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BLACK SCREEN:

Fade up on track, something like Ellingtcon’s moody, romantic
“Midnight Indigo” from ANATOMY OF A MURDER - stylish, sexy

WE HEAR LOVERS cancodling, sniffing lines -
WE HEAR a door-buzzer CHIME -

FADE IN:

EXT. LONDON - NIGHT

MONTAGE SEQUENCE - the drizzle, the fog, car lights,
pedestrians under umbrellas, the hiss and drone of life -

ON A TOWN HOUSE - lights on in a few windows upstairs
FADE TO BLACK.

BLACK SCREEN:

A strange breathy music FADES UP -

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TOWN HOUSE - NIGHT

LOW-ANGLE - WE SEE a COUPLE dancing by the window, A TAXT
pulls up to the curb. Stops. A Hassidic RABBI gets out -

ANGLE - RABBI goes up to the door, buzzes. WE HEAR CHIME -

CUT TO:

INT. ZIP'S CRIB - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

A WONG KAR-WAI type Close-up of a noddy COUPLE slow dancing,
the light yellow, moody, dreamy - something like Ellington’s
“Haupe” on the stereo - the couple move to the sound.

SHE is - AVALON DUNBAR, an extremely gorgeous dark beauty,
tall, elegant, stoned out of her singular mind

HE is - TODD “ZIP” FENSTER, fashion photographer, Jjunkie cad-
about-town, photc-artiste par excellence -

CAMERA swirls around their dance, WE SEE the framed, unframed
photographs, books, nik-nax, trophy animal heads, surfboard,
—— its as if Peter Beard and David Bailey sired a mad heir -



They kiss languidly, they dance, shed clothes along the way -

CAMERA swirls away, retaining same ligquid motion and ends up
on a horizontal mirror, powder lines, a rolled up 100 EURO -

ANGLE OFF box of white heroin, in the B.G. Out-of-focus the
DANCERS half their clcothes gcone -

HER high heelg strewn off to the side -

C/U on their hands, touching each other, caresses —-- WE HEAR
the door-bell CHIME -- they continue dancing, making love -
THE CHIME gets more insistent - intrusive
AVAT.ON
Who's -

ZIP kisses her, she swallows the rest - MORE CHIMES!
FINALLY -

AVAT.ON
Insistent bugger!

ZIP finally breaks away - MORE CHIMES!

ZIP
Bloody fucking hell! AWRIGHT!

ZIP's in his underwear, goes to the BOX in the entry way -
ENTRYWAY -

ZIP
WHO THE BLOODY HELL IS THIS?

RABBI (0.S.)

Shmoo!

2IP
Who?

RABBI (0.S.)
Shmuel!

ON AVAION - donning Zip’s silk robe, looking frustrated -

ZIP
Sam! WHAT THE FUCK, I tecold you to -

RABBI (0.S.)
Let me up!



ZIP and AVALON exchange locks. She shakes her head -

ZIP
(caught between sex &
drugs)
He's not going away -

Door-buzzer CHIMES! SHE opengs her robe, her breasts divine -

ZIP
(into intercom)
Shut-up!
(looking)
He’ll be here a minute -

AVALON - turns and picks up her shoes, what a loser -
LTIP
(pleading)
I'll get rid of him. Minute!

ZIP buzzes the RABBI in, goes to grab his clothes. WE HEAR
the RABBI coming heavily up the stairs, buttons his shirt -

ON AVALON, stoned, bored, lights up a Dunhill - KNOCK! KNOCK!

ZIFP opens the door, the RABBI nearly tumbles in. Slightly
rumpled, but still elegant, a Kabbalistic aristocrat -

RABBT
(Yiddish)
Thanks to God.

ZIP
Shana Tovah Sammy -

ON AVAILON - even stoned taken aback, shocked in fact -

ZIF (0.8.)
Last time Sam. Gotta call first!

RABBI (0.S.)
Shabbat. Can’'t use my cell phone -

The RABBI pulls out a hundred pound note from his pocket -

The RABBI avcoids looking at AVALON. He doesgn’t mind copping
dope at midnight but he won’'t lock at a semi-naked woman -

On AVALON, barely amused, watching the RABBI -

ZIP grabs a tiny wrapper, hands it to the RABBI -



ZIP
Where you going?

RABET
I have to use your bathroom.

ZIP
Neo. No way -

RABBI
This once!

ZIP nods towards AVALON -

ZIP
No!

The RABBI finally loocks at her -

RABET
Zip!

ZIP's POV: AVAION is hot -

ZIP (0.S.)
No! I'm not shooting gallery!

The RABBI takes advantage of ZIP’'s momentary lapse and
guickly gets into the bathroom. ZIP pulls on the dcoor -

ZIP
SHMUEL! GOD DAMN YOU!

The RABBI's locked himself in. ZIP pulls and bangs on it -
ON AVALON - fucked-up, nodding to the music

RABBI (0.S.)
You break the door!

ZIF (0.8.)
Get out!

RABBI (0.S.) ZIP (0.S.)
One minute - You bloody arseholetl

AVATLON
Zip! You‘re gonna break the doort

WE HEAR ZIP stop bang and pull on it, frustrated, angry -

ZIP returns to the studio.



ZIP's POV: AVALON leaning against pillows -
AVATLON
You didn‘t tell me...
(beat)
You were a dealer -
ZIP walks into his POV, straddles AVALON -

ZIP
You didn’t ask -

ZIP puts out another line of smack -

AVAT.ON
Junkie rabbi?

ZIP snortes another line, hands the mirror and the rolled up
Euro to AVALON -

AIP
Fabulous!

INSIDE BATHROOM -
ON RABBI, sleeve rolled up, cooks the heroin in a bent spoon -

AVALON (0.S.)
He’'s a regular?

ZIP (0.S.)
Last bloody year or so -

IN STUDIO -
AVALON finishes sncrting her line -

ZIP (0.S.)
He brings me pecople to photograph -

ON PHOTOGRAPHS of ordinary pecople, mostly naked, interesting
blend of ARBUS, AVEDON, MAPPLETHORPE, NEWTON etc. -

ZIP (0.S.)

He has a thing for faces. The rabbi
is a genius for procuring faces -

IN BATHROOM -

ZIP (0.S.)
He gete “photogenia”!
























