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Love Amidst the Ruins

A huge and defeaning roar!  Ten million (approx.) voices and faces.  She is a barrista.  She makes 25 different faces over the course of a century.
Begin:  1897

End:  2011

Doesn’t know who she is.  Sucks mental energy out of people.  Hasn’t made love in 30 years.  Grew to dislike men and women both.
Sent from outer space:   a signal originating from Sirius.  However many light years away before 1911.

She is a beggar in a sewer.  Great ears.  She hears the transmission.  It fills her with holy rage.  The first night she kills 14 of her enemies.

She  gets an apartment.  Some other voice comes to her further away.  It makes her suck her own blood.  She learns to counteract it by reducing people to slaves by concentrating on them.

Furious energy and quiet composure.

3 men.

1917. Chicago.  Edinburgh, sentient being.

1968, Iowa., Frank.
1972.  Los Angeles, 30 mins.

2011,  New Orleans , The Bartender.

Echoing hallways that shimmer.  Sewage.  She crouches by the effluvium, whispering to herself.  Then the faces and voices come.  David Edinburgh, a lonely man on a dark journey (1917).  A sentient being, semi-human, 1st 1917, then 2011.

Frank, Iowa, classical piano, 1968, conservative, killed.

1917, Chicago, David, Jennifer, brown uniforms.

Jennifer

Great  sadness, great ferocity.  Unable to control her own power.  Lonely, lost, alone.  Frightened.  Jennifer needs a man.  No man powerful enough for her.

Lonely windswept street, tall dark David Edinburgh she huddles by the corner.  It’s cold, but she does not shiver.

God swept the ocean over your voice.  You’re wet with his tears.

------

Frank.

Cornfields.  Small county town.

Piano music.

A kiss.  A love story, brief.

He chooses piano over her.

His weakness leads to Jennifer destroying him in a fit of rage.

Frank and Jennifer run through the corn.  

We hear Frank roar.  He chases her to the center.  He plays an invisible piano.  We hear the notes.  He gets to a key phrase.  She is awash with emotion.  He can’t think of the next stanza.  She seizes the invisible piano, bends it in half.  ( We hear piano crunching noises and snapping strings).  She then sucks energy right out of his mind.  He dies.
She walks out of the corn.   A farm hand picks her up, and they drive away.

David
Epileptic.  Loves apples.  Carries a lucky green one, periodically replaces it.  Only eats red ones.

He is burying his wife.  He recites a poem:

“Moon rain,

High train,

All the thoughts of a season.

All in a bin.

You can come in,

A Feasty for Beasty,

A relishing, slippery top hat.”

He is standing by an apple tree.  He does a dance, weeping.  There is a fresh grave near the tree, his recently murdered wife by his own hand.  He does a kind of sun dance, bare chested, bleeding from cuts he’s given himself.  He has an epileptic attack, foams at the mouth.  Awakes at dusk.
Flashback:  a seizure, we see a supernova.

Flash of light.  Loneliness.

Sobbing.

1900.  Mother dries his tears.  Doctor shrugs.

---------------

Red female voice:
Suction.  Edinburgh screams.  He shakes it off.  His hat falls off.  It lies in the gutter.  Red streetwalker’s boots walk by.  It’s overcast.  He gazes at his hat, and scratches his head.

-------------------

70s beach.  Day.
Jennifer in a hot swimsuit.

She snaps her fingers.  Everyone freezes.  She selects a victim.  She leads him eagerly off into the bushes, the reeds.  

“Wait here” she says.

She goes back and selects a pretty young woman.  She is less eager to come.  Snaps her fingers again, as she walks away.  Beach play continues.

They have a party in the reeds.  The man and woman seem to know Jennifer.  They discuss Kissinger.  Some politics.  They tell jokes.  In the middle of one joke, Jennifer opens her mouth, and snarls.  She extends her hands, palms up.  Their foreheads slap into her hands.  They’re dead.  She has a small orgasm as she drains them of energy.  Then she laughs and cries at the same time.
-----------------------

James Earl Jones is a dancer, and a holy mime.  He laughs in the midst of the holocaust of Katrina.
We’re in New Orleans.  JEJ plays castanets.

JEJ: I got a girl here, she says she wants to know the way to New Orleans.

A small family is cooking over a gas camping stove.  “Red beans and rice?”

J eats.  JEJ laughs, says:  “I saw this city burn!  I saw it with my own eyes.”

Family member:  “It was flooded, not burned.”

JEJ:  Flooding is burning.  Look at it.  They’re still here!  Look at these dead weights.  They still think they’re alive!  The laughing dream already came for them.”

A Jazz band strikes up.  One band member drops an instrument.  He stops to pick it up, and stops to look a the group:  Jennifer, squatting with her red beans and rice.  The mime gazing beatifically.  The gaze lasts a long time.  The band stops and waits for him.  He picks it up, and they play on, moving past.

-----------------------

Costume party.  Jennifer dresses as a vampire.  Mostly black folks dance to R & B.

She touches the light switch on the wall.  A kaleidoscope effect.

Cut to:

Sirius burns brighter for a moment.  J chatters her teeth, clickety clickety click.

The dancing grows wilder.  More joyous.  She enters into the dance.  She clutches one person after another.  They die like flies.  Some flee.  Most are drained of life.  

She parades through corpses.  Gnashing her teeth, and smiling evilly.  Edinburgh shows up.

E:  I remember when I was a boy.  I saw them drag a man to his death.  I couldn’t do anything – I was frozen.  And they kept moving, and he kept screaming.  I wanted it to go away.  I wanted it all to go away.  But my father just said:  “First one this year.  He had it coming.”

She leans down.  One black man is still alive.  She leans down and says, baring her fake teeth:  “It’s OK.”  And she sucks the last life out of him.  

----------------------
New Orleans.

Edinburgh is forcing Jennifer to walk down a staircase.

He looks outside.  He checks the sky.  Passersby stop to look.  Radiation emanates across the sky.  A flare fires.

J-  “I waited for you.”

She takes his hand, and leads him into an alley, in the ruins of New Orleans.

J- I want you to kill me.  Fuck me and then kill me.

E- You’re terrible.

J- That’s what I want.

E- You don’t know anything.  Anything!

She places her hand on his neck.  He shivers.  Then he grabs her and bites her neck, running his hands down her body.  He is weeping, choking, ferocious.

Cut to:
From further back in the alley, we hear their lovemaking.

We hear, but do not see, him stab a knife into her heart.

--------------------------

He walks back out through the ruins.  Black children follow him, laughing.  They play jokes.  He chews his apple.

-------------------------------------

1970s.  J. is driving an Impala, brightly colored.  

-----------------

She drinking.  She is fucking a young man in an upstairs, carefully appointed room above a bar.  She comes downstairs and orders a drink.  

“God I love Los Angeles,” she says.

Sex, love and music.  She makes new friends.  She dances in a small apartment with 3 men.

-------------------

She calls Edinburgh.

He arrives, grinning through the door.  Suddenly he grows solemn.

“I think it’s time for you gentlemen to leave.”

Somehow his stare alone is enough to file them out, as Death is in his eyes.

He fixes drinks for them both.

“What the hell are you doing here anyway?”

“Oh, you know, wasting time.”

“What a lazy girl you are.”

“Fuck you” she smiles.
“Come on, I want to show you something.”

-----------------

They drive to the desert.  They put gin and bourbon in the trunk.  They laugh and joke (improv) at each other, sitting on the drunk, staring at the desert.

E:  I dream a dribble drop on your mouth, a sphere, cold, and awake.  I wash you with it, purifying you.

She laughs.

J-  You’re gross.  Can I eat your heart out?  

E- You never let me do anything.

J- What do you want to do?

E- Let’s play Frisbee.

They play Frisbee in the desert.  A car drives up, gets a flat, swerves, comes to a stop.  The family is terrified.  Edinburgh runs to help.  5 kids and the parents pile out, all unhurt.  They make a call for a tow truck, as something is very wrong with the car.  The father entertains the children, while Edinburgh, Jennifer and the mother sit and talk.  They laugh and joke.

J- I don’t want anything any more.

Wife- I’ve felt that way before.

E- I saw Verdun.

Wife- What’s Verdun?

E (haunted eyes and faint smile)- Just a battle in WW1.  

J- One million dead!  
E. walks away.

Wife- Do you have kids?

J- No.

Wife- I don’t know where I’d be without them.
Edinburgh comes back, recovered.

He strokes her hair, gazes at her meaningfully.

They all gaze at the children playing.

One boy, curious, comes over to see what the adults are doing.

“I could just eat you up!” says Jen.

“Really?” asks the boy.  “Don’t do that.”

What’s a desert?  Asks the boy.

E- This is a desert.

Boy- But what’s a desert?

E- Well, there’s very little water.

Boy- Why?

E- Well, the clouds get stuck on the mountains, and can’t make it here to rain.

Boy – I’d like to get stuck in a mountain.

--------------

J. and Lou Reed are running.  J. feels the Sirius electricity catching up to her, trying to give her more power.  Reed wants to possess her, but doesn’t understand how.  It catches up to her.  An even more evil glint comes into her eye.
A voice says:  Which [Lou Reed] do you want?

Suddenly there are 3 of them.  They look at each other, confused.

#1- I’m happy most of the time, but I have terrible dreams.  And I snore.

#2 – Don’t look at me.  Stop looking at me.  Touch me.

#3  hums a tune.

Voice: Which do you want?

J- I want all of them.  I want it all.

Voice – You can’t have all of them.

J- I take it back.  Make him back the way he was.

V – You can’t take it back.  You wanted to improve him, so improve him.  Which one do you want?

She chooses one.  The humming Reed.  He opens his mouth to speak, but cannot.

V- Now he’s mute.

She closes her eyes.

We see:  cities collapsing, tidal waves, screams, and fires.  We see Katrina.  We hear George W. make a Katrina announcement.
------------------------
She opens her eyes.  We’re still in Iowa.  She runs.  Reed opens mouth to speak, but nothing comes out.

--------------------

The Nameless One lurks in a supermarket.  He sees J., as she stalks the aisles.

N.O.- Who the fuck ever heard of Mango Celery?

J- That’s a box of fruit loops.
N.O. – it says, Mango Celery, right here.  Watch this. 

He hums a tune.  One of the shoppers is lured over.  He sucks out her mind.  She tries to scream but cannot.  J. hasn’t fed for a while.

She suddenly gets into the mood.  One by one, people are drawn to their duct.  They suck out minds, one by one.

-------------------------

J- N.O., and some other mind-suckers in dining room.

Vampire 1 – It’s a good day to be alive.

He drinks a huge glass of wine.

They suck mental energy back and forth, moving between each other, cocktail party style.

Vampire 2-  I like the drip, drip, drip.

Vampire 3-  Give it to me.

Two embrace each other, staring into each other’s eyes.  The noise of the mind-exchange grows louder.

The other vampires laugh.

More wine is poured.

N.O. to J- Where are you going, anyway?

J- I don’t know any more.  Will you let me devour you?

N.O. leans towards J.

“Go ahead” he says.

She feeds on him, but something goes wrong.

A piece of him gets in her.  She sees flashes of images of his memories.

The other vampires keep toasting each other, one-upping each other in insults and compliments.

-------------------

For the first time in a long time, she grows sick.  N.O. has “infected” her.  She is in bed, haunted by flashing images of horror, horror, horror.
-------------

Older version of E.’s Emily comes to visit her.  She’s in her 60s, now older looking than her father.

Emily- So you do get weak sometimes.  Here, eat.

---------------------

J. has trouble, images, flashing, flashing, flashing, flashing.  She takes a few bites.

J- David isn’t here?

Emily shakes her head.

Cut to:  E. riding the El.  He examines his apple, remembering.
With each thump of the El, we see flashes of J’s face, as a smile turns to a leering grimace.

On the El, E. screams.  Passengers look up.

E-  Ladies and Gentlemen, for one day only, I have a special performance for you.  The Leering King comes to ride!  He goes between passengers, grimacing, grimacing.  They shrink away.
---------------------
E. leans on a corner store of a large building.  Examines a letter he’s written to her Emily.

He scratches words out, but cannot get the right tune.  He crumples it up.

------------

J. is in red, with a garland of red lace, princess style with red gauze fabric attached.  She walks down the beach.  Princess gauze hat blows away.  She watches it blow.  

E’s Emily, (8) sits in the sand, playing.

J. comes over to talk to her.

Dau-  Jennifer, where do we go when we die?

J- I don’t know, honey, where do you think?

Dau- I think we go for pancakes.  Big pancakes.

J laughs.

E. is approaching from opposite strand.  Wind blows.

E- I’m hungry.

Dau- Daddy, why do animals eat each other?
E- Well it’s part of nature, honey.

Dau- Do we eat animals too?
E- Yes. Everything eats everything.
Dau- What about the sun?

E- It eats hydrogen.  And then helium.

Dau- Oh. Can we eat sun?

E- Sure, we’re eating it right now.  He opens his mouth.  Dau. and J. laugh.  They all open their mouths to the sun.

J- Yummy.

-----------------

J. wants revenge on N.O., for making her sick.

In a coffee shop, N.O. sits quietly, sipping.

J. enters, in a badassed power suit.

Electricity in the air.

N.O. snaps his fingers, touches his head, and many of the patrons stop what they’re doing and begin advancing on Natalie.  Natalie counters.  There is a small, slow, war.  Butter knives become weapons, but, zombie-like, they attack slow.

Fast cuts, but slow, movement.

J. tries to move towards N.O., but is prevented by some of the patrons.

N.O. – It’s pretty good coffee here.

J. snarls, concentrates harder, and sucks out two more minds from her obstructors.  Many of the patrons are fallen and bleeding.
N.O. – You think you can just walk in here and try to call me?  You think that power suit and your special little brain are enough?  You’re nothing to me.  Nothing.

J. sucks out more minds.  N.O. starts to look afraid.

N.O.- look at them.  What do they know?  They’re just food.  Food.

J- I want to slice open your belly with my mind.  And I want to slurp up your intestines like Chef Boy-R-Dee.

N.O. – Yummy!

She receives a transmission.  Math equations, hyperbolae dance in the midst of a misty, pulsing Sirius.  She shrieks a war cry, ululating.  Hands to the sky.

N.O. opens his mouth in astonishment.

She moves closer to him, hand on temple.  

He looks calm.  She touches his heart.  He shakes, shakes shakes.

But then he seizes her, foaming at the mouth.

He smooches her, foamily.  In disgust, she jerks her hand away, and stamps her foot.

We hear a huge echo.

N.O. falls down dead.

She is panting.  She moves carefully amongst the bodies.  Some are groaning.  She sucks out the remaining minds, and takes their money and jewelry, putting it in a purse she finds and likes.  She walks out, adjusting her hair.

----------------------

Killing is a way for J. to approach her own death, which she desperately wants.
------------

A storm approaches.  J watches, wide-eyed.  Thunder, thunder, thunder.

J- I didn’t want it.  I didn’t want any of it.  What do I do with this poem?  Do I save it up?  Do I eat it?  It keeps coming and coming, in oceans of blood red frames.  I’m being filmed in my mind- I see myself.  I take in a mind, I take it in, and it’s good, it’s mine.  I hold it there.  I hold it there, tight, tight, tight.  Like an infant that I break in my hands.  A Lady M. with the mark of Cain.  I watch myself kill, but it isn’t me.  I see the transmission come, in flashes, lightning, and it storms through me in a wave.  A beautiful, horrific wave.  

J. stabs a knife into her arm.  Blood drips.  She smiles, and laughs.  E. watches, horrified.

J-  It’s not even my blood.

------------------

J. drives w/ E.   L.A. traffic.

Her face twitches.  She’s hungry.

J – I need food.

She trembles.

E- We’re almost home.

She looks at him, trembling.

She starts to feed on him desperately, hungrily.  Her eyes widen, and twitch.  E. tries to resist, bangs his head against the window glass.  

“Stoooooooop”  “Stooooooo…..p”

J- Sorry honey.

E. looks viciously at her.

E- Do I ever do that to you?
J- Can you?

E- I’ve never tried.

J- You’re not greedy enough.  Just want, want ,want, want, want.

Her eyes glaze over with power and satisfied hunger.

--------------------

A small child in a devil outfit walks into a radio store.  1920s.

He turns on a radio.

Radio static.  Turns the dial.

We hear snatches of various announcements.

We hear “America the Beautiful”

Then:

An alien voice speaks:

YOU ARE ALL BEING CONTROLLED.

YOU RE AN ASPECT OF US.

YOU ARE A RECEIVER.

RECEIVE.  RECEIVE.  RECEIVE.

The store manager comes over, and turns off the radio.

------------------

Cut to:

1970s.  J. drives, bobbing her head to music.  A strange noise comes from outside the car.  She stops.  It is night.  She’s stops.  It is night.  She’s on a forested road.  She steps out.

“JENNIFER” 

She looks wary.

JENNIFER.  ARE YOU RECEIVING?

What??  She says.

She shivers in the cold.

ARE YOU FULL YET?

J- No, I’m not.

DOES IT TASTE GOOD?

------------

1970S 

Natalie and several young women sit drinking @ a party.  They all make out.  Several men grow extremely interested.  The girls shoo them away.

Beautiful music begins to play.  

J: I want to eat you alive

The girl smiles.

As J kisses her, she slowly dies, elegantly and with grace.

The other two try to move away.

J summons them back.

J: I need you.

-------------------------

Lou Reed sits at his desk, writing a song.  He tries out various piano chords, on the piano.

L.R. and J sit with wine at L.R.’s apartment.

She hums him a tune and he tries it out, improvising.

She touches his arm as he plays.  He shivers.

He sings, and she nods to the music.

Finally he gets to the line:

“America is hungry.”

She stops touching his arms, and gazes at him.

“America is hungry” he sings.

J- I don’t like that line.

She clasps his arm again, tighter.  He looks worried.  She shivers.  He twitches.

JR- Let me sing.

J- No.

A small cry comes out of him.  She is feeding on him, instinctively.

J- Stop, stop.

He is twitching more now.

“Ennnnnh” he groans.

He shoots her a piercing gaze.

She tightens her grip.

LR- Don’t let me go.

J- Stop it.

He drops off the piano bench.

----------------

J stands @ the beach.  The red headdress blows off.  Violins and cello.  She does a small pirhouette in the sand.  Shimmering light shines on her face.

YOU’RE MINE. says a voice.

----------------

She wakes up.  

There are no stars in the sky, save Sirius.

She gazes at it.

There is a pulse of energy.

She does a small tapdance.

E. shows up.  YOU’RE MINE he says, in a scary, echo-ey voice.

-------------

She wakes up, sweating.  E. is beside her.  She watches him breathe.

----------------

Edinburgh is a failed actor, has a clumsy grace.
Has a mystical vision (non-Christian), when he takes apple from his tree.  Carries similar apple around for luck.

Gets angry without his apple.  Murdered his wife, for cheating on him.  Lied to his Emily about it.

----------------

E. and Emily walking down bright, sunlit, country road.

Dau- Look at the trees, Daddy.

Daddy doesn’t look, lost in thought.

Dau- There’s a squirrel.

Faint smile.

Dau- What’s his name, Daddy?

E- Herbiferous.  Herbiferous had a magic kingdom once, but lost it.  When the rains came and his castle was washed away.  He fled to a neighboring kingdom, asking for help.  But there was an evil princess there who enslaved him, and it took him many years to escape back to the trees.

Dau- Why did she want to enslave him, Daddy?

E- All women want to enslave men.

Dau- Oh.

----------------

Flashback.

E.’s beautiful wife slaps him in the face in the kitchen.  There is a doll on the kitchen counter, given by David Edinburgh’s mistress.

They stare at the doll.

Emily runs in.

“Whose doll is that?”

They all stare at the doll.

Wife- It’s yours, honey.  It’s your doll.

----------------

Edinburgh is dreaming.  He’s in his WW1 outfit.  Emily is in trench with Emily.  They are alone.  She is also dressed in a WW1 outfit.  We hear the artillery.  Her eyes are wide.  They get louder and louder.  She screams.
----------------

Emily wakes up from nightmare.  After Edinburgh has slain his wife, and fled.  They are in a car.  She stayed with relatives.  Family suspects E. killed wife but they kept it secret out of honor, and love.  She had nobody.

E. is weeping, awake.  He looks at Emily, awake from his nightmare.

----------------

He makes a small killing putting on a comedy, about a pyromaniac.  Tiel Erlenspiel pyro.

Sung:

E:  I have a fire in my hand!  Ever the lost ones love me.

Female singer:  You’re a crack-up!

E:  I have a fire in my hand, for you!  I could kill  you with my mind, but I won’t!

Female singer: Go ahead and kill me, you bastard.

----------------

Curtain down.  Curtain up.

He screams.  She’s dead.

E: You cheated on me, you cunt!  I’ll hate you forever!

He dances a jig.  The audience walks out.

----------------

He exchanges money (somehow the impresario really did a great marketing job).  E. gets paid.  He has lunch with his Emily.  Improv.

----------------

Jiggy with it.  1970s.  She’s a ballet dancer.  (Failed because she doesn’t have the weird body).

Gives ballet lessons.

Motherliness.

Jiggy ballet.

----------------

J. dreams of men.

They stand in a long line.  She examines them, in suits, taking off their jackets, one by one, testing their arm muscles, and smelling them.  Finally, she takes 3, and goes into a shower room.  They all get drenched in their clothes, and make out.  
---------------------

She drinks with a man in a booth at the bar.  She sucks out his mind, a little at a time, giving it back, and taking it away, to watch him die slow.  Finally, his head falls on the task.  Nobody notices.  She has a conversation with the bartender, his name is Justin.
Bar:  Your boyfriend looks like he’s has too much.

J:  He’s not my boyfriend.

Bar:  The boyfriends are dying.

J:  What?

Bar:  They’re all dead.

J: What?

Bar: You’re dead too.

She tries to suck out his mind, but cannot.

Bar: You’re dead.

J:  What?
He pours her a drink.

J: Who are you?
Bar: My name’s Justin.

J: Who are you?

Bar: Do you like the bar?

J: Who the fuck are you?

Bar: I see you sitting there, and I think:  why do you think you can get away with this??

J: I’m a goddess.

Bar: You’re nothing.

She looks at him carefully.
He looks at her very carefully.
J: I like you.  Your name’s Justin?

Bar: My name isn’t important.

J: Don’t fuck with me.

Bar:  You’re only a relation.  Give me the part of you that I need.

She widens her eyes.

Bar: You’re really a very sweet girl.

J:  You’re dead.

She tries to suck out his mind.  He leaves through the back door.  She runs to the door, he’s gone.

--------------

E. and J. ride with Emily in back, as a girl.  1920s.  

E: Look at the bunny rabbit?

Dau:  Bunny rabbit!

Suddenly E. has epileptic fit.  He manages to stop the car.  He laughs through the epileptic fit.  Emily laughs too.  J. looks horrified.

Dau:  Do it again!

E. laughs.

---------------

JEJ and E. and Lou Reed do a dance.
--------------

JEJ: I have a dream, of missed opportunity!  I have a dream of death!

He laughs.

----------------

Fat biker (white wise fool) and JEJ play chess together.

----------------

J. as street urchin.  We see her, as a rag doll, lost in the distance.  Chicago.  People walk past her, unseeing.  She puts her head in her hands.  She hums a ditty, an in evil, sweet voice.  

J: I had a boy.  I had a boy.  I knew who he was.  I knew who he was.

Beat.

J: I’m hungry.

She’s electrocuted.  She makes faces.  She stands.  She raises her arms, spreading them wide, letting the universe flow into her.  She smiles, tears in her eyes.
Cops come along.

Cop:  Well.  I’d put you in my pocket if I had room.  Run along now, lassie.

She sticks her tongue out.  She returns to her shabby room.

----------------

E. shoves a knife into Lou Reed’s heart.  He bleeds to death in the rain.  Natalie dreams.  She fakes sobbing over his corpse, and then laughs.  And then she does a ballet pirhouette.  Voices come.  Light changes.  In a spooky voice, E. says

I SAW YOU IN A DREAM.

J: No.

E:  YES.

She wakes.

Los Angeles.  She sits in her room.  Typing.  She scratches her head and sighs.  

“I was a teenaged brain-sucker” is on screen as the title.  We read one paragraph:

“She runs, naked, vortices swirling round her  face.  Colors blind her, and, panting, she pisses in the dust.  She is awake, at last.”

----------------

She walks around her house, drinking coffee.  She touches herself, through her jeans, closing her eyes.  She’s angry.  She snarls.  She can’t cum.

------------------------

Jennifer stands at the window.   New Orleans.  She and E. watch as traffic goes by.  We hear a humming sound.  

She leans her head against the window pane.

“it’s painful, isn’t it?” asks E.

J:  I can feel the vibrations.  They run through me.  Fine-grained.  Anaesthetizing.

E:  Anaesthetizing.  You’re my anesthetic.

E. seizes her arm.  “You don’t have to do it.”

She places her hands against the glass.  Colors, colors, colors.  Children’s voices.

J:  I receive.  Can you feel that?

She licks her lips.  She snarls like a cat.  Her face contorts.

More colors.  

She howls.  

E:  Stop it!  Stop it!

She turn to him with an evil face.  Possesed.
J:  I feel it so much.  My God.  It’s this window.  This is the window.

J:  March for me.

E. does a Gestapo goose-step around the room.  He hails Hitler.

J:  March, you bastard.  I’m feeding on you right now, can you feel it.

E. tries to resist.  We see his eyes, trapped.  But his body continues to march.

J. laughs.

E. (still marching)  Stop it!

The colors reverse.  She takes her hand away from the window.  

E. advances on her, furious.

E:  Don’t EVER do that to me again.

J:  I feel like cool cream, electrified.  I feel like, I don’t know what.  Like I’m a god.
--------------

New Orleans.

Several mind suckers emerge from edges of the ruins.  They congregate, and touch each other’s faces and hands.  They exchange kisses and move over one another, rubbing like cats at a reunion party.

Rapid breathing, and small cries.  Slowly they are brought to a boil.  Their movements become frantic, jerky, spasmodic.

James Earl Jones moves jollily towards them.

He announces:

“I saw you.  I saw you standing there in the eternal moonlight.  I saw you feeding, feeding, feeding.  Like small angry gods you were, ripping us to shreds.  You know me, don’t you?”

Two of the vampires emerge from the group, and face the approaching Fool.

“Who are you?” one asks.
“I’m the Fool” JEJ says.

“What do you want?”

“I want you to laugh.”

“Go laugh somewhere else.”

JEJ laughs, loud and long.  He raises his hand high.  

“here’s where I am,” he says.  Then, lowering his hand, he says “and here’s where you are.  I see all of you for what you are.”

Vampire #2 moves closer to JEJ and places his hand on his temple.  It doesn’t seem to work.

JEJ dances in a circle.  “You see, that’s all you’re doing.”

Vampire starts growling.

“You’ll never stop feeding.  And every new life you suck out, you’ll only grow weaker.  You could be dancing in the streets.  And instead, it’s this.  Alleys.  Alleys.  Alleys.  I saw an alleyway once.  I saw it pass through you, and into the night.  And you’re just as empty as it was.”
---------------------------

E. and Emily play checkers in the forest..  She grows bored, and starts piling them together like building blocks.

E:  “See, they go like this.”

He starts arranging them.

He points to one pile.  “See this one here?  This is us.  And this one here?  This is our country.  Which one is bigger?”

She points to the larger pile for “country.”

“But what if I switch them?  Does our country get bigger, or do we get bigger?”

She looks confused.

“Neither are real.  They’re just checkers.”  He says.

“I don’t get it.”

“We piled them up.  Then we gave them names.”

“I don’t get it!”

“Here, look.  Imagine this checkerboard is this whole forest.  And the checkers are the squirrels and the humans and the birds and all the living things.  Which ones are more important?  The humans?  The squirrels?  The trees?”

“I don’t know, Daddy.  Can we play something else.”

“No.  Look.  All of this.  All of this honey!  It moves through you, like a dream.  We’re just checkers on the board.”

“I’m hungry.”

“Look, move the checkers here.  Now which is bigger?”

“I’m hungry, Daddy.”

---------
Thunderclouds gather.  Badgers emerge from the undergrworth, with red eyes.
‘Take me to Natalie Portman” one of them says.  “I need to smell her underwear.”

“Very good” says Badger #2.

Where is her underwear?

In the closet!

Which color should I get?

Red!

And they lived happily ever after.

The end.

--------

Jennifer continues writing.  She types furiously.  Cigarette butts lie heaped in an ashtray.
There is a knock at the door.

The bartender stands there, looking sheepish.

“Once upon a time,” he says, “There lived an evil witch and an evil warlock.  And they spent all their time casting spells at one another, over the valleys and mountains, trying to distract one another.”

J:  What the hell do you want?

Bar:  Can I come in?

J:  What do you want to come in for?

She steps aside, after a moment, sighing.  He comes in.

He takes her hand.  She is startled, but lets him.
“I like your hand” he says.

“Thank you.  I like it too.”

“How many places has it been?”

‘What the fuck do you want?’ she asks, taking her hand away.

“You.”

He begins to walk around her house, wandering to and fro.

She sits down.  Looks at him.

“What do you want?” she asks.

“Come have coffee with me.” he says.

“I’m busy.”

He moves closer to her.  She fidgets.  He reaches to stroke her hair.
“I’ve had it.  I’m calling the cops.”

He seizes her hand.

“I know where you’ve been” he says.  ‘I’ve seen it.”
-------------

Animation:

The ship of state roars over blue childlike water.  It tips and turns, frantically.  Small people fall off, and they blend in with the water, screaming.

We see death float over the boat.  It moves and moves, eating little people.  Soon a large mass of teethy things comes over and scrambled over the boat, devouring it whole.  We hear the crunching noises.

JEJ, a big black ball, rolls over to the scene.  He laughs, in a computerized rhythm.

----

The ocean turns into a city, which is burst upon with a big white horn, and it dives down into the belly of a black beast.  There’s a huge rabbit that eats all the little people, which have turned into fleas.  They scream and scream and scream.
------
He takes his hand off her head.  She is shaking.  He strokes her hair.

“What did you do to me?” she asks.

“I showed you where you’ve been.” He says.
“What was that?”

------------

Violins.

J is an amorphous scribble.

She extends an electrode over to a big blue box.

Inside the blue box is the continental United States.  Big Teeth are eating the USA.
----------

J:  Stop it!

She shrinks away from him.

Bar. stoops over her runs his finger along her lips.

She moves to kiss his finger.

He moves it away.

J:  What do you think you’re doing?

Bar – you’ve eaten so much.  You’ve travelled too far.  Come back a ways with me.

They hear a receiver noise.  Scratching, hissing, static, pulsing in the background.

J looks very worried.

Bar – we have to go.

-----------

They drive and stop at a forested hiking trail.

Bar- come on, come on.

We hear various frequencies inter-merging now.  

“Powers of 10 were the dominant rule for the transatlantic slave economic calculations . .. 

“Pony for a day –“

“Fomenting rebellion was a common pastime of 14th century petty nobles –“

“Waxworks,  Waxwork, waxworks, waxworks!”

“I see your mind . . . “

We hear scratchy rock and roll music, as through thick interference.

Bar- Hurry up.

They move deeper into the forest.

Bar – Come on.
-----------

E. buys a fresh apple from a cornerside stand.  He gets in his car and drives.  While driving, he rubs the apple, as for good luck.

We see a short moment from the window of his car -  another vampire leans his head against someone standing at a bus stop, and they slump to the ground.  The vampire makes satisfied lip-smacking noises.

Back at the trailhead, we see E. arrive.  He tosses the apple into the air, takes a bite out of it, then puts it back in his pocket.

He walks carefully up the path.
-------

Bar and J have stopped.  They are looking at a small grave, alone in the woods.  
Bar – this is my mother’s grave.

J- Why is she buried here?

Bar – We were alone for a long time.  And she couldn’t bear to watch me stay young as she got older – it drove her mad.  

J- What do you want from me?

Bar – I want you to look at this grave.
J- I’m looking at it, asshole.

Bar laughs.   

Bar – Look closer.

J stoops down to peer at it.  

-------------
1917:
Hoola-hoop girl is in the spotlight.  Funny loopy music plays.  The circus comes in and out of the light, peering in, and vanishing.  She continues to solemnly move the hoola- hoop around her waist.  She moves around in a circle, hoola-hooping.

E. comes in to the light.  He does a courtship ritual like a bird, popping his head in and out, in and out, approaching her, blowing her kisses.  She just keeps hoola-hooping.

Random applause.  E. sings her a song.  The circus comes out.  They perform, to the rhythm of E.’s song.

Hoola-Hoop girl sings.

Suddenly E. pounces on her, as though ripping her to shreds.  The circus performers also rush in, like a mad mob, almost crushing her.  She is reduced to ruins.  E.  takes the hoola-hoop and raises it to the sky.  

Hoola-girl rises and bows.

Afterwards:

E. and Hoola and J. are drunk, carousing the streets, arm in arm.  

Hoola:

Fuck me.

J. sits in corner crying, while E. makes out, drunk, with Hoola Girl.
-----------

J. storms through an alley, bodies, bodies, bodies.  Fights w/ Bo stick.  E. sees her disappearing.  Smashes wine glass.  They embrace.

Montage:  Corn, L.R., dance, smash, explode, light, J. XCU: “I want you.”

She is dancing ballet near the corn, touching fingers to toes.  We watch her in XCU.  Farmers come out to watch.  Slowly she strips.  Her body, electric, moves and sways to music in her head.  Farmers watch.

She sucks out one mind.  They open their mouths in horror.  They start to flee.  She chases them, sucking out mind after mind.  One handsome farmer, dying, she curls up with in the soil, running her hands over his shaking body.

L.R.  looks down at her.

“I love you so much” he says.

She smiles idly.

He kisses her amidst the bodies.

He tosses her over his shoulder, carries her into the corn.  She giggles.

------------

Chicago.  Present day.
She screams, rooftop.

Screams, screams, screams, screams.  Her black dress flutters.

Dark eyes.  She heaves sobs.

She looks at her hands, turns them over, pondering, pondering.

She’s tired of being alive.  She steps to the edge of the building.  She contemplates jumping, something that would definitely kill her, supernatural or not.

She receives a transmission.

We see her future:  She holds a baby in her arms.  It is dark, forested.  She is dressed as little red riding hood.  She holds the baby tight, stepping further into the dark wood.  Howls and wind.  She nestles into the crook of a tree, breast-feeding.
She stares up at the oak.  It is vast, comforting.

VESSEL.  A soft, feminine, alien voice.

SOFT, VESSEL.  OPEN YOUR HEART.

-------------------------

Cut to:

She lands at new Orleans airport.  She and E. get into cab.  They drive into the disaster zone.  Watching, watching, watching.

----------

She is typing, typing, typing, typing, furiously.

-------

She is moving through her students, as they perform their movements.  She jumps up and down, claps.

----------

She shares a cigarette with E. as they sit on the sidewalk outside the ballet recital.  Children file past, waving goodbye.

------------

We see an aerial shot of Los Angeles, and an aerial shot of New Orleans.  We superimpose a shot of J. cumming over it.

----------

E. rubs his apple.
He stares at it.  He bites into it, chewing thoughtfully.

E. dances.  Apples fall around him.  He pants.  He opens his eyes wide.  Galaxies, galaxies, galaxies.
Over his iris, a galaxy spins.

He opens his mouth to the sky.

His Emily watches from the distance.

E:  I am a voice!  I am a voice!  Heed me!  Heed me!  Behold!

Los Angeles:

We are running.  There are enemy vampire in pursuit.  They cry out, hungry.  Their minds turn :  somehow their powers have faded for a moment.  E. has to drag J. furether on.  They move, move, move.  Cries. Cries. Cries.  One sneaks up, fast.

Enemy V:  I feel you.  I feel your mind.

The other V’s stop, watching the confrontation.

E. slams the enemy’s head against a wall.  He twitches.

The others cry even louder now.

Colors come.  Voices.   We are running through a kaleidoscope.

E. and J. are making love.  Orgasms play over a continuing chase scene.

------------
She is raped by a pimp.  1917.  Her mind escapes:  She is preparing a breakfast in a period kitchen with her parents, long dead.  He continue to hear his panting sounds over the kitchen at points, and her parents cock their ears, but J. ignores.
She is passed around to the pimp’s friends.  

---------------

After the alien frequency has vampired her, she stands outside the pimp’s door.  She knocks, we hear laughter within.

Thug 1-  Back for more, lassie?

The door is opened.  With her mind, she forces the door to swing fast in, knocking him down.  His eyes are suddenly terrified.  Wind blows her hair.  She raises her hand.  He is dragged by invisible forces further into the room, and up against the wall, his neck muscles clench.  He is suspended halfway up the wall, slowly choking to death.  The second door opens.  3 men come in with guns.

Thug 2- What the fuck?

His head explodes.

The other 2 run.  She calmly follows them.  Both doors slam shut.  

J:  I’ll let one of you live.  But first bring me Joe.  I’m hungry for him.  On second thought.

She concentrates.  Both men point guns at each other.  They both fire.  Both dead.

She steps over them, goes upstairs.

Pimp with two whores sits behind desk, counting greenbacks.

When she enters, the whores and the pimp grin evilly.

Pimp:  So.  

J:  I want to suck your brains out through a straw.

Pimp raises firearm.

J snaps fingers.

It misfires, disfiguring whores and pimp, they sprawl bloodily.  Pimp tosses one whore out of the way, edges around the room, gestures to the money.

Joe:  Here, it’s yours!  Take it!

J:  Thank you, honey.  But I think you should eat it, instead.

He hesitates, and one of his fingers snap.  

He cries out in pain, and immediately starts stuffing period greenbacks into his mouth.

Mouth stuffed full of them.

J:   That should shut you up.

Joe looks terrified.

She stoops over him, she carefully removes the greenbacks.  

J:  On second thought, I want to talk to you.

Joe tries to raise his arms to get up, but cannot.  He is frozen.

J:  You’re going to die tonight.

Joe whimpers.

J: Tell me something.  What does this feel like.

His liver explodes.

He shrieks.

J: That was your liver.  How about this?

His left lung exlodes.  He hemmorages from the mouth.

J:  That was your left lung.  How does it feel?  HOW DOES IT FEEL?

Joe manages a “you bitch”

At “bitch” she raises her arms, and he is flung into the corner, his neck broken, as he impacts head first.  Greenbacks fly.

She takes a wad of them and stuffs them in a pocket, and walks out.

Coppers run in as she exits, she goes unnoticed, smiling.
----------------
J. and E. and young Emily are having a picnic.

They play cloud animals.

J:  Look.  There.  

We hear a frequency.

Dau:  What’s that, Daddy?

E. look over at J.

J. listens closely.

J:  They still hear me.  I still hear them.

Dau:  Who, Jennifer?

E:  It’s better not to listen.

J: Listen.

The frequency changes.  The clouds seem to hum in rhythm to the sound.

J:  Color, and light.

Dau:  I see an elephant!

J: They made me who I am.

E:  Who are you now?

J:  Different.

E:  So am I?

J: How are you different?

E:  I feel things, like you do.  But I don’t have your hunger.  Your star is hungry.

J: (smiles evilly) so hungry!

Dau:  Stars are hungry?

J:  Look, a spaceship.

Emily watches the clouds.

--------------
E.  watches his 62 year old Emily, though he still appears to be late 40s.  They are at the bar.   The Bartender watches them.
They drink, in silence.

Emily watches her father gaze at Jennifer.

Emily:  What do you really see, Jennifer?  What do you really see, of all of this?

Jennifer:  Everything.  I can see anything I want.

Emily chokes on her drink.

E. pats Emily on the back.

Emily:  I’m old enough to be your mother now.

Emily gazes off at the Bartender, with sad, lost eyes.  The Bartender raises a glass to her.

-------------
J. feels a hunger growing in her.  Sleepless nights, Sirius watches her.  Her stomach grumbles.  Her head aches.  E. sleeps next to her.  She rises.
She goes out into the L.A. streets, walking, walking, walking.

She sucks out a mind or two.

Still hungry.

She goes into a club.  She slams down a drink or two.  Feels nothing.

She lets out a ululation.  Some people are startled, some cheer.  She raises her arms.  A swaying mass of people, from an overhead shot, edges towards her, pulled by her gravity.

J:  Annnnnhhhhhhhhgh!

The lights become odd.  People look around, a bit confused.  The music skips a beat, assumes an odd rhythm.

J:  Feed me!

With an evil grin, 10 drop at once, twitching.

In her pupil, we see Sirius expanding.

J:  Ahhhhhhhh.
She starts twitching.

In her pupil, Sirius expands even more.  Radiation noise.

Hisses and pops over the music.

Some start to flee to the exits.  The doors swing shut.  Security comes towards J.  But stop when she gives them a warning look.

J:  I’m so hungry.

One asshole opines:  Someone shut that bitch up.

J. gestures to him, crooking her finger in a come-hither.

He walks over, swaggering.  

J:  This is what I’m going to do to all of you.

The man’s eyes explode, as his brain shuts down.  She clenches his skull, feeding off his dying mental energy.

Now mass panic.

But she raises her arms.  Suddenly they assume orderly lines, a regiment.

J:  Who wants to go first?
The beautiful people all volunteer.  She whisks people about, orgies of kissing break out.  She slips among group after group, watching them fondle each other with vacant expressions of lust, sucking each mind dry.

A drum beats.  A big, deadly drum.  The DJ is having paroxysms, 3 girls on each arm, swaying to the huge beat.
Blood, sweat, death.

The Nameless One enters.

N.O.  :  Riddle me this.  What has one mouth, two ears, and no brain?

Silence.

J:  Annnngh!

N.O.  No, try again.

J. tries to suck out his mind, concentrating on him.  The survivors watch, fascinated.  

J. seems unable to speak.

N.O. gestures to the D.J.

N.O.:  Play.

Bach steams out.

N.O. dances a jig.

He skates over blood and sweat, stepping over bodies, performing rude gestures and mocking faces as he whisks towards Jennifer.

N.O.  What do you really want?

N.O. lifts up a corpse.
N.O.:  You want this?

He tosses it aside.

N.O.  Can’t you hear, the music of the spheres?
He laughs, deep and long.  With a gesture, he commands the remaining living to surround him.

N.O.  What do you really have?

In her pupil, Sirius dims.

In N.O.’s pupil, his dark star, like a bluish black hole, expands.

N.O.  I love you, I love you, I love you, I love you, you’re only a day away!

He gestures dramatically.  The corpses become little missiles that he propels at Jennifer, which explode in light, smoke, and blood, one after another.  She grimaces, and moans, cowering by the bar.
The bar, now a ruinous bloody mess, with Jennifer, slumped on a stool.

Lights swing through the smoke.  The music is on a dead beat, broken record, buzz buzz buzz.

N.O. and his remaining cadre approach.

N.O.  Hey baby, what’s your sign?

He sits down on a bloody stool, with a squelching noise.

J:  Stop.

N.O.  Hey, that’s a good one.  Tell me a secret.

J:  No.

N.O.  Come on, tell me a secret.  Who are you really?  What are you really doing here?

J:  I’m on a mission.

N.O.  So am I.   Who sent you?

J:  The Dog-Star.

Fear comes into N.O.’s eyes.

N.O.  I haven’t seen that one for a while.  It was sleeping.

J stars to cry.

With a bloody, handkerchief,  N.O. dries her tears, smearing more blood on her face.

N.O.  It’s OK.  Here, want one of mine?
He slurps up a mind of his retainers, grabs another by the hair and brings it close to her.

Jennifer looks greedily at the man’s skull.

N.O.  Isn’t hunger funny?  

J. refuses the offering.

J:  How did you stop me?  I want to know.

N.O.  I’m the Nameless One!  I work under the sea, pretty as can be!  You don’t deserve shit.  You should worship me before you get any secrets.  Go on, bend down.  Low.

She does so, pressing her cheek to N.O.’s thigh, desperately, her eyes vacant.

N.O. laughs loud and long.  His retainers tremble.

She looks up at him with wide eyes.

N.O.  Yes?

Suddenly she snaps out of it.  Wipes blood off her face.  Walks out.

N.O. calls after her:  There’s always the next time!  I know where your mind sleeps! 

-----------
She sits in a diner.  Faces, voices.  She concentrates on mouths, eye movements, hand gestures, suspicion grows.  She is alienated.
E. comes in.

E:  Where have you been?

She doesn’t answer.  She gestures, pointing.

We see the diner from his perspective.  Normal.

XCU on her eyes.  Sirius pulses in and out.

We see the diner from her perspective.  Everyone a zombie.  Eye movements, facial expressions, coordinated.  Lopsided.  Children laugh backwards.  People eat backwards.

A groaning sound.

J:  Something’s gone wrong.  I can’t stop it.

E:  Let me help you.

He rubs her shoulders.  He kisses her neck.  She sips her coffee, calms down.  The diner seems relatively normal again.

A child comes up.  

Child:  Are  you famous?

J:  No, honey.  Nobody famous.

Child:  Can I have your autograph?

J:  OK.

------------------------
White cop stands in New Orleans destruction.
Cop:  A whole lot of dead niggers.

E. kneels in front of him.

Cop executes Edinburgh.

JEJ watches.

--------------------

We shoot through a green tube.  We hear weeping.  Weeping weeping weeping.  She is lying in a green corner.  She screams,  She screams and screams and screams.  Some of the walls pulse blue.
We hear a voice:

I am a PHANTOM.  I AM YOU.  DO YOU HEAR ME?

I am part of the anathema of your spirit, part of the blood that bonds.

We hear you in your sleep.  We feel you dream.  We love you in your angst and your hatred.  You have been chosen, Jenifer.  Stop screaming.  There, there, there.

We need you.  We need you to feed.  FEED.  FEED

She gazes into the lens.  Lost.  Frightened.  Unawares.

E. is flipping his apples.  He slices off a piece.  He throws it into his mouth.  He dances with his daughter.

He is teaching her to shoot.  They aim.  Fire.  Fire.  Fire.

In the room, she is still drying her tears.  There, now.  There, now.  There, now.

What do you want?

WE TOLD YOU.  DO YOU UNDERSTAND?  WE CHOSE YOU.

The camera circles her in Los Angeles, 1970s.  She is on Hollywood and Vine.  Cars, cars, cars, cars, cars, cars, cars, cars, cars, cars, smiles cigarettes, grimaces, we hear a police siren.

Cop 1 :  Hey darling.  You ought to keep moving.  No good standing still.

She smokes a cigarette, looking at him.

J:  Don’t you know who I am?

Cop:  You look like a whore to me.  What we tell whores is, keep moving.  Unless you want to take a ride.  

Cop gestures meaningfully.

She stares carefully at the cop car.
J:  OK.  

She opens the rear door of the police car and gets in of her own accord.

Cop:  Jesus.  

We watch as they drive.  She continues to smoke, blowing rings into the front of the car, through the grating.

---------

She is in a holding cell, still smoking.

Whores eye her warily.  She ignores them.

J:  let me tell you a secret, girls.  We’re all just meat for the system.

Whore:  That ain’t no secret, girl.

Wandering down through the cellblock, a candy seller cries out:

Make your dream today!

Hold them tight, with a sugar surprise!

In the holding cell, Jennifer moves between the whores, whispering into each of their ears.  There is a blue pulse of light, slow, beating, then evaporates.

She moves her forehead over their arms, as though imprinting them with her DNA.

Their eyes mist with tears, Latina, Black, Asian, White, they caress her, and lift her up.
Cop:  What the fuck is going on in there?  Hey, come watch the show boys.

Their hands move over one another.  They caress, caress, caress.  

A cop opens the cell.

Cop 2:  Jennifer, you’re free to go.

The whores rush out.  One grabs the cop’s weapon, holds him at bay.

He cowers.

They stream out of the jail, grabbing weapons as they go.

They stream back out onto Hollywood and Vine.  It is night.

Seized with manic intensity, they howl.

J:  I am your soul!  I am your beast!  Feel me!

Passersby turn to look, then rapidly decide to find business elsewhere.

J singles one out.

J:  I’m talking to you, punk!  Come over here.

He does so, reluctantly.

J:  Isn’t this what you want?  Didn’t you want to feel?  Didn’t you come to LA to feel?

The whores watch, gripping their weapons.

J:  I need you alive!  Live!  Live!  Live!

Man:  What do you want?

J:  I want you to feel!  Can’t you feel yet?  Come here.

The man is surrounded by the whores.  They tickle and tease him.  He isn’t uncooperative, but looks nervous.

The police rush out.

Sergeant:  Come back inside ladies, and we’ll forget this ever happened.

--------------

Jennifer runs, as little red riding hood, through the woods.  We hear
snarling beasts, and loving voices,

cacophonous.

They move in echoes as she leaps over logs, clothing snagging,
running, running, running.

She gets the grandmother's house.  E., as grandma, dressed as a wolf,
sits devouring some bloody meat.

E- Have some.

She sits down to eat.

SHe watches grandma devour, devour, devour.

E- Have some.

She tosses a bloody hunk onto J.'s plate.

She chews it.

The world is awash in color.

E. voice changes.

E- where are you?  (through swirling color)

J- David?

E- Jennifer?

The wolf opens her throat.

-----

She awakes, E. shaking her awake.

Los Angeles morning traffic is heard outside.

J- WHere are we?

E- You wanted to be here.  You told me to bring you here.

J- Let's go.

------

THey are back at the beach.  J. in white, E. in black.

Aboy comes up.

Boy - Ahoy!  Ahoy Ahoy!

E- Argggh, me matey.

J- WHere's your mother?

The boy points off in the distance.

E. and J. and boy sit on the sand.

They make a castle.

E- See here? (gesturing to castle) This is the king's prison.

Boy- I want to live in there.

E- In prison?

Boy- Yeah.

E- You can, if you want.  You'll see strange things, and have adventures.

Boy- Will I?

J- Do you want to?

Boy- Dragons?

J- Dragons.

We hear a screech of dragons, which turns into a group of children
shrieking.  The boy runs off with them, and his

now nearby mother.

----------------------

We are in a red room, with a black box on the table.  A faint echo of
Sirius pulses in the box.

the Voice of Sirius:  I KNEW YOU'D COME BACK.

J-  I don't want it anymore.  Take it back.

Sirius-  IT'S YOURS.  I DON'T WANT IT.

J- But you're bigger than me.

Sirius - THaT'S TRUE.  BUT YOU'RE BIGGER THAN ME TOO.

J- I'm small!  You're big!  You're far away!  I don't want it anymore!

Sirius-  BUT YOU'VE GOT IT.  wHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO WITH IT?

J- I'm sick of being hungry all the time.

Sirius- WHY?

J- I never get full.

Sirius- THAT'S BECAUSE I GET FULL.  (EVIL SMILEY VOICE)

J looks hard at the box.

J- What are you?

Sirius- I'M THE DOG STAR.

J- WHy did you pick me?

Sirius- I DON'T KNOW.  YOU SEEMED LONELY.

J- That's it?

Sirius- I SEE THROUGH YOU.  I KNOW WHAT YOU REALLY ARE.

J- What am I?

Sirius -  GREED.

J. smashes the box.

-----------

Back at THe Bar.

J sits at the bar.  Bartender serves her.

J - Where did you go last time?

Bar- Around.

J- Youre an arrogant little fuck-nut.

Bar- So are you.

J- I'm not a fuck-nut.

Bar- You're very beautiful.

J- Don't EVER say that to me.

Bar- You should accept your beauty.  It's part of who you are.

J- Don't lecture me.

Bar- I don't care if you're beautiful anyway.

J- Of course you do.

Bar- So you like being beautiful.

J- Of course I do.

Bar- So what's the problem?

J_ THe problem is, DONT SAY IM BEAUTIFUL. You should know better.  You
compliment a beautiful woman on her intelligence.

Bar- But I don't.  I call them like I see them.

J sighs.

J-  You're boring me.

Bar seizes her by the throat.

THe bar stops.  But time is frozen.

THe bartender extends his face across the bar, and kisses her,
carefully, and lightly.

THen he goes back to polishing the bar.

TIme resumes.

J is frozen with warmth.  She parts her lips, tasting the air.

J- DO that again.

THe bartender ignores her.

J smiles at him.

J- You're better than I gave you credit for.

Bar ignores her.

J- I'm leaving.

But she doesn't leave.

Bar- where do you want to go?

Upstairs, bar pushes her against door.

Bar- pull down your panties.

She does so.

he puts his finger between her legs, and brings it to his mouth to taste.

SHe tries to kiss him, but he pushes her back against the door.

Bar- I didnt say you could go anywhere.

She tries to flee, but her panties are around her legs and she stumbles.

He helps her up.  He delicately removes her panties from around her
feet, smelling her legs.

She lets out an involuntary sound of pleasure.

He kisses up her leg, very carefully.

Before arriving at her cunt, he scoops her up, over his shoulder, and
takes her into the bedroom.

------------

He throws her on the bed, too violently.

J looks at him, very vulnerable now.

Bar just looks at her.

SHe fidgets, starts to pout.

Bar- Just let me look at you.

She undresses.

J smiles.

J- You really are an arrogant bastard.

He leaps on the bed, puts his cock in her, and whales on her.

J- Not so fast.

He pins her hands above her head, and fucks her more slowly.

He watches her eyes.

She cums, softly.

SUddenly he pulls out and walks to the window.

J- Jesus.  What's the matter with you?

Bar- I've been around too long.

SHe, feeling the same, is defeated by sadness for a moment.

SUdddenly she has a vision:

Red streaks of fire, and a man's face, the Nameless One, laughing.

Bar, sensing it, turns to look.

Bar- What was that?

J- Fuck me again.

------------

They sit over coffee, in a booth.   They don't look very happy.

Violins play.

They look away.

They sigh.

They look away again.

They look at each other.

They look away.

Cut to dance:

Bar swings J over head, and coffee shop does jiggy with it number.

CUT BACK TO:

They sit over coffee, in a booth.

---------------

J. curls up in E.'s lap.

Curls of color flap by the window.

E: There's no escape but death, Jennifer.

J: I do want to die.

E:  Not yet.

J: When?

E: Soon.

------------

There is a running horde of vampires, with the Nameless One in the
lead.  He screams.  He screams.  He screams.  The

vampires behind him vanish.

E. and J. meet him alone in the alley.

E. - What do you want?

N.O. Nothing.  Nothingness.  There will be a plague.  There will
always be a plague.  I am always the plague.

J. - You're lonely.

N.O. Plagues are a lonely business.  How long do you think I've been
doing this?  Longer than you.  A lot longer.  I

found my star when the continents were young.

E. raises his hand, trembling, not especially anxious to use his
power.  He snaps his fingers.

----

Animation:

Streams of red sweep down over a white surface, circling a
manifestation, skethily drawn, of N.O.'s face.
J daydreams.  She runs her finger along her lips, idly.

In her daydream, we see:

Her future daughter.

She is brushing her hair.

They are giggling together.

We hear a noise.

There is a lawnmower.

The lawnmower is growing louder.

Her daughter looks up at her, worried.

Suddenly, she is worried too.

There is a knock at the door.  She snaps out of her daydream.

Lou Reed is there.  We are back in Iowa.

LR:  What are you doing?

J- What are you doing?

LR- Waiting for you, of course.

J- Come on.

They go out.  She swings her arms wide.  LR shuffles along.

She dances around his slower pace as they walk, playing with his hair and slapping his ass.

LR- Cut it out.

She sticks her tongue out.

We hear a lawnmower.

The Nameless One is mowing a lawn.  He grins, horribly.

She turns, LR is gone.

NO stands there with the mower.  Looking closer, we see it is bloody.

He smiles wider.

J’s future daughter appears, in the clutches of NO.

J screams.

We break down into polygons.

We hear coughing.

CUT TO:

JEJ is pointing a gun at David, who is kneeling, execution style.

David coughs again.

JEJ- What’s it gonna be?

---------
J- I have no time left.  I have, I have, nothing.  Nothing at all.  Nothing.
She and the Nameless One are sitting in a nondescript room.  An office perhaps?

NO- Who gives a shit.  I’m hungry.

J- Look at you.  You don’t care who you eat.  As long as you eat.

NO- (laughs) And you do?

J- I don’t know.

NO- Your hunger defines you.   Give me a break.  Where is the food?  I’m in the mood for Asian.

J sighs.

Her stomach rumbles.

-----
1970s

David pulls up in a fast stock car.  

David:  Get in.

J gets in.

They speed down the desert highway.

Hula Girl is hoola-ing on the roadside.  She sticks her thumb out.

David stops.

David:  Get in.

Hoola girl is smacking gum in the backseat.

Hoola:  Did you see my Hoola?

David:  Yes.

Hoola:  My Hoola is the best.

J looks at her for a moment.

Hoola:  The best.

They stop at a diner.  Some commotion on their entry, though they don’t look too unusual.

David:  Time to eat.

J whispers something into Hoola’s ear.

Hoola laughs uproariously.

David:  What’s so funny?

Hoola:  I’ve got a hoola hoop.

J:  She’s got a hoola hoop.

David:  Uh huh.

They sit down.

J:  What’s on the menu?

David looks around the diner.

David:  What looks good to you?

Hoola:  I think I’m gonna have a big bacon cheeseburger.

David and J order coffee and nothing else.  They watch Hoola devour the burger.  They watch her very closely.

Time seems to slow down.  Her teeth movements are very interesting.  She chomps, and shomps, and chomps.  Other patrons come in and leave, in a kind of poetic rhythm.

Light and dust scintillate.

J squints out the window.

J:  Where did you get the car?

David:  Do you like it?

J:  It’s a ridiculous vehicle.

David:  Isn’t it great?

Hoola:  I love it.  I should do some Hoola now.

J:  Not now.

Hoola:  Hoola helps the digestion.

Hoola gets up to Hoola.  She quivers and shakes with her hoop.  The diner applauds.  Whoops and hollers.  Hoola gets excited.  The cook waves his knife in a friendly way.  Music comes on.  David and J get up to dance, close.

J:  Do you feel something ebbing away?

David:  What?

J:  What are we doing here?

David:  Living.

J:  I think we should eat a little girl.

David chuckles into her ear.  Then suddenly becomes serious.

David:  Don’t say that.

J:  I’ve never eaten a little girl before.  How about that one?

She points out a little blonde girl with her family, eating away, smiling at Hoola and them dancing.

J waves at the little girl.

David:  Stop it.

J:  (whining)  I’m hungry.

David:  Then eat someone else.

J breaks away from David and walks to the little girl’s table.
J:  Hi!

The little girl’s mother smiles.  ‘Nice dancing’ she says.

J:  Do you like dancing?

The girl nods happily, smiling.

J: Want to dance?

She takes the little girl over to David, and they dance around in a circle, Hoola joins in.

We watch the little girl get jiggy with it as the beat changes.  She’s a pretty good little dancer.

The diner goes wild.

J gets light-headed.  Radiation and light are starting to make her nauseous.  We hear a cacophony of voices.  She goes back to the booth, and sips her cold coffee, watching the dancing.

Voice:  EAT HER.
J: No.

Voice:  EAT HER.

J:  No!

The music stops.  Hoola keeps going.  The mood is broken.  Little girl goes back to mommy.

David comes over, concerned.

J: Time to go.

David:  You haven’t eaten.

J:  I’m not hungry.

They drive off.  The desert is hot.  

Hoola:  Where are we going?

David:  Barstow.

Hoola:  Oh.

After vampirism.

J goes home with Bartender.

They sleep together, haphazardly.  J seems to enjoy the cigarette more than the sex.

--

N.O. is really angry.  He sits smoking, so fucking angry.  He takes a drag on the cigarette like he wants to kill that motherfucker.  No more slaves for him.  

---

Boy goes back to Isaac, in his room with American flags, no guns now.  He sleeps very soundly.  Isaac watches him sleep.

In his dream, he is playing with a dog.

---

E. cries.

---

Bartender:  So where should we go now?

J:  Look at that stupid face you’re making.

Bartender, smiling stupidly:  What stupid face?

J, pointing:  That one.

Bar:  What’s the matter?

J:  You fucking asshole.

Bar:  What do you want?

J:  Goddamn it.  Look at yourself in the mirror.

He does.

J:  Look at that stupid face you’re making.  I HATE that face.

Bar:  Oh.

J:  We’re breaking up.

Bar:  Oh shit!

J:  Goodbye.

She waits at the door for him to say something.  He can only stare stupidly.

J:  Goddamn it!

She leaves.

----

N.O.  sits in bar.
N.O.-  I need a name.

Guy at bar:  What name do you need?

N.O.  -  I need a girly name.

Guy at bar:  So you’re gay?

N.O. swallows his anger.  “Yeah.  Gay.”

Guy:  Whatever.

N.O.- I need a goddamned name!

Guy- So pick one.

N.O.  -  How about Astrodel.

Guy-  That’s definitely gay enough.

N.O.-  No, Lemonade.

Guy toasts him.  “Lemonade it is.”

----

Hoola is back on the road.  Hoola-ing.  

----

J. throws E. against the wall, and tears off his shirt, bites his chest, kneels, unzips his pants.

He throws her onto the floor.

J:  Ow.

E. clumsily climbs on top of her.

J. squirms.  He bites her neck.

J:  Ow.

E.:  What?

J:  Bite me harder.

He takes a big bite out of her shoulder.  She gasps and grabs his back, and pulls off her panties, wiggling.

He puts it in her.  He grunts.  

J:  Harder.

He shoves it in deeper.

She turns her head away, and sighs.

He fucks her desperately, on the floor, against the bed.  He cries out, comically.  

E:  Uh! Uh!  Uh!

Somehow it’s torture for him.  He stops and looks down at her.

She looks up at him, without the intensity.

This makes him angrier.  He fucks her to punish her now.

We cut to a longer shot.  Pump, pump, pump, pump.

He pulls out, stands up, ass to camera, pants around his ankles, he flicks them off, then grabs his underpants from the mix of clothes, and shoves them back on.
She just lies there.  She watches him.

J:  You miss it too, don’t you?

E:  I miss you. 

E. hits the wall.  Again.  And then again.

J. stands up and goes over to him, ass to camera.  He won’t look at her.  She puts her hand on his back.

E. swallows, hard.  Then again.  He turns to face her.

----

N.O. plays Parcheesi with the boys.
N.O. – My name is Lemonade.

Guy 1- Yeah,  you told us that already.

N.O.  Isn’t it a  beautiful name?

Guy 2- It’s your move.

N.O. rolls the dice, and moves his piece.

N.O.  This game was originally played for royalty in India.  And huge red eunuchs would stand on huge outdoor game boards.

Guy 3- Really?

N.O.- Yes.  Ha!  I blocked you.

---

E. goes back to his daughter, older than him.  They have a lot to talk about.
E. – How are you?

Alice- You came out the other side.

E- You remember how your mother used to braid your hair?

Alice has tears in her eyes.

E. braids her grey hair.

---

J. puts back on her panties.  She puts back on her skirt.  

She walks out into New Orleans.  Colors, colors, colors.  More than we’ve ever seen.  It’s the most beautiful walk in the movie.

---

Bartender tends bar.  He slams a glass of beer down for the only customer in the bar, and it breaks, spilling beer on the customer.

Customer:  Hey!

Bartender walks out.  
He walks out, befuddled.  He ties his shoes.  

He walks, and then starts running.

He sees J. stopping by a window, window-shopping.  Passersby move about.

Bartender swallows.  He hesitates.  He shuffles his feet.  J. notices him.  He starts singing.
Bartender:

Faintly!  Faintly!  Out on a star!  I saw you drifting, drifting, drifting!  I saw you dancing!

JEJ steps out of an alleyway.

JEJ:

Death!  Death from above!  I saw you moving through Death!

Bartender:

I love you!  

JEJ:

He’s lying!

Bartender:

I love you!

JEJ:

I saw you killing!  I saw you shake the reeds of the children’s minds with a sword song!  I saw you grinning like a freak in your bloody shakes and your foundered sleeves!  I saw you whoring!  Whoring in the night with your dead dragon sighs and your awful creations of light!

He laughs.  And laughs.  And laughs.

Passersby start to mutter.

JEJ:

He doesn’t love you.  He’s just in love with himself.

Bartender:

I was a boy.  I was a boy.

JEJ:

You see, he’s just a boy.

J:

I love you!

Bartender:

I love you too!

J:

You’re an asshole!

JEJ:

He’s a fucking asshole.  Bring him a peach and watch him eat it like a slave.

Bartender:

I was a voice.  I was a voice, on your shoulder.  I am a voice on your shoulder.  

Bartender starts coughing.

JEJ starts to play guitar with another busker.  Passersby glance between this bizarre love story and our Singing Mime.

Bartender walks over, too proudly, to J.  He struts, falsely.

J:  You have a nice voice.

Bar:  Thank you.

They sit down outside the Café du Monde and eat beignets greedily.

J puts her beignet down.  Bar watches her.
J:  So, do you love me?

Bar:  Of course I love you.

J:  I don’t believe you ,asshole.

Bar:  I sang for you!

J:  So what?  

Bar:  I sang from my heart.

J:  You sang from your nuts.

Bar:  I’m yours anyway.

J:  I don’t want you if you don’t love me.

Bar:  I was a voice on your neck, I am the voice—

J:  Stop it!

Bar:  I don’t love you.  But I want to marry you.

J:  That’s retarded.

Bar:  But it’s how I feel.

J:  You’re so fucking afraid.  I gave up EVERYTHING.  EVERYTHING.

Bar:  I’m glad you did.  I’m sorry.  

He takes a bite of the beignet.

J:  It feels good though.  It feels like, I’m really alive.

Bar:  You are so fucking alive.  Look at you.  You’re on fire.

She smiles.

J:  I want you to do something for me.

----

They sit in their apartment, naked.  They hold each other’s hands.
J:  Look into my eyes.  I started for me when I knew I could forget by feeding.  I want you to feed on me.  

Bar:  It’s different now.  

J:  Of course it’s different.  Just watch.

They close their eyes.

--

They are back at the costume party.  The light is shimmering, ghostly.

The African-American corpses are still there.
J:  Count them.

Bar walks around.  

Bar:  37.

J:  You see what I did?

Bar:  Why did you take me here?

J:  See this one?

She rolls over a corpse.  He stares, with bloodied eyes, dead upwards.

J:  Wash the body.

Bar washes the body.

J:  Carry him out.

Bar carries him outside.

J:  Put him in the back seat.

Bar:  Jesus.

----

They drive to Sirius.  Its colors have changed.  But it still pulses, faintly.

J:  I hate you!

The star says nothing.

She concentrates on the star.
The black man comes back to life.

He gasps.   He chokes.  He is amazed.  He looks at J.

Man:  Holy Jesus.

J is shimmering now.

J:  Sirius ate you.  But it was really me.

Man:  

What do you want?
J:

I want you to forgive me.

Man:

Why should I?

J:

Because I love you!

Man:

No you don’t.

J:

I love you!

Man:

Get me the fuck out of this car.

SIRIUS:
I REMEMBER YOU.  YOU WERE MY CHILDREN.  YOU POOR, BROKEN CHILDREN.  YOU RAN AWAY FROM ME.  I NEED FOOD!  I NEED FOOD!  I NEED FOOD!

Man:

Can we please leave now?

J:

Fine.

Bar puts it in gear.

--

They are back outside the club.  

J:

You want us to drive you home?

Man:
I want my clothes.

J:

Go get him his clothes.

Bar goes in for the clothes.

Man:

What the fuck did you do to me?

J:

I needed to eat you.  Now you’re alive again.
Man:

Just get me my clothes already.

Bar walks back with clothes.

Man puts them on.  He walks away.

J:

I don’t feel any better.

--

An atom bomb goes off.

--

White light fills the car.

J:

There we go.

Bar:

Can we just stop now?
J:

I need you to do something else for me.

---
They are lying on the soil in the midst of the Katrina wreckage.

J:

Hold my hand.

He holds her hand.

They watch the sky.

We hear passing cars.

There is a wind.  It gets louder, and louder.

J:

Tighter.

J:

Hold me.

He holds her.  They huddle against the wind.

She shivers.

J:

Hold me.

He curls into her neck.

Bar:

Is this really happening?

J:

Of course it is, stupid.  Are you listening?

Bar makes her a shelter out of the rubble.

They huddle in the shelter.

He starts a fire outside the shelter.

Bar watches it burn.
We hear a drum beat.

The drum gets louder.  The wind and the drums compete for attention.
J:

Make love to me.

Bar:

Not yet.

J:

Right now.

Bar listens to the drums of war.  A change comes over his face.  
J caresses his shoulder, and rests her head against it.

Bar watches falling stars.

--

Another atom bomb of light.

---

They come out of their dream, naked, holding hands.  Filled with horrendous energy, they smash the room to bits, stark naked.  They hammer the bed to pieces.  To get the R rating, we cut cleverly.
He grabs her.

Bar:

God I love you, you murderous bitch.

She kisses him.  
We watch from over his shoulder.  She touches his cock.  

He touches the corner of her face.  She bites his finger.  

J:

You’re so calm.

He cups her vulva.  

She warns him with her eyes.

He watches her warning him.

He squeezes her vulva.

Her face seizes with pain, pleasure.

Cruelty passes over his face, as he watches her reaction.

She squeezes his cock, too hard.
His face seizes with pain, pleasure.

He laughs.

She frowns.

She attacks him.  He stumbles back against the wall.  She alternates between kissing him and hitting him at the same time.
He takes it, watching her.

She cries out a bloody war cry, and then laughs, shaking her hair.

He laughs.  He looks like a greedy demon.  Suddenly he looks sweet.

She keeps hitting him.

J:
I want it back!

She is so hungry with need.

He leans down fast, eyes wide.

Bar:

Here.

--

There is a constant undercurrent of speech, barely intelligible.
Bar:

Not everything I did was for real.  It was stupid.  I tried too hard.  I wanted you.  I didn’t want you.  You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.  I need you in me like a cunt of the mind, soft, soft, soft, soft, I need to eat you and eat you and eat you with a dagger in my mouth and my heart in the sky and a demon in your breast that I can feed on and feed on and feed on.

.
J:

Every time I see you I want to murder you.  I want to rip you apart with my bare hands.  I want to tear you limb from limb and torture you to death with my eyes.  Every moment, every goddamned moment I want to fly you alive with my cunt, so that I can speak in your voice and live in your head with a dream on my tongue like the finest wind, soft, soft, soft, soft. 

To the baseball theme: (take me out to the ballgame)
Pick me up like a ragdoll.  Pick me out to the ragdoll, prick me until I bleed.  I was a torturer, so were you.  I was running with blood around you.

Pick me up like a ragdoll.  Blow me through to your fist.  I was a face and you were a slice, I was a voice and you were my knife.  I ate you when I first met you.  I ate you round and around.  Along and along in a feather dive, I picked you out and I never looked back ‘cause you were the boy and the man-dog, you were sickly and fine, I watched you move with a careful eye, I made you blow your untethered mind.  Now I wait, wait, wait for the home team, to bleed you out into a rage.  And it’s rape, rape, rape for the sound of my new drawn name!

----
Over, an animation:
Their faces merge together in bits and pieces, fragmentary, white on black and red.

----

There is a wedding cake that beats like a heart.

The toy bride and groom slash the cake to bits with their knives and start to howl.  Then they remove various limbs in their fuck frenzy.

---

We see a cello being played, in horrific pulsating colors.  In whirls, and twirls, and spins in a diagonal circular saw shape.
---

There is a black diagonal shape, rubbing like electricity, that turns into a cat in heat, arching its black electric, sketched-in back.  It seems to move in a cylinder, at an angle, moving in and out at an angle.
---
Over ululating, there is a human tongue, XCU, goes nuts.

---

Back in the room, he is fucking her against the wall.  We see the briefest flash of her open mouth.

---

Red. Red. Red. Red.  Puslating yellow center.  A black line dances up and down along the edges.

--

We hear a pounding on the wall and her cumming.  Over this we see:  

Alice as a girl.

E. watches, from a distance.

She runs towards the camera.

---

A higher pitched, bloody-murder sound of cumming.  He grunts.

Over this:

A yellow sky, clouds racing enormously fast.  Opera.

---

She is laughing, and cumming, getting pounded against the wall.

---

He plays the piano, pounding out Rachmaninoff.

She smashes the piano with a hammer.  With each blow, we hear:  angels, mixed with hissing, mixed with a warm humming, mixed with panting, mixed with wedding bells.

---

Alice plucks petals from a daisy.  With each petal dropping, there is a enormous, thunderous drum.

---

Bartender comes.  

We see J. smiling, sweaty.  She opens her eyes.  In her spinning eyes, we see:

A spinning, barbed, yellow circle rotates against a red background.  It pulses, diminishingly, as she comes off of a plateau.

---
He lowers her down off the wall.
She leans her head against him.

J:

You win.

We hear thunderous applause.

--

JEJ eats a hamburger.  The white paint rubs off on the burger as he eats it carefully, and hugely.

Then he eats his French fries, savoring them.

Then he laughs.

