see the sea in the distance.
We hear a click and now we see the waves close up.

The camera pans quickly across the beach and suddenly stops.
Among the waves, kneeling, i1s what appears to be a naked man.

The camera zoomg in again.

The man is slim and muscular, perfectly statuesque and his
chiseled face is capped with a mep of blond hair.

Kurt smiles, a little bemused.

Through the camera we suddenly see the man flop forward. He
lies on his side. The waves lapping around him. He is still.

Kurt lowers the camera. He waits for him to move. The man
does not. Kurt waits some more. Still no movement.

Kurt slides the screen door open, interrupting the ongoing
argument.

TAYA
Anger equals lack of respect. Lack
of respect equals dis-treatment.

FRANCOIS
It’s mis-treatment.

KURT
Frankie, come here.

INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM — DAY

FRANCOIS
Not now Kurt !
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KURT
It’s important.

FRANCOIS
One second.

KURT
(stronger)
Frankie — there’s something you
should see out here.
Francols heads for the kalcony.

TAYA
You see ? No respect.

EXT. BEACH HOUSE : BALCONY — DAY
Francolis emerges on the balcony.

FRANCOIS
What ?

Kurt points down the beach to the man. Francois follows his
fingers.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
I see a man lying on a beach.

KURT
I think he’s drowning.

FRANCOIS
You can’‘t drown in two inches of
water.

KURT

If you say so.
Francois looks again.

FRANCOIS
When did he last move ?

KURT
Couple of minutes ago.

They wait for the man to move. He does not. Francols looks at
Kurt. Beat

Francolis heads quickly for the stairs, leading down from the
balcony to the beach.
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He turns back to see Kurt not following. Francois looks at
him.

KURT (cont’d)
What 2

FRANCOIS
Well come on.

Kurt reluctantly follows Francois down the steps.

Taya appears at the sgliding door. She sees them disappearing
down the steps.

TAYA
Now I'm being excluded.

Taya follows them down the stairs.

EXT. BEACH — DAY

Francois makes his way across the beach, struggling across
the sand in his shiny black shoes, puffing a little as he

does. The wind whips around his ankles.

Following behind is Kurt, camera in hand and further behind
him a “distreated, excluded” Taya.

Francois reaches the man. Kurt stands behind Francois. He
starts to snap some pictures of the man.

Francois turns to look at Kurt.

KURT
What 2

Kurt continues to snap as Taya arrives beside him.

TAYA
I will not be excluded.

Francois turns back to the man.

FRANCOIS
Hello ?

The man doesg not respond.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
Excuse me.
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Still nothing. Francois creeps towards the Man. He kneels
beside him in the sand. A wave laps over his shoes and
ankles. Francoils stands, shaking off his shoe.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
(angry now)
Look !

8till no respcnse.

Francols crouches cover the man and stretches cut a finger.

gives the man a pcke and then leaps back.
The man still does not move.

Francois creeps forward again and now leans closer to the
man, putting his ear c¢lose to his meuth.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
He’s not breathing.

KURT
(between snaps)
Maybe he’s swallowed some water.
Give him mouth to mouth.

FRANCOIS
You give him mouth to mouth.

Francols gingerly rclls the man over. He flops on to his
back, waves spilling over his perfect body.

Kurt, Franceis and Taya lcocok at the man’s sculptured
physique. Pause.

KURT
Wow.

Taya looks further down the man’s body. She gulps.

TAYA
Double wow.

Francois shoots a glare at Taya.

TAYA (cont’d)
What 2

She steps closer.

TAYA (cont’d)
Who is he 2

He
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Francois leans over the man again. He takes a deep breath and
gingerly pinches the man’s nose. He halfheartedly blows in
his mouth.

KURT
Won’'t work like that. You’wve got to
put your mouth right over his.

FRANCOIS
If you’'re such an expert you do it.

TAYA
(moving forward)
I'll do it.

FRANCOIS
Stay there.

Francois kneels in the wet sand, abandoning all hope of
keeping his pants clean.

Kurt continues snapping. Taya edges closer.

TAYA
I didn’'t know this was a nude
beach.
FRANCOIS
It isn‘'t.
KURT
Is now.

Francois leans in and grimaces. He presses his mouth firmly
to the man’s and blows again.

He leans back and coughs.

TAYA
You sure you don‘t want me -

FRANCOIS
It’s guite alright.

Francolis leans in again and blows hard once more. Suddenly
the man coughs violently and his body convulses. Water pours
from his mouth.

INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM — DAY.

Taya stares open mouthed at the man who 1s now lying on the
sofa.
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Kurt appears in frent of her, holding up a light meter. He
adjusts something on the camera and continues to snap away.

TAYA
Nice abs.

She moves closer.

TAYA (cont’d)
Nice legs.

She bends down.

TAYA (cont’d)
Nice everything.

She stands and speaks to Kurt who appears at her side. She
points lower down the man’s body.

TAYA (cont’d)
(whispers)
Is .. that real ?

KURT
Guegs so.

Taya reaches out a hand slowly.
Francois arrives, carrying a towel.

FRANCOIS
He’s not a piece of meat.

TAYA
But I am.

Francols covers the man with the towel.

Kurt pulls it down a little and keeps snapping. Taya pulls it
down a little more to reveal the man’s chest.

Francois grabs her hand to¢ stop her: #That’s far enough.”

TAYA (cont’d)
Who is he 2

FRANCOIS
Some beach bum probably.

KURT
Nice bones for a beach bum.
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FRANCOIS
I hadn’'t noticed.

KURT
Really ?

Francois locks at Kurt. He goes over to the camera.

Kurt scrolls through some of the images on the small screen
at the back of the digital camera.

Francois looks more interested.

Taya kneels and again reaches out her hand. She is just about
to touch the man’s face when his eyes flicker open.

They are a crystal clear, ice blue. Taya gasps.

TAYA
Frankie.

Francois is now engrossed in the photos.

FRANCOIS
Not now darling.

The man sits up.

TAYA
Frankie.

FRANCOIS
I said not now.

The man looks down at the towel. He looks at it then reaches
down jerkily and picks it up. He tosses it to Taya.

Taya catches it and smiles.
TAYA
(admiring the view)
If you insist.

Francolis sees Taya has the towel.

He grabs the towel and covers the man’s lower regions once
more.

Kurt snaps another photo. The man flinches at the flash and
covers his eyes.

FRANCOIS
Will you — Just give him a moment.
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Kurt lowers the camera.

TAYA
Ask him what his name is ?

Francois holds up a hand to Taya, gesturing for her to wait.
He steps a little closer to the man.

The man tries to stand but loses his balance and fleops back
on to the scfa.

FRANCOIS
Go easy. Probably still a bit
dizzy.
Taya comes closer.
TAYA

I'm Taya. What’s your name ?
The man looks at her. He blinks.

FRANCOIS
Taya — back off.

TAYA
I'm sorry. I can’t help it. Look at
him. He’s ..

She can’'t find the word.

FRANCOIS
Who's not being respected now ?

Taya scowls. She moves away. Francois looks at the man.
FRANCOIS (cont’d)
Hellco. My name 1s Francols. Call me
Frankie.
Francois holds out his hand. The man blinks, uncomprehending.

Francois withdraws his hand.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
What'’'s your name °?

The man just looks at him.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
Name ?
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TAYA
Maybe he’s foreign.

FRANCOIS
(FRENCH) Nom ? (ITALIAN) Nome ?
(SPANISH) Nombre ? (GERMAN)Name ?

The man still looks at him.
FRANCOIS (cont’d)
Do you understand anything I’'m
saying ?

The man just blinks.

KURT
Frankie. You got a second.

FRANCOIS
Not now Kurt.

KURT
One second.

12.

Francois loocks at Kurt. Kurt nods towards the sliding door.

FRANCOIS
(tc the man)
Would you excuse us ?

Francois gets up and heads for the door. Taya watches him.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
(to Taya)
Stay.
Taya’'s eyes come back to the Man.

TAYA
My pleasure.

EXT. BEACH HOUSE : BALCONY — DAY

Francois joins Kurt on the balcony, closing the door behind

him. Through the glass we see Taya watching the man.

FRANCOIS
Yes ?

KURT
I think you should phone Candy.
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FRANCOIS
Why 2

Kurt nods towards the man.

KURT
September.
Francois’ jaw drops.
FRANCOIS
What =z
KURT
He's ..

Kurt can't find the word either. Francois turns away.

FRANCOIS
He's some nutcase loser beach
bunny.

KURT

September. Summer. Sand. Sea.
(holding up camera)
Already got half of it.

FRANCOIS
Are you completely insane ?

KURT
Tomorrow morning we knock off the
rest. Even do a few with Taya.

FRANCOIS
Are we soft porn now ?

Kurt looks at him.

KURT
Frankie. They’ll go crazy.

FRANCOIS
No. You’re crazy.

KURT
I just want to get paid this month.

Francois locks through the window at Taya and the man. Pause.
KURT (cont’d)

There’s the answer to all your
problems.
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FRANCOIS
All cur problems.

Kurt moves in closer to Francois.
KURT
Look, if you don’t do something

Brock's not gonna be the only one
going to Fez.

Francois looks at Kurt.

FRANCOIS
September ?

KURT
Camera loves him.

Francoils 1s uncertain.

KURT (cont’d)
You saw yourself.

Pause.

FRANCOIS
I'll call Candace.

Francois goes back inside.

INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM — DAY

As Francols enters Taya is twisting the man’s blonde, almost
white, hair between her fingers.

Francois heads straight for the phone on the glass and
wrought iron side table.

TAYA
This is incredible. So soft. You
should feel it.

FRANCOIS
Tava.

TAYA
He doesn’t mind.

Francois loocks at her. He punches some numbers into the
phone. We hear the muted tones of the keys.

Taya slumps back in the sofa.
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TAYA (cont’d)
I never get to have any fun.

FRANCOIS
(on phone)
Jenny it’s Francols. Put me through
to Candace.
(beat)
I don’'t care. Put me through.

Francois turns away.

The man spots a full length mirror across the living room. He
gsees his reflection.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
(on phone)
It’s me. I know you're in a meeting
— it’11 just take a second.
(beat)
I need you to come down to the
beach house.

The man stands. The towel falls to the floor. He walks slowly
towards the mirror.

Taya watches him walk away, a smile on her face.

TAYA
Great arse.

Kurt comes in through the screen door. He sees the man.

Taya puts a finger in front of her lips, signaling Kurt to be
guiet.

FRANCOIS
(on phone)
There'’s someone here we need you to
meet.
(beat)
Kurt thinks he might be September.

The man steps in front of the mirror. He looks at his
reflection. S8lowly he reaches out a hand to touch it.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
(on phone)
I don’'t know. We found him on the
beach.
(beat)
No we can’'t bring him there.
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The man strokes his reflection in the mirror.
FRANCOIS (cont’d)
(on phone)
Look — just get down here. He might
save both our necks.

(beat)
And bring a release form.

Francois slams the phone down. He takes a moment to compose
himself and turns.

FRANCOIS (cont’d)
Sorry about that.

He sees the man standing naked in front of the mirror. He
looks at Taya. She shrugs.

TAYA

Don‘t loock at me. I didn‘t touch

him.
Francois looks at the man. He looks over to Kurt.
Kurt meets his gaze. Beat.
They both look kack at the man, slowly strcoking the mirror.
INT: BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Some hours later the man is asleep on the sofa. His face
serene and still in the moonlight, slanting through the glass

door.

Francols sits at the dining table, a half drunk bottle of red
wine in front of him. Next to it an empty glass.

Light from a lamp falls over his shoulder.

Cigarette smoke wafts from a corner where Kurt sits on the
floor, smoking.

Silence, save for the waves breaking outside.
Francois locks up.

FRANCOIS
Where's Taya ?

Kurt shrugs.

The silence returns. Suddenly there is the sounds of
footsteps ocutside.
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The door opens and CANDACE enters. In her mid forties,
Candace has worked hard on her appearance and it has paid
dividends.

She is trim and taut with a tan a little darker than Taya.
She wears a smart navy blue suit, off set by a white shirt
(unbutteoned to show some cleavage) and matching high heels.

CANDACE
Does someone want to tell me what
the fuck this is all about ?

FRANCOIS
Quiet. He's sleeping.

Candace slams her bag down on the table.

CANDACE

Don’t tell me to be gquiet. You may
be the publisher and I may Jjust be
the editor but I’'ve driven two and
a half hours through hellish
traffic to get here and all I can
say 1s you better have a bloody
good reason.

(beat)
aAnd why is it so dark in here ?

KURT

He doesn’t like the light.
CANDACE

Who 2
KURT

Him.

Kurt nods in the man’'s direction.

Candace turns to see the man, faintly illuminated on the scofa
by the moonlight. He could be a ghost.

Candace is suddenly silent. She moves slowly across the room
through the moconlight towards the man.

She reaches the man and looks at his face, bathed in soft
blue light.

She takes a little gasp and sits abruptly on a chalr as if
she has been struck. Silence, except for the distant waves.
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CANDACE
(softly)
Mother of God.

KURT
Could be.

CANDACE
Who is he ?

FRANCOIS
He doesn’t seem to have a name.

Candace locks at the man, awestruck.

CANDACE
It’s a miracle. A fucking miracle.

Candace kneels in front of the sofa, absorbing the man with
her eyes.

CANDACE (cont’d)
He’'s .. .

She too can’t find the word.

CANDACE (cont’d)
Absolutely ..

FRANCOIS
That’s just what Taya and Kurt
said.

KURT
We think he’s European.

CANDACE
Maybe he’s some Euro talent on
holiday.

FRANCOIS
Then how come we’ve never seen him
before 7

CANDACE
You really think he’s just some
nobody ?

Francols and Kurt are silent.

CANDACE (cont’d)
You can’t just’ve found him ?
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FRANCOIS
Maybe we got lucky.

KURT
At exactly the right time.

CANDACE
How does he look 7

Kurt holds up his camera.

KURT
Check for yourself.

Candace crawls over to Kurt on her hands and knees.
Kurt flicks through the photos.

CANDACE
(to Rurt)
What are you thinking ?

KURT
Beach. Him and Taya. Sunrise.

CANDACE
Cover ?

KURT
For starters.

CANDACE
When ?

FRANCOIS
September.

CANDACE
We're goling to print tomorrow
night.

KURT
We can make it.

CANDACE
Linda is September.

KURT
Linda is boring.

FRANCOIS
Bump her.
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CANDACE
I can’t bump Linda.

Francois goes to Candace.

FRANCOIS
We had Linda last October and how
many did we sell ?

CANDACE
More than usual.

FRANCOIS
A tiny little more than usual.
Candy, we need to double our sales.

CANDACE

And he’s going to double our sales
?

FRANCOIS
Look at him.

Candace looks at the man. Pause.

CANDACE
But we’ve never had a man on the
cover before.

KURT
Could be time to start.

Candace is still considering. Beat.

FRANCOIS
We have to try something.

Candace is still not convinced. Francois goes to the man and
lifts the sheet covering him.

Candace’s eyes widen.

CANDACE
I'1ll bump Linda.
(to Rurt)
Who’s gonna style ?

KURT
I thought Jai.

CANDACE
I*1l call her. Cossies ?
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KURT
I've got the Seaweed shit in my
boot.

CANDACE

I’'11l call them too. They’re not
getting this for free.

Candace slips a slender mobile phone out of her jacket.
FRANCOIS
There’s no signal. You have to use

the land line.

CANDACE
Ch yes. I forgot. The rustic charm.

Candace stands. She goes to the phone, still looking back at
the man.

Kurt lights another cigarette.

CANDACE (cont’d)
So, what do we call him ?

KURT
How about Fred ?

CANDACE
I was thinking more of David,
Samson, Adonis.

FRANCOIS
I like Fred.

Beat.

CANDACE
Fred it is.

And Candace begins to dial.
INT. BEACH HOUSE : LIVING ROOM — NIGHT.

It’s about 4 am and Taya creeps across the polished wooden
floor boards, dressed in bikini top and wrap around.

She creeps into the open plan kitchen and tries silently to
copen the refrigerator door.

It squeaks a little as she pulls it open and she winces. She
prulls open the freezer secticon of the hi-tech fridge and
takes out a pot of gourmet ice cream.





































































































































































































































































































































































