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| NT. PHOTOGRAPHY GALLERY - NI GHT

A cl ean exhibit of photos depicting war zones |line the walls.
Upper-cl ass socialites gawk at the photos.

WAYNE STATIC, early 30s, nice suit entertains sone guests.
MARY, early 60s, sips froma chanpagne gl ass. Her husband
RI CHARD, | ate 60s, stands by her side.

RI CHARD
So you saw a | ot of action then?
WAYNE
(Di sgrunt| ed)
Wel |, yeah
MARY

Ch, it's just terribleisn't it.

Rl CHARD
It's just what happens in those
countries. Nothing to be done about
it.

VWAYNE
That's not really the-

Wayne's agent JOHNATHAN, mid 40s, steps into the
conversation, welcomng smile

JOHNATHAN
Eveni ng fol ks, how are you finding the
exhi bits?

Rl CHARD

Masterfully taken, did you see the
pai nti ngs by Dani el Ash?

JOHNATHAN
| did, I did. Many talented artists
all under one roof, let's hope sone of
that rubs off on us, eh?

The three chuckl e, Wayne's sheepish grin alludes them

JOHNATHAN ( CONT' D)
Anyway, please cone over we are about
to toast to Wayne's star piece. He won
a Robert Capa award for it earlier
this year.



Johnat han whi sks Wayne away from the couple. Leans in close.

JOHNATHAN ( CONT' D)
Renmenber | told you to entertain them

VWAYNE
They were m ssing the point of the
pi ctures.

JOHNATHAN

There are a lot of artists here
tonight and a | ot of paying guests. So
we let art be subjective. Let them be
how t hey are.

They reach a | arge photograph of a dead child. Hs lifeless
body dressed in a dirtied, blood soaked football shirt with
the nunber 16 on it, he is no older than 8 years ol d.

Johnat han gestures for people to gather.

JOHNATHAN ( CONT' D)
Can | have everybody's attention?

The peopl e gather round and incircle Wayne, Johnat han, and
the picture.

JOHNATHAN ( CONT' D)

Thank you all for com ng tonight and
celebrating the work of Wayne Static
here. I won't take up much of your
time, rather I will pass you onto
Wayne who can tell you a bit nore
about his time in Kandahar, and his
award w nni ng photograph "Nunber 16."

Johnat han steps down, the audi ence appl aud. Wayne steps to
the centre of the enconpass, unconfortable and sweating.

WAYNE
H ... good eveni ng everyone. Any of
you who are famliar with ny work
woul d know that | was previously a
sol dier, before becomng a wartine
phot ogr apher.

He avoi ds eye contact with any one nenber of the crowd,
wavi ng his glass with each syll able.

VWAYNE ( CONT' D)
Thi s photo was taken whil st passing
( MORE)



WAYNE ( CONT' D)
through a village in the east of
Kandahar, the platoon had received
word the Taliban had some hi gh ranking
menbers hiding in the area. Wen we
got there we found out the intel was
correct, but did not include the |arge
nunber of civilians.

BRI GHT STAGE LI GHT ON WAYNE

The light goes, Wayne is flustered. He | ooks anpbngst the
crowd, in the front row, shorter than everyone else is LITTLE
BOY, 8, the sanme boy fromthe photograph. He wears the sane
bl ood st ai ned cl ot hi ng.

The boy | ooks up at Wayne, he | ooks down on him The audi ence
stare at \Wayne.

The boy lifts a canmera, ains at Wayne.
FLASH

Wayne shields his eyes and gyrates to the photograph. It's a
pi cture of him Confusion wears his face, swi ngs back and he
i s somewhere el se.

EXT. WAR TORN VI LLAGE - CONTI NUQUS

Wayne and the boy still stand in a face off. The boy's
grimace neets Wayne's horror. The face of a man that is back
inthe fire after being pulled fromit.

Wayne's fancy suit is gone, replaced by his bullet-resistant
vest and the word "PRESS' badged on the front and back. H's
canmera in hand.

YOUNG BOY
(Spoken in Pashto, extrenme worry
in voice)
Sir, you nust tell themto | eave! Take
themall and | eave!

Wayne steps closer to the boy.

WAYNE
|"msorry, I"'msorry, | don't
understand you. | don't know what you
are saying. | can't

He | ooks around for soneone that can hel p, nobody cl ose



enough to hel p but figures of soldiers fighting in the
distance, as if it were a distorted dream

YOUNG BOY
(I'n Pashto)
My not her cannot | eave, she wll be
killed. You all nust go from us!

VAYNE
Kid, you gotta run away from here!

He points to a direction where there is no fighting and no
sol diers present.

VAYNE ( CONT' D)
Go that way. Just keep running.

CAMERA SHUTTER FLASH

On Wayne's right another war photographer, JAMES, 30s has

snapped a photo of himand the boy. Back to the young boy,
bull et holes have filled himbut he still stands, haunting
VWayne' s gaze.

The phot ogr apher approaches Wayne.

JAMES
You want the pic? Technically you got
here first but I1'll shoot it if you
don't.

WAYNE
What ?

Janes points to the ground. The boy's |ifeless body |ays
t here.

JAMES
You getting it?

Wayne points his canera to the ground and cli cks.
CAMERA SHUTTER FLASH
| NT. PHOTOGRAPHY GALLERY - N GHT

Wayne is absent. The audi ence | ook to himbut he is just
staring into nothing.

Jonat han hurries over and | eans into Wayne's ear.



JOHNATHAN
Wayne? Are you ok?

Wayne cones around, turns and | ooks at the photo.

VWAYNE
No, not really. I'mnot ok.

He turns back to the crowd.

VAYNE ( CONT' D)
| spoke to the child before he was

killed. I couldn't understand what he
was sayi ng but he was scared. So
scared. | thought we were going to

pl aces |ike this to save innocent
people but to himwe were the threat.
| don't feel like being here anynore,
goodni ght everyone.

He brushes through the crowd whil st being watched by every
pair of eyes in the room

Johnat han chases after him

The crowd goes back to their conversations and sipping their
chanpagne.

JOHNATHAN
VWhat the hell was that?

VWAYNE
| don't know man sonet hi ng happened
and | just couldn't.

JOHNATHAN

Coul dn't what? Do a single speech at a
gallery that you're the star for? Try
and make back sone of the noney we
have spent on you?

WAYNE
But it's not just a single speech is
it? And | don't care about the noney
or the awards. You never get that.

Wayne wal ks towards the door. Johnathan grabs his arm

JOHNATHAN
You | eave the gallery right now and
all of this goes away, | won't

( MORE)



JOHNATHAN ( CONT' D)
repr esent you anynor e.

Wayne pulls away and exits.

Johnat han strai ghtens his jacket, turns around and smles at
sonme guests before heading over to them

EXT. GALLERY BUI LDI NG - N GHT

Wayne wal ks down the street, reaches into his pocket and
pulls out the original filmcell of his photographs.

Hi s eyes tear up, scrunches it up and drops it to the floor.
Wayne wal ks into the night.
FADE OUT:

THE END



