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The song originally featured the lyrics ‘when the 

fame has gone’ this is a great jumping off point for 

an idea.

I’d like to make a video loosely around what 

happens when the beat drops out, when the good 

times are over and whether someone will stick with 

you thick and thin. We see a relationship at the end 

of it’s rope - feelings of emptiness, a reclusive desire 

for privacy, but also feeling like a prisoner within the 

palace constructed when the times were good. 



We open on a close crop of a beautiful woman,
we slowly pull back to reveal her standing on a rooftop overlooking a vast space. the wind 
catches her hair, and the last embers of the afternoon fade into pinks and purples on the 
horizon.

The house she stands on is a modern, luxury apartment, but it feels like its standing in the 
middle of nowhere.





The video is set in a light and airy house, something quite new, grand design, hard 
concrete brutalist We observe Marlon and the woman in this luxurious home, but 
it feels tired, worn and lost its original lustre.  There is an overwhelming hollow / 
emptiness to the landscape.  The shots are framed with an intentional emptiness 
and void surrounding them.

There might be touches of luxury - a pool, an exercise room. but there is a feeling 
of neglect, like the place once had big aspirations but it has all fallen into disrepair. 
Its minimalist, uncared for. Some rooms are being renovated, unfinished.

Marlon sits in an empty pool with a laptop reading. some dead leaves are blown 
into the pool, marlon doesnt even notice.



Marlon is in a large room, bouncing a ball against the wall- with a distant 
glaze in his eyes, a golden summery evening light shimmers through the 
windows.

the video begins to weave a surreal narrative that builds up an 
impression slowly over time using carefully composed static shots that 
feel composed and expansive but feel subtle and timeless. The woman 
sits on a luxurious sofa picking at the stitching in the fabric, its old and 
faded, her eyes look out to the horizon on the other side of the window.



With each passing shot, it feels like we move closer into the dark heart 
of the building. We step closer through the layers of psycho-architecture 
as the camera drifts around this space, observing Marlon - The building 
could feel like a state of mind , as we venture in further we creep closer in 
to this world.



In the kitchen, a foil object spins vacantly in the microwave, it reacts with the microwave creating 
bright blue electrical flashes, like a signal flare, a small spark glowing in the unobserved room, it 
starts to smoke and flare

It will look like this : http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=u_yg5eKjA4U 



We capture them doing unusual things, touching the acrylic of a painting hanging on the wall, 
staring out of the window. We see Marlon stepping into a mysterious room and we follow him.



The camera creeps around a blind corner to reveal Marlon standing in a darkened 
room, illuminated by the bright colours from a projector. He stands in the room, 
the remote in his hand, transfixed. The light playing across his face echoes the 
warmth and euphoria of the music, like a distant memory.

We concentrate on the intimate details - eyes, fingers, moments in time that create 
a poignancy.  Her eyes look into the flickering screen as the camera drifts in 
towards her face, we see the reflection of it in her eyes.

The projection is colourfiul and energetic, almost a hypnotic pattern. 



We see the screen, we see a new performance, to one within a distorted LCD 
screen, the TV that Marlon is watching



The camera is freeflowing at times using steadicam to drift around the building, at other 
times it’s locked off capturing minute details so we feel like location breathe around 
them. We’re drawn into the building, starting from the outside world we explore this 
building, observing Marlon in the space, I want it to feel eerie and beautiful, with a 
voyeuristic quality. We see them in this space like prisoners so needs to feel disjointed 
creating a subtle feeling of emptiness. 

The end setup with the screens and projections feels like a central point, a dark heart 
that creates an ambiguous and unnerving ending to the video. It leaves the viewer 
asking questions and reading into the narrative.


