Lontalius - ‘All I Wanna Say’

Treatment By Damian Golfinopoulos

In as few words as possible, your song has inspired a ‘surrealist-slow-jam-melodrama’ in my head. It’s ‘David Lynch directing an R.Kelly
video’.
I want to tell the story of a love triangle between an odd threesome: a cougar lady with guinness-world-record-length fingernails
(the woman), a small faunish-gnome-like man (the little man) and a distracted business man (the old man).
The outcomes will be unpredictable.
Let me tell you the story:

A purple candle is lit by hands with exceptionally long and intricately decorated fingernails.
We glance a dim room: gold fabric hangs from the walls, flower petals are scattered across every surface. A pair of white doves nest between a bottle
of champagne and two half empty glasses.
The doves coo apprehensively at something in the distance.
Inside the room a beautiful woman in her late fifties dances, she wears a confederate flag bikini and satin robe. She rakes her long fingernails up her
thighs and across her naked belly.
The woman dances a slow, sad and seductive dance for an old man in a ruffled business suit who watches her with fatigue and boredom, his eyelids
heavy, he falls asleep.

The woman continues to dance, however, we notice that the bedroom curtains are drawn wide open and look into a backyard, lit by a
full white moon.
From the bushes we sense movement: a little man emerges, small horns extrude from his curly hair, he is shirtless, has a pot belly, a thick
beard and eyes that bulge with intensity.
He is enraptured by the figure of the dancing woman and she can feel his gaze.
The woman looks out into the darkness as the little man steps into the light. Trees move from a gust of wind and they make eye contact.
Like some Romeo god, the little man places a single white rose on the ground.

We transition to the inside of a classic American-family-diner with booth seating and nuclear families contentedly eating.
The Little Man sits shirtless at a table booth, across from him is the woman, wearing sunglasses and a silk scarf to conceal her identity,
as if their meeting is illicit.
Their hands are embraced tightly and the woman’s wedding ring sparkles.
We cut to a romantic bedroom: white doves dawdle around the room, candles blink, the little-man and woman are on a bed of white
rose petals.
BUT: they both weep while staring longingly at a framed picture of the old man and woman in happier times.
Fade to white.

A suburban cul de sac. Morning. A garbage truck idles on the street.
The Woman stares mournfully out of her kitchen window, she wears a loose gown and smokes, her face deadpan. Behind her, at the
kitchen table, the old man eats cereal with sunglasses on, reading a paper.
A close up of pills dissolving in water. The woman hands this to the old man.
Outside on the back of the garbage truck, we see the little man, he tears off his garbage man’s vest, drops the trash can he is emptying
and walks up to the kitchen window. The woman presses her palm against the window, both their hands touch opposite sides of the
glass.
The old man briefly sees this interaction and then faints hard onto the kitchen floor. Cereal and milk spill everywhere like gore.
We zoom in on the milk and fade to white.

There is haze and smoke.We are inside a large white space with a concrete floor and rows of dead pine trees arranged in a tight
square.
Amongst the dead pines lies the old man. He is handcuffed and half naked. He awakens from a drugged state.
The woman and little man stand over him, both covered head to toe in a thick black oil. The old man panics, jumps up and is
chased around the rows of dead pine trees.
Ferocious and powerful, the little man wrestles the old man into submission, smearing black oil all over his shaking body.
The little man pauses, runs his finger across the old man’s cheek and then smiles. A pillow slams into the back of the old man’s
head. A thick cloud of feathers explode. Pillow fight.
All three are covered equally now in dark oil and feathers. They talk, laugh and cry, surrounded by white doves.
We zoom in on the three dark bodies tightly spooning, peacfully sleeping.
THE END

SOME THOUGHTS
This story is a sad meditation on the disintegration that
relationships undergo over the years and the extremes that people
will go to rekindle passion.

We won’t explain why things are handled the way they are by the
characters, but we will understand that it is a real passion that
motivates their behaviour.

Its a sad, dark and disturbing psychodrama that has elements of
mythical derangment.

I don’t want to make a video that is overly ‘serious’ or too ‘quirky’
but it will have to walk a fine line between the two to become something totally different. It should be played/acted straight, without
any winking to the audience or any campiness in order for the
audience to get drawn along.

I want this story to seem like a real drama that these characters are
going through. They feel deeply and I want the audience to get over
the initial ‘WTF’ shock of their oddness and the un-real set design,
and to be instead earnestly drawn into their tragic world.
I want people to be curious about the the things that compel our
characters.

If you combine that motivation with all the unexpected story
outcomes, the humour and the surrealism: you will have a
recipe for getting people’s attention and making them watch something through to the end... and most importantly: get them to not
forget what they’ve just watched!

THE LOOK

CHARACTER LOOK

Your track is both romantic and tragic, and I want these strange,
uncommon and memorable characters to swirl around inside a sensuous world of RnB/’slow jam’ video flavours, which the amazing
Candlelit Production crew will help to create and then distort accordingly for the story.

The ‘Little man’ character is going to look a little bit like a short Reggie
Watts.

There is going to be a lot of decadence: gold velvet, purple lava lamps,
scented love candles, white doves, ‘soft focus’ vaseline on the lens and
a ‘popping’ colour grade to make the colors nice and juicy.
My intention is to ramp the romance up to 11 with the lush look: so
that when combined with the surrealist love triangle story, people will
be stunned into watching from start to finish.
The surrealism will balance out the cheese/corniness of the RnB visual
tropes.

And I have a super clear image of the Woman in my head: she has to
have the long ‘Guinness-World-Record-length’ fingernails (probably
prosthetics, unless we get lucky!). And she is going to be a sad goddess,
probably aged 50+.
The old man will look like a mean and pissed off Rodney Dangerfield,
a guy who is consumed by a toxic high-stres lifestyle -- in the end, it
will be a relief for us to finally see him smiling and content.

CONCLUSION
This is going to be a memorable video and it can only suit this song.
‘All I Wanna Say’ and the story I just told you, are inseparable. I can’t listen to the song anymore without seeing this story and having
the characters and their dilemmas jump out of my head.
And yes: its a bold choice for a video.
I am not interested in making a functional performance video. There are plenty of those. I want to create a cinematic story about the
experience of your song. Something that will drill a hole into peoples head’s.
I have really enjoyed listening to your song and hope to meet so that I can tell you more about the idea, plus all the logistical ‘how to’s’
that will make this project possible.
Thanks for your time,
Damian Golfinopoulos

