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PRI SM
FADE | N:
EXT. BEACH - DAWN

A pair of rough, deeply tanned nale feet with ragged,
mul ticoloured toenails digs into the sand as

PRI SM

Late 20s, black, lean, wiry nuscles, |ong dredl ocks, hauls
in his seine of fish. Not a great catch

He extracts the few fish fromthe net and tosses theminto a
| arge cooler with a bag of ice at the bottom SLAMS it shut.

EXT. FISH STALL - LATER
The cool er opens and the last fish is taken out.

Prismslides the scaled, cleaned, sliced fish into a bag,
waps it in newspaper. Hands it off and pockets the noney.
Not a word exchanged.

He cl oses the cooler and sits on it, doing the 1000-yard
stare.

Everything's slightly hazy, just out of focus. A vague sense
of humanity —the OTHER FI SHERVEN still selling their nuch-
| arger cat ches.

Prism s hands nove in rhythm He HUMS softly, insistently.

After a nmoment, he rises, takes his enpty cooler. Heads
away fromthe scene.

EXT. PRISM S HUT - DAY

Squatting among the bushes just at the edge of the beach.
Smal |, but sturdily built. A tattered hammock attached to
two coconut trees sways in the coastal breeze.

Prism sl eeps restlessly in the hamock, alnost in feta
position, his brow deeply furrowed.

The SCREECH of CAR TYRES and the resoundi ng CRASH OF METAL
I NTO METAL jerks himawake. He lies frozen in place for a
nonent, trenbling. Then..

He scranbl es out of the hamock, races down the beach, and
hurls hinself into the water. But doesn't swi m



2.

Instead, he lets the waves knock himaround until he finally
drags hinself out and coll apses onto the sand, COUGH NG and
RETCHI NG,

Exhausted, he rolls onto his back, stares up at the sky.
The full light of day reveals several heal ed facial and upper
body scars.

After a while, he props hinself up, stares down at his ragged
toenails. Exam nes them closely.

Then rises and heads back up the beach towards his hut.
| NT. BEAUTY SALON - DAY

Prism puts FIVE BOTTLES of fluorescent nail polish on the
counter. Al different col ours.

A WOMAN s hands bag themas Prismpulls out his noney, hands
it to her. Nods a vague thanks as he takes the bag, heads
out .

As he exits, WOMEN S VO CES carry fromthe shop

WOMAN 1 (O S.)
Mad |i ke hell, oui--

WOWAN 2 (O S.)
And a ni ce-1ooking man so. Damn shane- -

WOVAN 3 (O S.)
Mad wha'? Them so does go quite
foreign just to cone back hone nmanicou
man. \Waste ah time--

WOWAN 1 (O S.)
Hush! Al l yuh too bad!

EXT. VI LLAGE STREET - CONTI NUGUS

Prismtakes a | ong, deep breath. The VO CES blur and fade
as he closes his eyes. But the SCREECH NG TYRES nake hi m
open t hem agai n.

He shoves the bag of nail polish into his shirt and takes
off down the street, running full pelt towards the ocean.

VI LLACGERS linmng on the street watch himgo and shake their
heads, synpathetically. Again, the sense of them not being
quite there. Vaguely surreal.

EXT. BEACH - LATER

A wave SLAMS Prismdown in the shallow, nearly knocking him
out .



He drags hinself out of the water again, COUGH NG RETCH NG
| ooking i ke a hal f-drowned rat.

He staggers up to his hut, picking up the bag of nail polish
fromthe sand on the way.

INT. PRISM S HUT - LATER

Prismrummages around in an old trunk and extracts a short,
white dress. Sinple, but classic style.

Underneath it is a BADLY DENTED CHROVED TENOR PAN wi t h BROKEN
STI CKS taped to the sides.

He hol ds the dress up against hinself, caresses it as he
stares into a full-length mrror. The rest of the roomis
out of focus.

He strips off his T-shirt and tries to put on the dress, but
it doesn't fit.

He casts around, finds sone fish hooks, and pins the shoul ders
of the dress to the shoulders of his T-shirt. Puts the T-
shirt back on.

He carefully lifts the dress as he sits at a small table.

He puts his feet up on a nearby chair and slowy, carefully,
paints his toenails, matching the colours with the individual
t oes.

EXT. PRISM S HUT - AFTERNOON

Prismsits in his hammock, still "wearing"” the dress. His
feet hang over the sides of the hammock, letting his freshly
painted toes dry in the evening breeze.

He stares at the sea, his hands noving again. This tinme we
recogni ze that he's playing an i magi nary steel pan.

He HUME softly, insistently as he sways, trying to drown out
THE SCREECHI NG TYRES, a naggi ng undercurrent to his hunm ng.

After a bit, he slides out of the hammbck, wal ks down to the
sea. Stops at the edge. Looks down at the water |apping
around his feet.

He gazes back out at the horizon. Takes a deep breath.
Deci sion made. He starts forward.

WANDA (O S.)
Prism Prism

Prism stops, jaw clenched, turns to see



WANDA

bi -racial, 20s, racing down the beach towards him pani cked.
She breaks as she reaches him PANTI NG breathless.

Prism stands stone-still, unwel com ng.

Wanda | ooks himover, tries to hide her dismay. Even she
has a quality of not being really there.

WANDA ( CONT' D)
(British accent)
Prism.. Good Lord, d'you know how
long |I've been | ooking for you?

PRI SM
For what ?

WANDA
What for? Man... you left wthout
saying word to anyone! Nobody knew
where the hell you'd gone! W spent
weeks searching around London for
you! W had the police involved--

The nonment's gone. Annoyed, Prismstrides out of the water,
past her, heading back to his hut. She hurries after him

WANDA ( CONT' D)
--And then with COVID we couldn't do
anyt hing once we found out you'd
actually come back hone. W had to
wait till the borders reopened--

Prism stops at the hammock, glares at a LARGE DESI GNER BAG
sitting in front of his door.

PRI SM
You not | ooking to stay here?

It's not a question.

WANDA
--Wiy in God's nane did you do that?
W were so worried about you. W
t hought you m ght have... done
sonet hi ng. ..

She trails off, trying hard not to ook at his disturbing
outfit.

PRI SM
Your people dem never liked ny head
no- how, so...?



Wanda | ooks away, enbarrassed by this truth. Picks up the
bag, holds it out to him

WANDA
Thi s bel ongs to you.

Prismreluctantly takes it. Wits. Another awkward nonent.

WANDA ( CONT' D)

So... I'mstaying at a guest house
inthe village... Just overnight...
I"ve a flight home day after

t omorrow. . .

ARCTI C SI LENCE

WANDA ( CONT' D)
(backi ng away)
So... hopefully we can... talKk..
before | |eave...?

No response. She gives up.
WANDA ( CONT' D)
Okay, then. Well... um good seeing
you agai n. Cheers...?
She | eaves, distressed. Prismwatches her go, inpassive.
INT. PRISM S HUT - EVENI NG

Prismenters, switches on a lanp. |It's the first tine we
properly see the inside of his hone.

Neat, functional, sparse. Fishing equi pnent al ong one wall,
t he storage trunk al ong anot her.

Prismputs the bag on a snall table and sits, staring at it.
Finally, he unzips and opens it.

Reaches in and extracts sonme funky, artistic shirts. He puts
t hem asi de, reaches in again.

Pulls out a jewelry box. Opens it to find a man's chain
attached to a faceted ball. He runs his fingers over the
chain, takes it out. Puts the box aside.

He turns the ball over and over in his hand, staring at it,
battling tears. Puts it aside as well.

He takes a deep breath, reaches into the bag again and
extracts

A ROCKER BARBI E DOLL W TH PAI NTED TCENAI LS.



And t he dam breaks. He BAWS |like a baby, hugging the dol
tightly. H's head drops onto the table, revealing

A PHOTO

Hangi ng behind himon the third wall. Prism seated with his
feet up, exposed chest showi ng the chain, |aughing as a WOVAN
who vaguely resenbl es Wanda plays with his | ocks while an
adorable LITTLE GRL paints his toenails with nulticol oured
fluorescent nail polish

FADE TO BLACK
FADE | N:
EXT. BEACH - DAWN

Prism wearing only swmtrunks and his chain, wal ks down
t he beach.

Everything is nowin focus —Prism the horizon, the entire
expanse of the shore.

He wades into the water up to his waist. C oses his eyes,
relishing the feel of the rising sun's rays on his face, his
ski n.

The sunlight glints off the prismaround his neck, speckling
his face in an ethereal glow

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
This is the BBC News for 16th January,
2020.

Prism scoops the water into his cupped hands, raises his
arns to the heavens and lets it stream down over his head
and f ace.

A cleansing. A rebirth.

ANNOUNCER (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Police report that the accident on
the M25 | ast night that clainmed the
life of Leslie Ibukun and her
daughter, nine-year-old Kaylie
Pol | ard, was caused by i ncl enent
weat her conditions resulting in poor
visibility.

Prismdi ps under the water and starts to swm Hesitantly
at first, but then snmoothly, evenly, perfectly at hone.

FADE QUT:



OVER BLACK

ANNOUNCER (V. Q)
The thirty-four-year-old | bukun was
the | ead singer and songwiter for
t he award-w nni ng worl d- nusi ¢ group
al so naned | bukun. She and her
daughter were killed instantly.
The sol e survivor of the crash was
the driver, her husband, Joseph
“"Prisnm Pollard, who was al so the
group's pannist. He is currently
listed in serious condition at
hospi t al
Funeral arrangenments will be announced
by the famly.

MJUSIC CUE: Put a Record On (or Cinb) by Kal pee

THE END
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