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DARK LORD ROBíS LAIR  - INTERIOR 



(camera note - with the exception of the opening scene all cameras are handheld)



WIDE SHOT - ROOM WITH TABLE



We open on a bare set, similar to the sort of scenescape Alfred Hitchcock would introduce his TV shows from (the actual template here is the introductions to his various wacked-out films made by the great cinematic impresario William Castle).  The walls are bare, possibly draped with some sort of fabric or something. There is a small table, upon which reside a small stack of magazines and paperback books.



DARK LORD ROB walks into scene. He is a rather large, balding, middle-aged man in an Insurance suit.



DARK LORD ROB: 

Hello. I’m Dark Lord Rob, the president and founder of American Entropy Productions. Our goal has always been to give audiences new, exciting, and enlightening experiences, and the film you are about to see is no exception. It has about it, however, one quality which distinguishes it from our previous endeavors, films you may have seen such as “The Twelve Dreams of Doctor Doolittle” and “In Search of Historic Zorro”, and that distinction is that this film is not a re-creation, nor is it a work of fiction. What you are about to see is the actual footage of the infamous Miskatonic Acid Test, filmed as it happened. You may have heard of the Miskatonic Acid Test; it’s been the subject of many articles, and been referred to in over a dozen books...



(Here he gestures toward a table holding a stack of lurid-looking paperbacks)



Dark Lord Rob: 

Yes, you may have heard about the concert, the music, and the... thing that happened... but you probably dismissed it as an urban legend, a myth, or even a hoax. It’s not. 



CLOSE-UP OF ìDARK LORD ROBî



Dark Lord Rob: 

What none of the articles nor books on the event has revealed is something that no one even realized until now: there was a crew filming the Miskatonic Acid Test, a crew comprised of students from Miskatonic University’s nascent Film department, students hoping to catch an Event in the making, hoping for their own little Woodstock, their own little Monterey Pop. Well, they got their “event”, all right...



MEDIUM SHOT - DARK LORD ROB



Dark Lord Rob: 

I had heard a rumor from Reg Presley of the Troggs that this footage existed; as I traced the rumor and began to realize that it was no mere fable, I instigated a search for the film. After fruitless months, chance led us to a storage space beneath a staircase in, of all places, the University’s  Divinity school where we found several cannisters of unmarked, undeveloped film. We had it developed, and were at first amazed and delighted to find that it was indeed the footage of the Miskatonic Acid Test. However, after we had screened the entirety of the footage, we were able to add “horrified” to that list of descriptors.



CLOSE-UP - DARK LORD ROB



Dark Lord Rob: 

What you are about to see may shock you, may disturb you, may haunt your dreams. We have edited the footage together to place the events in context, to give a sort of narrative flow, and, honestly, to present the film in much the way that we can assume its unfortunate filmmakers would have wanted it. But! Enough preamble. The time is 1969, the place is Arkham, Massachusetts, and the event is The Miskatonic Acid test. Onward!



							FADE TO BLACK:





2. A WALL - EXTERIOR - DAY



CLOSE-UP - POSTER ON A WALL



Close-up on a ragged-edged poster. It reads: “It’s happening! The Unconscious Collective presents The Miskatonic Acid Test! Friday, October 29th, Longshoreman’s Hall! Bands! Wildness! Excitement! You have nothing to lose but your mind!” After a few seconds’ glimpse of the poster, music begins to play. It sounds vaguely similar to Scott McKenzie’s “San Francisco”. The song is “Come to Arkham (The Wind in Your Hair)”  and it goes like this:



The gentle breeze blowing soft into Autumn

With summer’s love lost and gone, not forgotten

Come to Arkham (wear the wind in your hair)

Come to Arkham (I’ll await for you there)

Come to Arkham (let the shadows move me)

Come to Arkham (everything is groovy)

The falling leaves are raked in piles and burned to embers

And autumn’s glow echoes on into December’s



The breeze is wild, with a dark bite of winter

Fragile hearts break apart, shard and splinter

Come to Arkham (wear the wind in your hair)

Come to Arkham (and I will wait for you there)

Come to Arkham (if the spirit moves you)

Come to Arkahm (I’ll be there to groove you)

The playground’s closed and the beach is deserted

And love’s a ghost with whose heart you have flirted...



The autumn breeze shifts your hair on your shoulders

One summer gone, now you’re one more autumn older

Come to Arkham (wear the wind in your hair)

Come to Arkham (brush aside your despair)

Come to Arkham (where the breeze is blowing)

Come to Arkham (where the night is flowing)

Last spring’s a shadow from which you have taken

Summer’s a dream from which you have awakened....



 

3.  MONTAGE - ARKHAM SCENES  



EXTERIOR - LONGSGHOREMANíS HALL - AFTERNOON - MONTAGE



As the song plays out we see a montage of vans arriving at the Longshoreman’s Hall, where the Miskatonic Acid Test is being held. Various long-hair types unload amps and equipment. Peace signs are flashed... the mood is giddy. 



EXTERIOR - LONGSHOREMANíS HALL -  AFTERNOON



WIDE SHOT - VAN AND MONICA 



An entrance to the hall, probably at the rear. The hall has an old ìfeelî, looking like it was built in another area. 



As the music fades out, we see a van filled with hippie-types clearly parked in a “no loading” zone. MONICA  stands at their window with a clipboard, trying to persuade them to move.



Monica: 

Look, I’m not trying to lay a bummer on you. You just can’t park here. We have an agreement with the longshoreman’s guild; we can only use the building as long as we keep people from breaking laws. 



HIPPIE #1: 

Love is the only law, man, love under will. 



HIPPIE #2: 

Show us some love (giggles).



Monica, exasperated, looks up. FRANK FONTAINE  is meandering toward the van, with a vague intention of somehow helping.



Monica: 

Frank, can you give me a hand? These guys just won’t move. 



Frank shrugs, approaches the window.



Frank: 

Hi. Look, how’s about you guys move the van, okay? There’s parking around the block. It’s not cool for you to be here, okay?



Hippie #2:

 It’s not cool for you to be hassling us, hassle-daddy.



Hippie #1:

 Yeah, take it back to J. Edgar, junior g-man.



Frank: 

I’m not the Man, you know. Just somebody who’s trying to put together something cool, dig?



Hippie #1:

 You sure sound like the Man. For someone who’s not the Man.



Hippie #2: 

Narc! Narc!



Frank: 

Look, we really need you to move the van...



Suddenly NANCY BISHOP strides over and elbows Frank out of the way, fixing the driver with a look that would melt glass. 



Hippie #1: 

Uh-oh, mom’s mad at us...



Nancy: 

Just move the fucking car. 



There is a beat as the two lock eyes; Hippie #1 looks away.



Hippie #1: 

Whatever.



He starts the car and pulls away. Nancy turns, rolls her eyes, and walks purposefully back  into the hall. The camera follows her.





THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY 



MEDIUM - NANCY W/ACTIVITY BEHIND HER



Nancy. Behind her we see the hall, a bustle of activity; people are stringing decorations, setting up lights; a band is setting up on the stage. A radio is playing.



CAMERAMAN:

What is the Miskatonic Acid Test?



Nancy: 

Well, basically the idea is to recreate the sort of atmosphere and excitement that surrounded some of the famous “happenings” on the West Coast and import it here to humble li’l ol’ Arkham. 



Cameraman: 

What makes this different from just any old concert?



Nancy:

It’s not really just ìany oldî concert. It’s a “happening”, an “event”. A concert is a bunch of bands playing. A “happening” is something more, something that takes a familiar structure and somehow renders it universal, that takes it beyond, a step beyond. A small thing made grandiose by a combination of intent and, we hope, serendipity. That’s what we’re aiming for.



Cameraman: 

You make it sound like magic.



Nancy: 

Magic? (Laughs) Well, no, yes... maybe. I don’t know. (She wiggles her nose, makes “Bewitched” “dink-a-dink-a-dink” sound. Laughs again. Can’t believe she just did that.)



7. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY 



MEDIUM - BILL ATOP LADDER



BILL SMYTHE is working atop a ladder, hammering nails.



Cameraman: 

Tell me about the Unconscious Collective.



Bill: 

(Grins, talking with nails in mouth) Catchy name, huh? Reid’s idea. Him and his puns. Yeah, Reid, me, Frank, Monica, and Nancy - and Alex, can’t forget Alex - we formed the Unconscious Collective to put together events like this - “happenings”, you know? . It’s kind of a funny story how it happened. Some cat transferred to Miskatonic U.from the west coast and he was all full of wild stories about all the happenings he’d been to, like the be-in in golden gate park, and Monterey, Beatles at Candlestick, you name it, he was there. Nancy was a bit skeptical (laughs). When he started going on about the Acid Tests, you know, Ken Kesey and all that, well. Nancy got into it a bit with him. You want to stay on her good side is all I’m saying. Anyhow, he got to saying that nothing like that could ever happen out here on the East Coast, the “benighted” East Coast - his exact word - and Nancy said he was full of it, you know, then Frank, he’s pretty quiet but when he speaks it’s usually worth listening to, he says “Well why don’t we try?”  And the Unconscious Collective was born. Ta-da!





8. THE STAGE - INTERIOR  - DAY



WIDE - BILL ON STAGE, MONICA ON FLOOR



REID CAMPBELL stands on the stage, testing a microphone. Amps are in the process of being aet up behind him. 



Reid: 

Test. Test. 1 - 2. Test. Test. One, two, sniff some glue. Three four, sniff some more. Five, uh, seven...



Monica, standing in front of the stage, laughs.



Monica: 

Reid! They’re filming this!



Reid: 

I should hope so. This is primo material. But seriously, folks...



Reid slicks back his hair and looks noble.



Reid: 

Test. Test. One two. Sybillance. Sybillance. She sells ssybillance. Ssepulchre. She ssleeps by the sside of the ssea.



THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY 



MEDIUM - FRANK (ADJUSTS TO TWO-SHOT WITH ARRIVAL OF NANCY)



Frank, being interviewed on the other side of the hall. In the background Reid can still be heard testing sybillance.



Frank: 

Um, yeah, there’s gonna be music. We’ve got some great bands, really cool... really cool. All Arkham bands. The Arkham sound.



Cameraman: 

What is the Arkham sound?



Frank: 

Umm, well, it’s a little like San Francisco, very fluid, very, umm, I don’t know, deep. Very deep. Like a flashlight lowered into a well.



Cameraman: 

Is it like Boston, you know, the “Bosstown sound”?



Frank starts to speak but Nancy interrupts from off-camera.



Nancy: 

Christ, no! 



Frank laughs. The camera swings around to focus on Nancy, who looks emphatic.



Nancy: 

The Bosstown sound is a joke, a nothing. There is no Bosstown sound. It’s all hype. 



Frank: 

It’s a manufactured concept.



Nancy: 

There’s no sound; there’s barely a scene. 



Frank:

“The Bosstown Sound” is just an idea some producer came up with to sell records.



Nancy: 

It’s plastic. Like the Monkees. Bosstown is the Monkees of “sounds”.



Cameraman: 

What about the Arkham sound?�

Frank and Nancy answer simultaneously.



Frank: 

It’s real- 



Nancy: 

It’s a natural -



Frank: 

Go ahead.



Nancy: 

No, go on, Frank.



Frank:

I was just going to say that the Arkham sound is something new, something natural, something that grew out of the local scene, something that doesn’t sound like anything else...



Nancy: 

Organic.



Frank: 

Yeah, like Nancy said. Organic. Something that grew like a living thing, not something manufactured.



Nancy: 

But not something cultivated. Something that grew wild. A wildflower.



Cameraman: 

What sort of flower?



Nancy: 

(laughs) I don’t know. Christ, I can’t believe you’re going to hold me to that metaphor.





Frank: 

(thinks. answers very carefully) A moonflower. 



Nancy: 

What?



Frank: 

It’s a type of morning glory. It only blooms at night. 



Nancy: 

Really?



Frank: 

Yeah. And they’re white, bone white. They grow in the woods, on logs and abandoned fences. It’s really a trip to come upon a cluster of moonflowers; they glow like ghosts in the darkness. I’ll show you sometime.



Nancy: 

I’d like that...



Cameraman: 

And that’s the Arkham sound? A moonflower?�

Frank: 

(Considers some more; commits to the concept). Yeah.



Nancy: 

Flower power. (Flashes peace sign).



10. THE STAGE - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE-ISH TWO-SHOT - MONICA AND REID 



A band is tuning on stage. Monica stands in front of the stage holding a clipboard; Reid sits at the edge of the stage, kicking his legs impatiently.  Behind them THE BARROW WIGHTS set up their equipment. 



Monica: 

We’re lucky to be here now, in this place and time. There’s something special happening here in Arkham, with the music, the bands, the scene. You get the feeling like you’re on the edge of something, something big, something vast just waiting to explode into being, something ready to manifest itself onto the human map. 



Reid: 

I’m on the edge of the stage myself. Ready to manifest myself onto the floor.



Monica: 

Don’t be a drag, Reid. You know what I’m talking about. The sound is so good, so strong, so distinctive; the Arkham sound is going to change America. (pause) For the better.



Reid: 

You listen to Monica, she can see the future.



Monica: 

(happily embarassed) Well, I do read tarot and cast horoscopes; that sort of thing.



Cameraman: 

What do the cards say about the Miskatonic Acid Test?



Monica: 

Something amazing is going to happen tonight. Something amazing.



Behind them we see the band on stage, Thee Conqueror Wyrms running through some scales. 



PAN TO SHOW SINGER APPROACHING MIKE 



The singer approaches the mike:



Wyrm: 

Test. Test. One Two.



Reid: 

Stop ripping off my material!



THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY 



MEDIUM/WIDE - BILL AT WORK



Bill Smythe is moving a piece of furniture, a table perhaps. He pauses to talk to the cameraman.



Bill: 

There are a lot of great bands here in Arkham. Maybe what people say about an “Arkham Sound” is overstated, just a bit, but I do think there’s something distinctive about the local music. It’s got an atmosphere, a haunted quality, even the pop. Especially the pop. So many minor chords! (chuckles) It’s weird to say, maybe, but I think that the Miskatonic River seeps into the music somehow; that Arkham and it’s history lend a sort of subtle shading to the sound, if you can grok what I’m saying. 



Cameraman: 

What is it about the history?�

Bill: 

Oh, you know, all the ghost stories, the witch trials, the dead Indians - the whole New England trip. Can’t throw a rock around here without hitting something historical. (looks over toward stage) They say a longshoreman was found hanged in here in the twenties, right on stage there...



Cameraman: 

Suicide?



Bill: 

He was hanging upside down, by one leg. “The Hanged Man” (poses like the tarot card, arms up, one leg crossed over the other at a right angle). But just about every building in this town has a ghost story, or a weird murder connected to it. Like I said, I think it seeps into the music. (snaps fingers) Like this song on the radio, ìErich Zannî, itís like based on this campfire story they tell about this crazy violinist from the 20ís who summoned up demons with his music. Everyone says itís a true story, that somebodyís grandfather knew somebody that knew him, for real. (laughs) 



Cameraman: 

Monica said that she thinks that the Arkham sound is going to become the next big thing nationally.



Bill: 

Hmm. She’s a bit prescient sometimes. Well, the national mood is grim enough; riots, assasinations, the war; death so prevalent on the front page that I’m surprised the obituary page isn’t blank. Dark times, and dark times call for dark sounds. (A guitar chord interrupts him)

Monica could be right.



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE - BAND ON STAGE 



The Barrow Wights  begin their sound check. They begin one of their songs; a dark, garage/psych number with echoes of The Chocolate Watchband and The Thirteenth Floor Elevators.  



13. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE SHOT FROM STAGE - CAST  IN HALL



They finish up; we see our entire cast so far, scattered about the room, applauding. 



MEDIUM/CLOSE - MONICA



Monica: 

Yeah, we’ve got four of the best Arkham bands. The Barrow Wights  just did their soundcheck; The Gyre Falcons are onstage now. There’s also Conqueror Wyrms. And, of course, the Plasma Miasma.



Cameraman: 

Was it tough putting together a lineup like that?



Monica: 

No, not really. Alex took care of it. Alex knows all of the bands. 



Cameraman: 

All of the bands?



Monica: 

Yeah, he haunts all the local clubs. People know him everywhere. He’s ubiquitous, like a morning fog. 



Cameraman: 

How did he get them to agree to perform?



Monica: 

Who knows? He probably kidnapped all of their dogs. 



14. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE - ALEX



Now we meet ALEX. He is on his way somewhere when the camera catches him; the cameraman summons him over. He smiles, obviously glad to be on camera.



Cameraman: 

Are you Alex?



Alex: 

Unless you have a supoena.



Cameraman: 

I’m told you’re responsible for arranging to get the bands tonight.



Alex: 

That, and a few other things (grins). Yes. Yes, I am the impressario who has arranged for this evening’s entertainment, insofar as it is musical. 



Cameraman: 

How did you get the bands to agree to play? 



Alex: 

Through the most nefarious and underhanded method imaginable: I asked them. You’ll be amazed to know that bands actually enjoy playing music. It’s true! There was no need to apply sharp objects to anyone’s sensitive areas - more’s the pity.



Cameraman: 

Monica said no one’s getting paid.



Alex: 

Shh, the bands might hear you! That’s not strictly true; the bands will split the door. After expenses. (pause) We have a lot of expenses... (shrugs, grins).



Cameraman: 

But some of these groups must be able to demand hundreds of dollars; like the Plasma Miasma...



Alex: 

Yeah, but you know something? These five bands aren’t about the money; they’re about the music. They’re about being part of something cool, something historic. (pause) Also, I told them they were being filmed (grins).





THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



NANCY - MEDIUM CLOSE



Nancy.



Nancy: 

Yes, we were all surprised that Alex was able to get the Plasma Miasma. They’re pretty big. Actually I only suggested them because I didn’t think Alex had a chance in hell of getting them for the Acid Test. Now I wish I’d asked for Hendrix. 



Cameraman: 

I gather you don’t put much faith in Alex.



Nancy: 

(pauses. not sure how much she wants to say) Alex. Listen, I’m not going to say anything here that I wouldn’t say to his face. I don’t like him. I never have. I never will. He knows why. 



Cameraman: 

But he’s part of your group. 



Nancy: 

Yeah, and you know something? None of us is exactly sure how that happened. Somehow he wormed his way into our simple little club, our Unconscious Collective, and no one can say  for certain just when he became a part of it; it’s weird, like a lot of things about Alex. We can all remember when he wasn’t in the group, and then we remember him being in the group, but no one can remember ever inviting him to a meeting, or asking him to join. (pause) Of course, we were smoking a lot of grass.  





16. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



CLOSE-UP - REID�

Reid



Reid: 

Alex. Yeah, Nancy’s got a soft spot for ol’ Alex... it’s in a swamp outside of town. Nah, Alex is okay, I guess, the rest of us have made our peace with him. But I’ll say this: Nancy can hold onto a grudge, no matter how much it squirms. Oh, gosh, was that out loud? My God, I’m dead now, I’m a walking corpse. Quick, get me some paper, I need to have my will drawn up before she sees this! 





17. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



MEDIUM - MONICA



Monica



Monica: 

Are you kidding? Nancy’s practically a saint just for talking to Alex after what he did; and not just to her, he’s got enemies up and down the Miskatonic River. Just ask Bill Smythe. But in a sense what he did to Nancy was worse. 



Cameraman: 

What did he do?�

Monica: 

You don’t know? It was all over campus. 



Cameraman: 

Humor me. It’s for the film.



Monica: 

(thinks about it a moment) Well, I might as well say. I expect you’ll edit most of the interviews out, anyway... people want to see the bands, not the organizers, photogenic though we be. Alex attempted to put a spell on Nancy. A love spell. It sounds silly, I guess, but at the time it was pretty damned creepy. Small objects of hers disappeared; she kept finding strange symbols scrawled in odd places... worse than that, it started to have some sort of effect. No, she didn’t start falling for the little weasel; but she started feeling, well, oppressed, like there was some sort of dark presence constantly over her shoulder. Call it psychosomatic if you want, but I was there, I saw it. Her face took on a shadow.





18. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



MEDIUM/CLOSE - ALEX



Alex.



Alex: 

Spell? Well... yeah, yeah I did. I was just messing around with “the occult”, you know. Trying to... well, come on, look at her. Forgive me for being male, all right? 



Cameraman: 

Why not just ask her out?



Alex: 

That wasn’t going to happen.



Cameraman: 

What finally happened?



Alex looks uncomfortable.



19. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



CLOSE-UP - NANCY



Nancy.



Nancy: 

Bastard made a pass at me. And not in the normal way. He acted like he expected me to melt in front of him, like his “magic” actually worked. It would have been funny if it weren’t so infuriating. And he wouldn’t let up. It started getting scary...



Cameraman: 

And?



Nancy: 

There are ways to discourage men. Some of them are gentle. Some are not. For Alex... he quickly became very discouraged. 



20. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



MEDIUM/CLOSE - BILL



Bill Smythe.



Bill: 

What do I have against Alex? What do I have against Alex. Well, that whole business with Nancy was probably the worst. He tried to work some sneaky sorcery on her; it didn’t work, of course, but all this spooky shit was going on around her and she had no idea why. She was a wreck for weeks. It’s hard to watch a strong person break apart like that, over such a... bullshit thing. I guess it’s only forgivable because one can imagine that Alex didn’t know what the results would be; that maybe he thought he was being romantic. But it’s such a pattern with Alex; he’s a constant bane to the womenfolks. Plus there’s something, I don’t know, something Gollumy about him. He always seems like he’s up to something, even when he’s sleeping. Oh! And he got me killed once.



The cameraman waits for Bill to explain. Bill doesn’t.



Cameraman: 

Oh come on! You can’t leave us hanging like that!



Bill: 

(innocently) Oh, you want to know about that? Well, it happened like this. The Professor - that’s Professor Firth, he’s the faculty adviser for the Unconcscious Collective; if there’s one thing we have to be grateful to Alex for, it’s bringing Professor Firth on board. No Firth, no support from the University, maybe no Acid Test. 



Cameraman: 

Alex got the Miasma, too.



Bill: 

Yeah. Yeah, he did. Alex has made himself quite valuable. Anyhow, back to my murder. Professor Firth had arranged for some field work for a group of his best and brightest; somehow that included me. Even more inscrutably it included Alex. Sorry, that’s mean. Alex is undeniably bright, bright like a polished black stone reflecting light, like... (looks for word, finds same) obsidian. 



Cameraman: 

I don’t know Professor Firth. What’s he teach?



Bill: 

(laughs) Philosophy! I know, there’s generally not a lot of field work for philosophy majors... but Firth is an unusual teacher. He’s a bit of a maverick. Brilliant. His reinterperetation of Sartreís ìNausea” blew my mind. What he was trying to accomplish was a total “field trip”; in shorthand, he wanted us to put our heads into the mindsets of ghost-haunted, shadow-fearing primitive man. See, there are these places upstate where you can find weird ruins, ancient monoliths and stuff like that. Nothing on a Stonehenge scale, just some standing stones and boulders that seem “placed”. But in its way the site we went to was spookier than Stonehenge could ever be; it was about a mile into the woods down this really overgrown, barely visible trail - I don’t know how the Professor ever found it in the first place. We got there just before dusk, and, man, talk about an atmosphere! Genuinely eerie. The standing stones encircled the clearing like shapeless sentries; there was even this lichen-encrusted stone in the center of the clearing, flat like an altar. The Professor wanted us to set up camp there, right among the standing stones, surrounding the “altar”. I consider myself a rationalist, but I’ll tell you, that place made my hackles rise; it was genuinely creepy. (shudders) So the sun went down, and we built a bonfire, and discussed philosophy; someone suggested ghost stories and got soundly pelted with the scraps from dinner. The Professor was right, the atmosphere absorbed us; we became totally immersed in the sort of mindset that our primitive ancestors must have had, sitting around similar fires, not knowing what lurked beyond the shadows of the clearing, be it beast, ghost, man, or god. After a few hours of darkness, some wine, a little grass, the fire was dying and the conversation with it; it was getting to be time for anyone who was going to be able to sleep to turn in... and then something happened that scared the living shit out of everyone. 



(pause)



It wasn’t much, in retrospect, just a noise, a strange crying, yowling sound. It’s easy to say now that it was just some animal announcing itself, a bobcat maybe, attracted by the sound and light. Yeah. It’s easy to say that, now. It didn’t sound like any damned animal Iíd ever heard before, and I’ve been camping all my life. Even the Professor was spooked. But he’s a scientist at heart; he decided to find out what it was, and he took me and Brad Dooley with him. We grabbed flashlights and struck out into the forest. Whatever was making the sound must have heard us - how could it not? -  and it moved off deeper into the woods. But it still kept up that ghastly crying, so we were able to follow it. I thought I caught a glimpse of it once or twice, something large and grey-white moving through the underbrush, but believe me, that had to have been my eyes playing tricks. (shudders) We went quite a ways into the woods; I didn’t realize quite how far we’d gone until we tried to get back to the campsite. The search ended at a river, a wide one; the crying sound continued from the far side, fading off into the darkness. I don’t know how it got across the river; it didn’t even seem to slow down.



(pause)



Now, we were off on this wild ghost chase, so I didn’t see what happened next, not ‘til the end. Remember, me and Brad and the Professor were gone; I’d say we were the three most rational members of the group. Left alone, the remaining half-dozen started to freak out. Alex was the worst. He got all panicky, and kept talking, saying all of these nutty, spooky things, like “what if the Professor and everybody were lured away to be killed by crazy hillbillies?” and stuff like that. And then it turned out he’d brought a gun. He was waving it around, but everyone else convinced him to put it down. He put it on the altar, but kept on saying freaky things, scaring the women. Finally Scott Burkill had enough, he told Alex to shut the fuck up. But that just made Alex worse; and, like, really bizarre. He got in Scott’s face and started saying things about him, about his family, about his childhood, about his manhood. Finally he said one thing that was just too much, I don’t know what... we were nearly back by this time but all I could hear was shouting.

(pause)



Whatever he said, it pushed poor Scott over the edge. I mean, right over. Scott grabbed the gun off the altar and levelled it at Alex’s head, hand twitching, sweat pouring, death in his eyes. And still Alex wouldn’t shut up! He dared Scott to shoot him, dared him! And Scott, he was going to pull the trigger... but right then we reached the campsite, and I jumped between them. And I looked Scott in his eyes, and I think I saw the scariest thing I will ever see in my life. Scott saw me, he recognized me... but it didn’t matter. There was a rage on him, a killing rage, and the rage was like... something beyond him, beyond human... something that wanted blood. It didn’t matter whose... it didn’t matter whose! In his eyes I saw his humanity subsumed, consumed by something ancient, brutal, some primitive carnal intelligence that I have to suspect is inherent in all of us. All of us. But God! I hope I’m wrong.



Cameraman: 

So what happened?



Bill: 

Huh? Oh. He shot me. Right in the head. Or he would have, if the gun had been loaded. Alex thought it was the funniest thing he’d ever seen; but Scott - he played varsity football, I don’t know how he ever wound up as a philosophy major - he just broke down, crying. Me, I nearly passed out. Thank god Firth was there, he calmed everyone down, put things into perspective, even made us look at the entire event in context once we got back to class - primitive man’s thought process and all that. The man’s brilliant. 



Cameraman: 

What happened to Alex?



Bill: 

Firth lit into him, in that cold way of his. 



Cameraman: 

But you said Alex brought Firth onto the project?�

Bill: 

(chuckles) Things change. We all got over it. Alex is now Professor Firth’s teaching assistant.



21. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



MEDIUM - NANCY - PAN TO SHOW MIASMA ENTERING



The cameraman is interviewing Nancy, but we never hear what she was about to say. In the background we see THE PLASMA MIASMA walking through the front door. Reid yells to whoever might be listening.



Reid: 

The Plasma Miasma are here!



Nancy: 

About fricking time.



22. THE STAGE - INTERIOR - DAY



TWO-SHOT - FIRE AND JOHN - STAGESIDE



The Miasma, stageside. FIRE BRISBANE, keys, and JOHN SYMONDS, guitar, hold center stage. 



Fire: 

It sounded cool, that’s why we’re doing it. “The Miskatonic Acid Test” - New England’s answer to the West Coast. 



John: 

Belated though it may be.



Fire: 

The ‘Frisco scene is fading; the sound is dissipating. Look at the last LPs from the Dead and the Airplane; country music, bah. 



John: 

Good stuff, though.



Fire: 

Yeah, but that’s not what it’s about, dig? Used to be the Frisco sound was about going further, going beyond, using the tribal beats and instrumental intensity of rock to open a channel, a tunnel into the inner mind, and thereby into the cosmic vistas within. It’s like the Frisco bands looked into the inner eye, it looked back, and they blinked first.



John: 

The search for God and Truth isn’t a “staring contest”, man.



Fire: 

Says you. What was it that Nietzche said? “You gaze into the abyss and the abyss gazes back.” Man, you better be ready for those dark eyes gazing out of the inner night. That’s what the Arkham sound is about. That’s what the Plasma Miasma is about.



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE - STAGE W/MIASMA



 Plasma Miasma sound check. A song is started, illustrating Fire’s point.



24. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE - NANCY AND ALEX AT MEDIUM DISTANCE FROM CAMERA



Nancy is speaking animatedly to Alex.



Nancy: 

Alex, where the hell is Professor Firth? The fuzz are outside threatening to shut us down if we don’t produce an “adult”. 



Alex: 

Firth’ll be here. Let me talk to them.



Nancy: 

What, think you can wave your arms and make them disappear? 



Alex: 

I’ll charm them.



Nancy: 

I have more faith in your magic.



Alex: 

I’ll handle it. It’s handled.



Nancy: 

Yes, do that. �

Alex slinks off toward the front door; Nancy strides toward the camera. The transistor radio that has been serving as Greek chorus to the events so far is visible on a chair. It is playing “Come to Arkham (Wear the Wind in Your Hair)”. Nancy scowls, cocks an imaginary revolver, and fires three rounds of invisible lead into it. Then she looks directly at the camera.



Nancy: 

I hate that fucking song.



THE STAGE - INTERIOR - DAY



CLOSE-UP - JOHN SYMONDS AT STAGESIDE



 John Symonds.



John: 

We wanted to play the Acid Test because we felt that the film you guys are making just might be able to bring the Arkham sound to a wider audience; and we felt that the Sound deserves that audience. I mean, we’ve garnered quite a bit of attention regionally, but no one knows us at all outside of New England and we’re the biggest Arkham band bar none. 



Cameraman: 

But you had a hit single?



John: 

“Help Me to Get Out of My Mind” was number one in Arkham and top 20 in Springfield and Portsmouth, but it barely cracked the top 100 in Boston and never got heard west of the Connecticut river. Not really a “hit”. 



Cameraman: 

So you’re hoping this film can give you more exposure?



John: 

Don’t get me wrong, sure, that’d be great, but it’s not just about the Plasma Miasma, dig? We’ve been a part of this scene since ‘65, and we’ve seen it grow, seen it deepen, intesify. The Arkham scene is something else, something special; the Arkham sound is haunting and intense, literate and mysterious. (laughs) I didn’t come up with that, it’s from the Arkham Observer. Something amazing is happening musically in here, and I think it would be cool if the rest of the country could share in our little secret. 



Cameraman: 

Aren’t you worried that popularizing the sound will destroy it?



John: 

Look, the scene won’t last forever, anyway. Things fall apart, man. The law of entropy - 



Reid (background): 

Professor Firth is here! 



THE DOORWAY - INTERIOR - DAY 



WIDE - FIRTH IN DOORWAY 



PROFESSOR FIRTH strolls in the front door, looks around. Camera ZOOMS IN. Firth looks pleased.



Firth: 

Groovy.



27. THE HALL - INTERIOR - DAY



MEDIUM - PROFESSOR FIRTH



The Professor.



Firth: 

I was skeptical when my students approached me about serving as faculty adviser on their project. After all, given the timbre of the times, anything called an “Acid Test” was certain to raise eyebrows. But I quickly became convinced that their goal was an admirable one; to create a space in time wherein music and atmosphere could intertwine to effect a change in consciousness, to break the binds of day-to-day rigidity that hamper the human mind. To use a famous metaphor, we will place ourselves in the philosopher’s cave, and turn as one to see the illumination that casts the shadows on the wall. 



Cameraman: 

What about it’s being an “acid” test? The drug connotation?



Firth: 

When Ken Keseyís west coast acid tests occured, LSD was legal. That’s not the case now. I am here to represent the University, and I am here to ensure that there is no illegal drug use. In a sense, my role here is to keep sniffing the prom’s punchbowl for gin. As it were. The Unconscious Collective has been clear that they are using the words “acid test” in Kesey’s original sense - a great scouring of the psyche. 



Cameraman: 

Was this a hard sell with the University?



Firth: 

It’s never easy getting the University to support anything interesting. But I have a strong reputation; in all humility, once my name became attached the project became fait accompli. 



Cameraman: 

Really? That’s all it took?



Firth: 

Since my most recent monograph, “On Beyond Banality, an Investigation into the Profundity of Evil”, my work has attracted a good deal of attention, well beyond the rarified circles of academia. The paper was an expansion and critique of concepts put forth by Hannah Arendt of Columbia, note that; an expansion, and critique, not a contradiction of Arendt’s ideas, as it has been misinterpreted in the press. 



Cameraman (a bit lost): 

How so?



Firth: 

Arendt wanted the reader to focus on the microcosm, the ease by which an average so-called decent human being can justify and participate in what can only be described as ‘prosaic horror’; witnessthe vast numbers of decent “Christians” who call for escalations in Vietnam, willfully ignoring the fact that any such wish is a spoken desire to see the flesh burned off of children. I do not argue with Arendt’s insight, I applaud it; however, I express concern that a focus on ‘banal’ evil ignores its profound aspect... of course, I use the word “profound” in its literal sense, meaning “of exceptional depth”, not to imply any sort of positive values to the sort of evil I’m talking about... I use it in the same sense as doctors refer to “exquisite pain”. The “banality/profundity” dichotomy is best illustrated by Arendt’s own example, Adolf Eichmann. No demon, Eichmann, he was, essentially, a beaureucrat, a paper-pusher, an accountant of death; Arendt saw the ultimate horror of the holocaust embodied in the fact that Eichmann was so normal. You could shake hands with him, play golf with him and never suspect he’d plotted the murder of millions of people - the implication being that such depravity exists in anyone, in everyone. I do not dispute this. However, I believe that Arendt’s small-case “evil” is given impetus by a much grander capital-”E” “Evil”, a cosmic overforce, an uber-shadow, a dark hunger that ensnares and employs small men like Eichmann in the course of unfolding its noisome will. 



Cameraman: 

You mean the devil? Satan?



Firth (laughs): 

Nothing so simplistic. I believe that Evil is a force inherent in the universe, a force like gravity. If it has a sort of consciousness, it is no consciousness that we can understand. I see it as more of a “directed will”; not a “will to power”, which is a function of Man, but a will to Horror. A vast, black hunger. The manifestations which our ancestors termed “devils” and “demons” are just psychological projections, the mind’s attempt to quantify and rationalize something which it truly has no capability to comprehend.



Cameraman: 

You seem to think a lot about evil.



Firth: 

Itís my  specialty. I study Evil. 



Cameraman: 

That seems a strange area of specialization.



Firth: 

On the contrary, I think it is the most essential and least-understood area of philosophical enquiry. What is evil? Does it exist? If so, then why? Satisfactory answers to these questions would take us immeasurably forward in our understanding of the human condition. Over the past decade of study I believe I’ve made significant inroads in what medieval scholars used to call “Theodicy” - the problem of evil. Of course, there’s still a lot of work to do. 



Cameraman: 

Do you think that once we know what evil is, we can eliminate it?



Firth: 

Well, that would be nice, wouldn’t it? Wave a wand, as it were, and all that is foul about human existence would vanish into the ether. Unfortunately, the more one studies the issue the more one is forced into the uncomfortable realization that “evil” is an essential component of being, like light, like heat. A force, as I said earlier, and a necessary one. The sudden cessation of gravity would end life on earth; the sudden cessation of Evil might have the same effect on our spiritual life... and, possibly, the physical as well.



Cameraman: 

So if we don’t want to eliminate evil, what are we to do with our knowledge of evil?



Firth: 

Well, knowledge is its own reward, isn’t it? Of course, one could speculate, just for fun, that if evil is indeed a force, like gravity, or, more to the point, like the forces at the heart of an atom, perhaps it might be possible to control it, tame it, subdue it; harness it for our own purposes. Make evil serve good. It’s a thought. 



Cameraman: 

I’m imagining evil-powered engines.



Firth: 

Run our cars on high-octane evil? I imagine the filling stations would resemble Tolkienís Mordor. Of course, there are those who say we already run our cars on evil...



Cameraman: 

So, what does The Miskatonic Acid Test have to do with your study of evil?



Firth: 

(pauses, then chuckles) Well, nothing at all! Though my study of evil has garnered a good deal of attention, I personally think my greatest innovation in the field of philosophical enquiry is my reclamation of the concept of “scientific philosophy”. You see, philosophy is now considered a “humanity”, like literature or art, a “luxury of the mind”, whereas originally it was considered a “science”, a field of study with practical, real world applications. I am trying to bring philosophy back to its former role as a science.



Cameraman: 

How can philosophy be a science?



Firth: 

The scientific method. A theory is concocted; experiments are conducted. Successful experiments confirm the theory; unsuccessful experiments indicate that the theory must be reconfigured.



Cameraman: 

So the Miskatonic Acid Test is an experiment?�

Firth: 

One might say so. The music that will be performed tonight by bands such as the Plasma Miasma is termed “psychedelic rock”, largely because it is music that tries to recreate or emulate the effects of so-called psychedelic drugs through use of sonic texture combined with the amplified folk-blues idiom of rock and roll - tribal rhythms mingling with altered consciousness to create a shamanic, visionary state. My theory is that adding an inculcated otherworldly atmosphere to the mix may make it possible to bring a crowd to a mass sort of “peak experience”; to focus the attention of the audience, whose minds are already “enhanced” - purely through music and atmosphere, you understand - and attempt to deliberately create a “gestalt”, a unified mass mind, a mass consciousness as it were. The implications of this, if I am successful, are nothing short of exhilerating.



Cameraman: 

Yeah. Far out. How do you intend to accomplish this?



Firth: 

Trade secret. You’ll be amazed.



Cameraman: 

Sounds like a hell of an experiment. (behind Firth, Frank is hanging a paper skeleton). Nothing to do with evil, though?



Firth: 

(Boris Karloff voice) Well, it is	 Halloween...



THE STAGE - INTERIOR - DAY



WIDE - THE STAGE - NANCY



Nancy speaks to one of the cameramen.



Nancy: 

Can you get a shot of us, the whole Unconscious Collective?



Cameraman: 

Sure.



Nancy runs over to the stage, signaling to the rest of the team. 



Nancy: 

Come on, everyone, let’s get a group shot before we let the rubes in. Something for the history books.



The rest of the Unconscious Collective scoots over. 



Nancy: 

You, too, Professor.



Firth walks over and joins the team. He and Alex bookend the group. A flash goes off. Fade to:



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT 



We see the cameraman, Steve Mallet, adjusting himself for the camera.



					STEVE

No, just film me, OK. Frame me right. Itís not an ego-trip, I want to put this into context. Are you rolling? Jeez, howís about some warning!



			Cameraman #2 (V.O.)

You didnít say action.



			Steve

Of fer cryiní out loudÖ Action. Iím Steve Mallet, director of this documentary. (pause) Ask me something!



			Cameraman 2

Is that your real name?



			Steve

Of course it is! Christ! Ask me something real!



			Cameraman 2

No itís not.



			Steve

Itís  Malechinsky, all right? Mallet will look better on the marquee.



			Cameraman 2

So you say.



			Steve

Ask me something real before we have to change reels, all right?



			Cameraman 2

What was the genesis of this project?



			Steve

I had been looking for a project that I could sink my metaphorical teeth into; a project that places the needs and conflicts of our time into context; that shows the interaction of youth and culture, and the energy of modern expression.



			Cameraman 2

You saw Monterey Pop, and thought you could make a buck with an Arkham version.



			Steve

No, Wallace. I saw Monetery Pop and realized that the Arkham scene would lend itself ideally to a similar document; a capsule of space time and energy, of culture and rock and roll. Yes, I hope the film is successful; but thatís not the prime motivation, OK?



			Cameraman 2

Donít get touchy. Youíve got some state of the art gear here; how did you get it?



			Steve

Well, the film department here at Miskatonic has been very helpful; right before we began shooting an anonymous benefactor donated some state of the art gear, including portable sound units and high-resolution shotgun mikes - these things can record a whisper across a room, theyíre great. That plus the clip-on high-intensity spot enables one cameraman to film and record all by himself if neceesary - itís cut down on crew and enabled us to take the field with three cameramen - which is essential for filming live music.



			Cameraman 2

 Are we ever going to film any live music?



			Steve

This isnít just a concert film, man. The conversational and interview shots add context and depth. Dig?



			Cameraman 2

Context and depth. What does this scene add?



			Steve

A little violence in about five seconds. Shut that camera off.





30. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/WIDE - REID ON STAGE



Reid is on stage.



Reid: 

Welcome, welcome, one and all, all in one. The Unconscious Collective has got a directive, straight from the soul and packed with invective. Measure your days with buttons and stays. See through lies with wide-iris eyes. My wide-iris rose, to the ceiling she goes... remember kids, gravity isn’t just a good idea, it’s the law. And this above all, to thine own self be cool. Ladies and gentlemen, should there be any present, I present The Barrow Wights!



31. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE



The Barrow Wights  play a ìSteal My Breathî, ìDandelion Wineî, ìFlowers and Liesî. Behind them a psychedelic light show plays (added in post - performance shots will be filmed in front of a green screen) 



THE CROWD - INTERIOR - NIGHT 



Performance shots are interspersed with bits showing the crowd - face-painted hippie types as well as people in (period) Halloween costumes. 

(We will be shooting a lot of crowd antic shots. Not sure how to work that into the script. Weíll discuss ideas at some point prior to filming)



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



(This next batch of scenes, #33 - 44 will be edited into the film appropriatelyÖ exactly where will be decided in the editing process. So Iím including them here in a clump.)



TWO-SHOT IN CROWD - YOUNG MAN, YOUNG LADY



Two young people talk to the camera.



YOUNG MAN: 

It is, like, just totally righteous what’s going on here. Spreading the Arkham sound around, sharing a groove. Wild.



YOUNG LADY: 

Yeah, far out.



Young man: 

Man, like, those cats, the Wight Barrows... like, wow. Wow.



Young lady: 

Yeah, far out.



Young man: 

I mean, what they’re saying. What they’re saying.



Young lady: 

Really far out.



Young man: 

That and how they’re saying it.



Young lady: 

Totally groovy.



Young man: 

Far out.





THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM  IN CROWD- ANGELA



ANGELA:

What do I think about the war? It's bullshit, that's what I think. Bullshit. A blood dance of idiots. I don't mean the soldiers. The soldiers are dupes or victims. I mean Nixon, I mean Kissinger. Vultures, hyenas. Skull-lickers gnawing bones. They're not the worst, though. The worst are Mom and Pop, Ma and Pa Kettle, Mister and Missus Potatohead America, standing in their breezeways waving their flags and burying their sons with... some kind of sick numbfuck pride. Patriots! As if this war, this great feast of horror, this orgy of lust and blood that our... blinkered leaders indulge themselves in has anything to do with America. It makes me want to puke. Waving at the parade, cheering their children to their death. Baal triumphant.



Cameraman:

Baal?



Angela:

The God of Carthage, a great metal idol with a furnace for a stomach. On holy days parents would place their designated children in the god's palm; the hand would raise, casting Junior into the flames. Baal. Baal triumphant. America calls their god Jesus, but they've made him Baal. 'Cause it's too hard to love, too hard to want peace. They've made him into the god they want, a god of blood and hate, a god of fire. (Listens for a second) Oh! I love this song! (Dances away).



35. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM IN CROWD - RAKI TANI



RAKI TANI:

There's a great hunger in the human void. A hunger of the spirit. Western man's ways have been tried and found vapid; now eyes turn East, toward greater truths. I, myself, was like that, a seeker, a striver. Then my eyes were opened, opened like the petals of an iris, and I became enlightened. I took the name Raki Tani, which means "Gentle Pilgrim", as a symbol of my new consciousness. Oh, I tried the drugs, I did; but I was one of the fortunate, I found the secret to the great natural bliss, the great looking of inwardliness, the opening of the mind flower. It's what they talk about in the Upanishads, the Mahabarata, the Bhagavad-Gita. Eastern truths. I have taken the name "Raki Tani". Gentle Pilgrim.



Cameraman: 

Did you have a guru?



Raki Tani:

We are all our own guru.



36. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO-SHOT IN CROWD - RAKI TANI AND VIMAYANA



Raki Tani: 

I'm called "Raki Tani". It means "gentle pilgrim".



VIMAYANA CORDRY 

Really? In what language?



Raki: 

Um, Indian.



Vimayana: 

There's no such language as "Indian". People in India speak over fifty

major languages, with hundreds of dialects. I grew up in India; I speak Hindi, Urdu, and Telegu, but "Raki Tani" is "gentle Pilgrim" in none of these.



Raki: 

Do you speak, um, Samscript? 'Cause I'm pretty sure it's Samscript.



Vimayana: 

No, I must admit that I don't speak "Samscript".



Raki: 

Well, there you go. 



37. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM IN CROWD - SUNFLOWER MOONGLOW



SUNFLOWER MOONGLOW:

Yeah, I had to split that suburban scene, y'know? Those flagstones and picket fences were just like a noose around my neck growing tighter with each prom and pep rally. And Mr. and Mrs. Square Hypocrite didn't dig me at all, didn't even try, trying to push me into becoming some sort of cookie baking cookie cutter barbie doll, and that's not what I'm about, dig? I'm not plastic, I'm flesh. Barbie's Malibu Dream House is a cardboard coffin, her mystery date is the Grim Reaper, dig? So I split. 



Cameraman: 

You dropped out of high school?



Sunflower:

Yeah. High school. 



Cameraman:

How do you live?



Sunflower:

Well, people are pretty groovy, there's usually someone who'll let you crash with them. And if that's too much of a bummer there's always the park. Getting a bit cold lately. Do you live around here?



Cameraman:

Aren't you worried about the murders?



Sunflower:

Worrying is a bummer. Mr. and Mrs. Square Hypocrite worry all the time; about money, about their place on the status pole, about the Reds; about the fraying of their gray-flannel world. Nah, I don't worry. You live at the college, right?



Cameraman:

Yeah, in a dorm..



Sunflower:

You're pretty groovy-looking, you know.



Cameraman:

How old are you?



Sunflower:

Nineteen.



38. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM IN CROWD - SYBIL BRUJERA



SYBIL BRUJERA:

Have you seen that Jesus Freak wandering about? You should try to get some footage of him. He's pretty ridiculous. It's funny how quickly the concept of a "Jesus Freak" entered the vernacular, isn't it? It's like they sprung up from the ground like poison mushrooms, pre-established as archetypal. You say "Jesus Freak" and everyone already has a picture in their mind of what you mean. Like a "Jesus Freak" was one of Plato's Ideals, a concept floating in the eternal ether just waiting to be given form by society. Like it was something we were all waiting for... which begs the question, "Why?" I mean, here it is, what we've all been waiting for, the Jesus Freak in all His glory, and He's already an anachronism.



Cameraman:

How so?



Sybil:

Well, his day is over. Did you ever hear of a philosopher called Alistair Crowley? Professor Firth turned me on to his stuff after he dug my paper  "The Ephemeral Christ: Shifting Concepts of The Annointed One in Western Culture". Crowley said that we've come to the end of the Age of Osiris, the risen god of light - for which read Jesus - and are now entering the Age of Horus, of Lucifer - moving from an era of the Appolonian into the Dionysian night. It sounds unnerving, but it's really going to be an era of pure freedom, an era when religion wells up from within rather than being imposed from without. An age of love, rather than an age of law. The hippies call it the age of Aquarius; but it's really the age of Lucifer... and that's a good thing. 



39. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT:



MEDIUM IN CROWD - SYBIL AND PASSER-BY�

Sybil sees a PASSER-BY flashing a peace sign.



Sybil: 

Did you know that the peace sign was invented by Alistair Crowley? It's true. During World War Two, Winston Churchill asked Crowley, who was known as an expert on mystic symbolism, for a symbol that the British could use to counter the Nazi's Sigil of Power, the Swastika. Crowley responded with the "V" symbol, "V" for "Victory", which later became adopted as a "peace" symbol as opposed to a "war" symbol. I'm sure Crowley would approve. (pause) The similarity of the symbol to a spread pair of legs should be looked on as Crowley's joke on the uptight Brits... its metamorphosis into a symbol of "love", with multiple meanings, may have even been something he intended.  It's hard to know. (pause) Something to think about next time Nixon flashes one. (Does Nixon impression)



40. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM IN CROWD - HEATHER



HEATHER: 

I did work for McCarthy, you know. Yeah, I was "Clean for Gene". 'Cause he was the only candidate with the guts to say that the war was wrong. That it had to end. To call it what it was, a moral calamity. You know, that's a word that rarely enters the debate when the subject of the war comes up. Moral. It comes up a lot when politicians are talking about the way people choose to live their lives, oh yeah. But not when we're discussing raining liquid fire onto thatched villages, scalding people alive, burning men, women, cows, goats, children. Kids making love in the grass, that's immoral; kids smoking the grass, that's immoral. Slaughtering kids, now that's okay. How fucked up is that?



(starts to turn away, then turns back toward camera)



And you know what else they call immoral? Calling attention to their fucked up morality. Pointing out that killing kids is wrong is "dishonoring the troops". No, the guy that gave a soldier a bomb and told him to drop it on kids, that's the schmuck that dishonored the troops. Johnson, Nixon, the hat changes but the head beneath it is just as messed up. Yeah, I was "Clean for Gene". He wanted the war to end, 'cause it's immoral. 'Cause it's evil. Killing kids is evil, no matter how you justify it. But they stole the nomination away from him. And what did we get? Humphrey. Humphrey vs. Nixon. Warrior against warrior. And you know what happened? When there's a real evil afoot, when the devil is stomping flame across the rice fields, and the Democrats refuse to call the devil out, then Nixon did what Nixons do; he renamed Evil, he called the devil "hippies"and won the election. 'Cause if good people don't stand up against evil, against real evil, against death, against torture, against murder in our names, then sneaks and snakes can scare dimwits with fake devils, with paper mache. But the devil is real, he sits in an office and signs papers, and people die by the thousands halfway across the world. That's the portrait of evil, ladies and gentlemen, and you don't need Jesus to tell you that. End of sermon.



(glares at camera)



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/CLOSE IN CROWD - LIZ



Near the strobe lightÖ



					LIZ

Have you seen that strobe light? It's so groovy. It's like you're standing still while you're moving. You jump in the air, and there you are, in the air, frozen for an instant, and by the time it hits your brain you're on your way back down. Groovy. It makes you feel like you've done something, right, and it's done, but somehow that moment, that instant of time remains, somewhere; like time is both fluid and particulate, like light is, according to quantum mechanics. Wow. Wow! Oh, wow, that is, like freaking me out. 



 (getting freakier)

Listen, listen, if time is both fluid and particulate, and light is both fluid and particulate, what if, what if everything is, like, dual? Like, physical AND discorporate. Oh my god, that's like the body and the soul! I'm right! I'm right! Oh wow. Oh wow! What if God is good AND evil? Oh wow, that's, that's the God in that book, by Hesse, what was the name, Abraxas! Abraxas was the name of the god! Good and evil are one! Abraxas!



Cameraman:

Great album. 



Liz:

Not an album - a God! Album, albumin - fluid, blood coursing, made up of cells, particles, fluids! Abraxas, Santana - Santana, Saint Anne, the, the grandmother of Christ, Christ, flesh, fluid, take, eat, drink, drink blood! Good, evil, Jesus wept! He wept! He wept... (begins to cry)



42. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/CLOSE IN CROWD - ALEXANDRA



ALEXANDRA:

Professor Firth? Yeah, he's a trip, a total trip. Most philosophy lecturers are dull, just dull. Eulogists for dead thinkers and dead ideas. But when Firth talks it's like there's something at stake. The ideas live. The thoughts... crackle, like they're on fire from within, like coals. Philosophy matters to Professor Firth. He told me once... well, not just me, he told the whole class... "the true philosopher is a scientist of the soul, an adventurer of the mind". That's so... poetic, almost romantic, even. The philosopher as Parsifal, on a glistening steed in quest of the grail of pure knowledge. Philosopher even sounds like Parsifal. The knight of knowledge. With a knowledge of night. 'Cause of all that theodicy, I mean, all that dark esoteric stuff about the nature of evil. That's the knowledge of night, the will to confront the shadow. The grail knight must be pure of heart so that he can retain his soul even in the face of purest darkness. Pure of heart, illuminated from within by the burning of his passion. Philosophy. It is rather romantic, isn't it?



43. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/CLOSE IN CROWD - JENNIFER



JENNIFER DELANCY:

Happy New Year! Happy New Year! It's Halloween, right? But it's also New Year's! 'Cause Halloween is the old Celtic New Year, you know. Auld lang syne and all that - auld lang syne, that's Robert Burns, you know, a Celt, a Scot, like Professor Firth, from the land o' lochs and mist. I've heard that,  I've heard that there are islands in the North, in the Hebrides, where the people still celebrate New Years, Halloween,  the Old Way, around a bonfire in a circle of standing stones, singing a song of dread and welcome to the oncoming winter while the shadows of their ancestors flicker beyond the rocks and ghost voices whisper in the crashing waves... there are monsters in those lochs of the north country, they say, great snake-headed beasts. I asked about that, asked Professor Firth about the loch monsters and he told me that they were there, all right, but occultists in his native country believed that they weren't beasts in the way that we think of such things, they weren't animals; occultists believe that they're revenants, half-real, half-spirit, the ancient summonings of prehistoric sorcerors, trapped between dimensions. I think he actually saw one once, or he implied he did, or something... and there was something else he said, about creatures crossing between dimensions, about Aleistair somebody, Crow-lee, Crawly; some magician who owned a house on Loch Ness once... I forget. Happy New Year!

 

44. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT

 

CLOSE-UP - JENNIFER



(This scene takes place later in the concert)



Jennifer:

It's New Year, you know, but still the same year, still 1969, okay, all across the USA, on the crest of the age of asparagus. Wanna know a secret? The world is about to explode. Not in a bad way, not in a scary way, not "explode in a burst of pain and fire"; no armageddon armies marching lockstep goosestep down I-495 under the gaze of a firebrand angel... no, it's an explosion of color, of glory, of wonder. A great step forward, a paradigm shift, an evolutionary tilt. I mean it. Can't you sense it, feel it, smell it? It's all around us, shimmering. Timothy Leary, Dr. Timothy Leary said that this was it, this was the year, this was the year that mankind witnessed the birth of the new man, no longer Homo Sapiens, man thinking, but Homo Psychedelica, man expanded. Because he knew that by 1969 enough people would have taken LSD for the balance of the collective unconscious to tilt, for the mass mind to take that evolutionary hop, for man to cease being prosaic - you can't spell "mundane" without "man", you know - and become Cosmic. Can't you feel it? When enough minds are awakened, anything is possible. Anything.

 

(End cutaways)

 

45. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - MONICA WITH NANCY APPROACHING



Nancy approaches Monica.



Nancy: 

Where the hell is Alex?



Monica: 

He’s around, I’m sure. Why?



Nancy: 

He’s in charge of refreshments. The punch bowl’s almost empty.



She spots Alex.



Nancy: 

Alex!



THE HALL - BY THE PUNCHBOWL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - ALEX AND PUNCHBOWL



We see Alex filling the punchbowl.



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO-SHOT AT CROWDíS EDGE - FIRTH AND POLICEMAN



A POLICEMAN is talking to Firth.



Firth: 

Yes, I’m here to ensure that there is no illegal drug use. In a sense, my role here is to keep sniffing the prom’s punchbowl for gin. As it were.



The cop seems satisfied. 



THE HALL -BY THE PUNCHBOWL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM - ALEX (ZOOM?)



We see Alex pulling a vial out of his pocket. It is filled with a bright blue liquid. He sees the camera. Grins and shrugs... pours the contents into the punch.



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/WIDE - REID ON STAGE



Reid (on stage): 

I have an announcement to read. We have a lost god in the cloak room. Has anybody lost a god? He looks well cared for, doesn’t seem to be a stray. Possibly someone left their god in the car with the window down? Anyway, he was just wandering around sniffing things. It’d be cool to keep him around but the fuzz are pretty clear about unleashed gods wandering the hall. So, if you’ve lost your god, please check with Nancy or Monica, and be reunited. Peace. (pause) I’ve just been told that I misread that announcement. Instead of “lost god”, that should be “lost God”. Capital “G”.



51. THE HALL - BY THE PUNCHBOWL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - CROWD AT PUNCHBOWL



We see a large crowd encircling the punch bowl. 



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO-SHOT - FIRTH AND CO-ED



Firth talks to a CO-ED. As people walk by him they flash the peace sign. Firth is well-respected.



Firth: 

I dig what modern music is about. It’s about opening the mind, about weaving tapestries of sound, threading exotic lyricism through layers of dense instrumentation; the exultations of psyche knotted about the primal rhythms of eros... the mind focused, brought to a zenith point, a fountainhead of consciousness by the intertwining of its Appolonian and Dionysian substrata... it’s what Blake was talking about, it’s what Jung was talking about. I dig it.



Co-ed: 

Wow.



Alex shows up with a cup of punch. Firth takes it, drinks, grins.



THE HALL - CORRIDOR? - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO SHOT W/ SUGGESTION OF DISTANCE - MONICA AND FRANK



A quiet spot - down a corridor?



Frank is talking to Monica. Both are sipping punch.



Frank: 

Yeah, Nancy and me, I don’t know. She doesn’t seem, you know, there like she used to. It’s not that I think she doesn’t, well, love me any more... it’s more like her love has changed its pitch, its timbre. Like she’s sliding into a different key, and the music is becoming discordant. Dig?



Monica: 

Why do you think that is?



Frank: 

I wish I knew. Sometimes I think love is like water; it crashes over you like a wave at the beach, then while you lie dashed it slips past you back to the sea.



Monica: 

Next time bring a bucket.



Frank: 

Funny. That’s funny. 



Monica: 

Oh, Frank, don’t let it get you down. I always felt that love should be something overwhelming. Not something incremental. But nothing overwhelming can remain that way, nor should it... it would absorb you. Things fall apart. That’s the way the universe is put together.



Frank: 

Yeah, well, they say there’s no such thing as gravity, the universe just sucks. (pause) I remember last year, we’d only been together a few months... we met in Firth’s class, as a matter of fact... that year every other couple in that class broke up, even a few that were engaged... it  was like there was a force around, tearing people apart. But Nancy and me, we stayed together; it seemed so, so cosmic... like we’d stood up to whatever negative energy that was around, and held our heads high, came out stronger. But now there’s nothing pulling at us, breaking us down... we’re just fading.



Monica: 

I’m sorry, Frank. (She looks over, sees camera) Don’t film this!





THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM IN CROWD - JESUS FREAK



A JESUS FREAK wanders amidst the crowd..



Jesus Freak: 

What are you doing? What are you doing? He sees, you know! He sees your sins! He died for you, man, for you! Turn away, o man, turn away from sin! (sees camera) They’re on the road tonight, man, the four horsemen, riding the acid highway, heading for a rendezvous with their dark god, the Old One, the Beast, the antichrist, the riser from the ruins, the dweller in the depths! He hears their engines roar, their Harley hearts beating a rock ‘n’ roll two-step, internal combustion growling amplified thunder... sound is a wave, man! A wave! And He will ride that wave, he will surf up from Hell and claim you all, sinners all ye be! He is vast, he is, vast and black and formed of liquid shadow! And he gazes with lava eyes and sees your souls, your threads, your tapestries of sin, the evil, the evil that men do that lives beyond them...





Bill: 

And the good oft interred with their bones. 



EXPAND TO THREE-SHOT - JESUS FREAK, FRANK, NANCY



Nancy: 

That’s Shakespeare, man, not Jesus. And I don’t remember St. John the Divine mentioning surfing...



Bill: 

Apparently Hell is “Endless Summer”.



Nancy: 

Hendrix thought so... “You’ll never hear... surf music again.”



Jesus: 

Your sins will devour you! God is Love, man, but love breeds horror!



Bill: 

You, sir, are a downer. 



Nancy: 

A walking bummer.



Jesus: 

Don’t you get it? Can’t you dig? God is Love! Love breeds horror! Love is horror! Love is horror!



Nancy: 

Maybe for your girlfriend...



Bill: 

No, this is a man who obviously doesn’t have one.



Jesus Freak: 

Listen to me! Listen...



Bill: 

Why don’t you tell the people outside? They seem to need illumination...



Jesus: 

And they shall see the Word - and they shall receive horror!



Nancy: 

Outside.



Jesus Freak starts to speak... Nancy raises a finger warningly.

Jesus Freak raises his hands.



Jesus Freak: 

It’s your soul, man.



He fades. Nancy and Bill shake their heads.



Nancy: 

Keep him away from the punchbowl.



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/WIDE - REID ON STAGE



Reid is onstage.



Reid: 

Ahh, the angels all pallid and wan, uprising unveiling affirm, the play‘s a tragedy called “The Miskatonic Acid Test” and its heroes... the Conqueror Wyrms!



56. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE�

The CONQUEROR WYRMS  perform a ìWhere the Sun Touches the Skyî, ìA Wind on Calvaryî, and ìDo You Fear the Dark?î



AN OUTER ROOM - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO-SHOT - FIRTH AND ALEX IN ROOM



An outer room, separate from the bustle of the main hall. There is a couch, maybe some chairs. Itís an office of some sort, or a similar room. Alex and Firth are positioned on the couch and/or a chair. We hear the sound of the ongoing festivities through the wall.



Alex: 

I’m here at the Miskatonic Acid Test interviewing Professor Stephen Firth. Professor?



Firth: 

Great to be here, Alex.



Alex:

First, I’d like to thank the camera crew for allowing us to capture some of the Professor’s ideas on film. Take a bow, gentlemen, you’re doing terrific work.



Firth: 

Yes. Can’t wait to see the movie. Should be a kick.



Alex: 

Professor Firth, please enlighten our audience about some of your ideas. You are a professor of philosophy, is this correct?



Firth: 

Yes. Somewhere along the line you figured that out. Excellent work.



Alex: 

I will remind the professor that this interview may well be viewed by persons who are not aware of him, incomprehensible though that concept might seem.



Firth: 

And I will remind the interviewer that many persons viewing this interview may not find his wit to be as feisty and scintillating as he certainly seems to believe it to be.



Alex: 

Touche. Professor, tell us about the nature of Evil.



Firth: 

Wouldn’t you rather hear about the grammatical errors in your last thesis? No?



Alex: 

Oh, you are so evil. Evil looks in the mirror and sees you. 



Firth: 

And tidies its hair. 



Alex: 

Well, it should. Do you need a comb?



Firth: 

Combs fear me. I have evil hair. 



Alex: 

So tell us about the nature of evil hair.



Firth: 

You think you’re being facetious, but it’s only your being that’s facetious. How does hair relate to evil, you ask - you did ask, didn’t you? You’re very confusing. “Hair”, as you might have heard, somehow, you insulated wretch, is a Broadway musical dealing with dancing youngsters who shed their glibby-glop-gloopy clothes on cue, the better to be donning the age of aquarius. Unless I miss my guess, the overarching theme of the spectacle would be that the best of the world is fueled by “peace” and “love”. I submit that “peace” should naturally flow out of “love” - of course, that is seldom the case, but let’s consider it as an ideal - so we’ll focus on “love”. It’s a simple word -



Alex: 

Sort of “evil” backwards.�

Firth: 

Yeah, “sort of”. More like “evol”, as in “evolve”, as in the middle of “revolver” - which describes both a gun and a record album...



Alex: 

Battles and Beatles.



Firth: 

All you need is love, indeed. Love is a word that’s easy to say, and in some ways love can be... simple, banal, like I love gumdrops but I don’t “love” gumdrops, dig? But consider love as a power, a force, think how it subsumes us, consumes us, overwhelms us... when we are in its thrall we know we are in the metaphorical hands of something that goes beyond our minds, our hearts... we touch something vast. Something pure. A motive energy of the cosmos. Are you with me, Alex?



Alex: 

Who are you?



Firth: 

Your small God, that’s who I am. I think, without knowing, of course, that most people would recognize that Love has that supernatural quality, even if they haven’t experienced it directly...



Alex: 

No, I think that most people are too banal...



Firth: 

But they’ve read a poem, seen a movie... or even just felt an emptiness in their soul where that supernatural feeling should be plugged in, like a hi-fi cable. They know it... even the skeptics know it, admit it or nay. Love is above them, beyond them, a power so great that even the slightest brush of its wings can destroy them with yearning.



Alex: 

You’re scaring me. 



Firth: 

Well, “Love is a devil: there is no evil angel but Love”. (waits for response. Gets none). That’s Shakespeare, you illiterate buffoon.



Alex: 

I thought it was Rod McKuen.



Firth: 

No. Hardly. But consider that thought... “Love is a devil”. Though Shakespeare was being ironic, the thought shows a recognition of an equivalence between the power of love and the power of evil. That is to say, in the same sense that Love is an overwhelming unseen force that can only be described through metaphor, so, too, is evil... Shakespeare’s own metaphor carries the implication that he recognizes the connection... love and evil, connected, equivalent in the cosmic sense. After all, Lucifer was described as the most beloved of the angels; the most beloved - a term also used to describe Judas...



Alex: 

Is Love, then, the Devil?



Firth: 

You know better than that, Alex. The “Devil” as conceptualized culturally bears as much relation to the metaphysical presence of cosmic Evil as white-bearded Jehovah does to the overpowering presence of cosmic Love - or, for that matter, than the sad-eyed waif Jesus does. Love is enormous, vast, radiant... so, too, is its antithesis.



Alex: 

Though with a much darker radiance. 



Firth: 

Call it a Black Light, call it a projected shadow. Call it the dark side of the rainbow. Both the horned devil and the bearded God serve the same social function... they make the mystical physical, they personify the inutterable... they make it possible for the minds of average men and women to understand the ineffable, in some small way, but in doing so they render profound concepts into mush, into pabulum; they make the profound mundane, they make it banal, and eventually dismissable. That’s why the papers can ask “Is God Dead?” and have it seem a credible question; that’s why the modern world can question passion, question beauty, truth, even love - even love on the small scale that mundane man functions in. Man becomes estranged, alienated, detached, neurotic... he celebrates the trivial and romanticizes the dissolute. 



Alex: 

But at the same time man turns away from Evil, that is to say, profound Evil rather than mundane rip-off evil...



Firth: 

Ahh, but evil goes on, evil abides. Evil lurks. Not in the hearts of men, but in the cosmic space around them. I’ve said tonight that Evil is a will to Horror, and I stand by that... yet without love, there is no horror. Without love, we can open the paper and read about a village razed by fire and napalm, we can see the scorched bodies of children and feel not horror, nor anguish... it’s just something bad that happened to somebody somewhere, something unpleasant. But if we love, we can be horrified. That’s why I’m so interested in what’s happening today; the kids, brought up on the banal, in a world of crewcut heads and crewcut lawns, opened their minds; psychedelic drugs and psychedelic music gave them a glimpse of the vastness beyond them, touching the vastness they rediscovered Love as a motive force... looking around them with reawakened love they saw Vietnam and felt horror. They touched, ever so briefly, the purity of Love and through it sensed the purity of Evil. 



Alex: 

Are you saying that youth, by rediscovering love, has reawakened Evil? 



Firth: 

Well, it has resurrected horror. (pause) You know, I came to Arkham initially because Miskatonic University was known for its extensive library of rare and unusual texts on the occult nature of Evil; when studied, these reveal a striking consistency in how occultists and metaphysicians of a certain bent viewed evil. Their Evil is not represented by fallen angels like Satan and his hierarchy of demons, but instead by indescribable entities who exist in what modern physicists have come to describe as “alternate realities” - realms that exist, but not in a manner we can comprehend, realms described as “beyond the stars”, realms that are defined by unreal physics and impossible geometries. Science has evolved since the days of Dr. John Dee and Abdul Alhazred, and our modern alchemists transmute not lead but plutonium... yet the portrait that modern physics paints bears an eerie similarity to the iconography of those archaic alchemists... physical realms ruled by unreal geometries such as those proposed by Minkowski, alternative existences such as are implied by Bell’s theorem. What, then, is the truth that lies behind the occultist’s metaphor of those eldritch entities, those Great Old Ones, beings of profound Evil... nothing less than dark gods? Are they metaphor at all? Or are they real powers, lurking, waiting on the far side of a curtain of space/time... watching, listening... waiting to be summoned? 



Alex: 

Waiting for... a reflowering of love, professor? Like the Blue Meanies?



Firth: 

Yes, Alex, just like the Blue Meanies. (looks at camera) I should point out for anyone viewing this that Alex is in agreement with most of my theories, and in the areas where we differ, simply ignorant. His attempts at mockery arise out of his role in this interview of “Devil’s Advocate”,  a role from which he derives possibly a bit too much pleasure.



Alex: 

Wasn’t it Shakespeare who said that “Love is a Devil”? Does that make me love’s advocate?



Firth: 

I thought that was Rod McKuen.



THE HALL - A TABLE NEAR THE ENTRANCE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO-SHOT - MONICA, SUBJECT AT CARD TABLE



Monica sits at a table. She is laying out tarot cards for an interested SUBJECT.



Monica:

 It’s important to remember in tarot that the pictures aren’t literal; their meanings are often subtle and only visible within context. For example, a lot of people freak out when I overturn the Death card, but really it usually only implies a change in fortune, sometimes for the better, depending upon the surrounding cards. I tell you this now, because the next card indicates your immediate future, and sometimes people jump to the wrong conclusion based on the picture on the card. All right?



The subject nods.



Monica: 

Here goes. Your immediate future is...



ZOOM IN ON CARD



The Devil.



Monica: 

Huh. This is just what I was talking about. In the context of your reading, I’m going to say that this card indicates a bad habit or mindset that you have that is going to cause you trouble. Be aware when you find yourself falling into patterns of thought that restrict you. See? Not so bad. That card’s been coming up a lot tonight.



59. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/WIDE - REID ON STAGE



Reid, onstage.



Reid: 

Wow. Time seems so flexible, tonight. Like you could fold it against yourself like Silly Putty and pull up an image of you as you stood right at this moment, then stretch it out until it seems eternal, and fold it into itself until it disappears. No, wait, it’s more like play-doh. No, tinker-toys! Ah, hell, I don’t know what time is like, I don’t even know what time it is. Ladies and gentleben, the Gyre Falcons! (pause) Lincoln Logs!





ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE



The GYRE FALCONS  play ìWar Machineî, ìHeart Encased in Shadowsî, and ìTwitch of the Death Nerveî.



61. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT (Iím rewriting this scene too. Just one cameraman needs to be onscreen methinks - So imagine this gone.)



The Cameramen talk.



First camera: 

I’m getting some great stuff from the crowd. Really revelatory. I think this film is going to be something more than a simple concert film. 



Second camera: 

Well, that was the idea, man. To serve up something that challenged the boundaries of what constitutes a “rock” film. 



First camera: 

Yeah, but in this case I think that the backstage characters are as interesting as the music. There’s a storyline unfolding here; I can’t quite put my finger on it...



Third camera (filming, v. o.): 

Weren’t you the one complaining about “too many talking head shots?”



First camera: 

Must have been someone else. And why are you filming this? 





THE HALL - BY THE PUNCHBOWL -  INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO SHOT WITH SUGGESTION OF DISTANCE -NANCY AND REID�

Nancy is talking to Reid by the punch bowl. The camera is a good distance away, but zooms in to eavesdrop.



Nancy: 

It’s just so messed up, you know? Frank is, well, Frank, but I can’t stop thinking about Bill. I mean, literally. Every minute. It’s so... fucking intense I just want to scream. 



Reid: 

Holy headspin, Batman. I could have sworn you just said you were falling in love with Boy Scout Bill. 



Nancy: 

So what if I am? So what if I am? It’s nothing I wanted, nothing I asked for... it’s nothing pleasant... it’s like a boa constrictor encircling my chest every time he’s near me. It’s... insane, it’s fucking nuts. 



Reid: 

Sounds like love, all right. Makes you feel halfway to death. (sighs, makes swoony face).



Nancy: 

Reid! I’m serious! Can you take off the wiseass face for just one goddam minute?



Reid: 

There’s not much behind it but skull, I fear. Maybe some bloody meat. The Reid you see is the Reid I be. 



Nancy: 

Honestly, I don’t know why I bother to talk to you...



Reid: 

‘Cause Monica’s pretty tight with Frank, and you can’t talk to Bill, and all that leaves is me and Alex. But I thank you for making me your second to last choice.



Nancy: 

No, Reid, you’re my only choice. But I like talking to you, dammit. I’m crazier than I thought. 



Reid: 

Then allow me to be the voice of sanity and say this to you... you need to tell him.



Nancy: 

What?



Reid: 

Tell Bill how you feel. It’s Halloween, and you’re a rebel; break the rules and take off your mask.



Nancy: 

There’s nothing behind it but raw flesh. Pain, and raw flesh.



Reid: 

That’s love, all right. Throw in a few “yeah yeah’s” and we’ve got a hit record.



Alex steps in front of the camera, looks directly in the lens.



Alex: 

Hey, man, you’re showing an awful lot of interest in Nancy.



Camerman: 

She’s photogenic.



Alex: 

That she is. But, come on, man, let’s give the kids some privacy, okay?



Cameraman: 

I guess.



Alex: 

Way to be, man, way to be. Anyway, I brought you a drink. 



Cameraman: 

Thanks.

�Alex: 

My pleasure. 



63. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - JESUS FREAK IN CROWD



The Jesus Freak wanders the crowd, unchallenged.



Jesus Freak: 

And God so loved his only son that he scourged his flesh and flayed him, broke his brow with thorns and his back with labour, then struck his wrists to wood with bolts of iron so that He might experience agony. Christ knew Godís love, and Christ knew horror. Love breeds horror. Repent!



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/WIDE - REID ON STAGE



Reid stands on stage. 



Reid: 

Out of the darkness, they ride, four pale horsemen atop steeds of sound, pure, surging sonic energy cascading forth like the breath of some great dragon of damnation, some big bad balrog of bastardry, some really rotten reaper riding a wretched reptile. They are the rough beasts slouching, the sharp-eyed serpents slinking, the formless, the shadowed, the wraith-face of the Arkham sound exploding, the dream, the gasp, the shudder, the whisper...ladles and gentilemen... The Plasma Miasma!



66. ON STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE�

The Plasma Miasma take the stage to wild applause and play ìThe Cold Fathomî.



THE HALL - A TABLE NEAR THE ENTRANCE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO SHOT - MONICA AT TABLE, EXPAND TO INCLUDE FRANK



Monica sits at her tarot table. Frank approaches. (Alex is visible in distance, watching)



Frank: 

(yelling over the sound) Have you seen Nancy?



Monica: 

She was looking for Bill.



Frank looks around. Monica turns over a card.  



ZOOM IN ON CARD 



The Lovers. 



PAN TO MONICA



Her eyes widen... 



PAN TO CARD



she slides it quickly back into the deck.  



ZOOM OUT TO TWO_SHOT



Frank returns his attention to Monica.



Frank: 

I wanted to catch the Miasma’s set with her. Let her know if you see her, okay?



Monica: 

Okay. 



Frank walks off. 



Monica glares at the cameraman. The camera wavers. Alex rushes over.



 (Possibly camera cuts here, with the rest of scene as VO)



Alex: 

Are you all right?



Cameraman: 

I don’t know... I think I need to lie down...



Alex: 

Not during the Miasma’s set?



Cameraman: 

I have to! I don’t feel so well... just need to lie down...



Alex: 

I tell you what. I’ll take the camera, film the Miasma’s set for you.



Cameraman: 

Can you?



Alex: 

Sure! I took a class. 



Cameraman: 

You’re a lifesaver...



Alex: 

Yeah. Wintergreen. The kind that sparks in the dark.



68. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE�

The Plasma Miasma play ìWinter Sunî.



69. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE SHOT - CROWD, WITH BILL AND NANCY



As the Miasma Play, in a long shot we see Nancy talk to Bill. He nods; they set off together out of camera range.



70. STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE



The Plasma Miasma begin to play ìGreat God of Madnessî



71. A DOWNSTAIRS ROOM -INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO SHOT - NANCY AND BILL AGAINST DOOR - LIT BY PUMPKIN EYES



A downstairs room, possibly a storage room or office. It is very dark, lit either by black light or lit pumpkins. The door opens; Nancy and Bill step inside. The door shuts behind them. 



Bill: 

Let me get the lights. 



Nancy: 

No... leave them off. I.. want to talk to you for a minute... and I’m not sure I want you to see me when I say what I have to say. And I’m really not sure I want to see your reaction. Let’s just stay in the dark for a moment.



Bill: 

In the dark. I sure am.



Nancy: 

The human condition; fumbling in the dark. 



Bill: 

Maybe not the human condition, Nancy. Maybe just teen romance.



Nancy laughs... just a little too loud, perhaps, perhaps a trifle choked. Her discomfort is obvious, even to Bill.



Bill: 

Nancy... are you all right?



Nancy: 

I think... I mean, I hope so...



Bill: 

I’m going to turn on the lights....



Nancy: 

No! No... Bill, I... oh, I can’t...



Bill: 

Nancy... are you crying?



Nancy: 

Bill... can you do something for me? 



Bill: 

Sure...



Nancy: 

Just... hold me. 



They embrace, awkwardly. 



Bill: 

Nancy, I...



Nancy: 

Shh...



They share a brief moment... then...



Bill: 

What the hell is that noise? That’s a camera!�

Nancy: 

What?�

Bill is reaching for a light switch when suddenly, in a shadow, Firth switches on a flashlight beneath his chin. Nancy screams.



Firth: 

Trick or treat.



Alex laughs. 



Bill: 

What the hell... Alex... Professor Firth, what are you doing?



Firth: 

I’m conducting an experiment. No, leave the lights out. Some things are best done in darkness.



Nancy: 

Like hell! 



She reaches for the door.



Firth: 

Stop right there. Alex has a gun. You remember that gun, don’t you, Mister Smythe? This time it’s loaded. Turn that knob another quarter inch, Miss Bishop, and Mister Smythe will never get the chance to learn what petty secrets you have trickling around in your head... not in this life, at least.



Nancy steps back from the door, faces Firth.



Nancy: 

All right. What sort of game is this, Professor?



Firth: 

Not a game. An experiment. Have a seat. 



Bill: 

Like fuck we will! Listen, Professor...



Firth: 

Just sit down. I’ll explain everything. I want you to know everything. 



Alex:

 “Goodbye, Mister Bond”.



Firth: 

Shut up, Alex. This isn’t some sort of spy-movie villainy. You need to know what is about to happen. They say knowledge is power; well, Miss Bishop, Nancy, your knowledge empowers me.



Nancy: 

This is... it’s nuts, Professor. I don’t know what you’re thinking, but you aren’t in your right mind. There was acid in the punch, Professor; you’re not thinking clearly...



Firth: 

Yes, there was Acid in the punch. A whole lot of it. Alex put it there. I provided it. A catalyst. An energizer, an electrifier. An empowerer. Yes, I am ìtripping outî... as are you, as is everyone else in this building. Our brains, our psyches are striving toward critical mass; when that happens, soon,  what a chemical reaction we shall witness!



Bill: 

What are you talking about?



Alex: 

Something amazing.



Firth: 

You’ve both taken my classes. You know my theories about the profundity of Evil. What you don’t know is that generations of thinkers, alchemists, magicians, and, yes, madmen have also pursued the same subject, and the library at Miskatonic University is full of their discoveries. And what have they learned... anyone? Yes, you with the camera.



Alex: 

Beings of pure evil do exist.



Firth: 

Close. But not of pure evil. Of profound evil. Evil far beyond human notions of right and wrong, of moral and immoralÖ beings that exist in dimensions we can barely conceptualize, to whom the worst of human evil is just a breath in a cyclone. Think about it, Nancy; we can barely imagine them, a blackness so, soÖ inutterable, indescribableÖ but they can be summoned; they can be brought across the cosmos, across the aeons... and they can be controlled! Beings of such dark grandeur, of such black immensity that our minds can scarcely grasp a whisper of their true nature... and yet, and yet the power that exists within the human soul is such that their essence can be trapped, can be funneled, can be utilized... such intense power that the harnessed atom seems like a paper airplane in comparison. What is that secret? What can it be? Is it, could it be... Love? No! Love, love is the bait; it lures them like a flame, like a flame lures a death’s-head moth. Love breeds horror... they build one from the other. What the human soul has that they can’t penetrate is will, pure will. And do I have will. Think about it, Nancy, Bill! Think about it! Good, evil; love, horror; thesisÖ antithesisÖ synthesis!



Bill: 

That’s... that’s fucked up...



Nancy: 

That’s an understatement! How can you even believe something like that, Professor? You said yourself that these ideas came from... alchemists and madmen. You call yourself a scientist!



Firth: 

Miss Bishop, Nancy, I am a scientist. I theorize, I experiment. I say that these beings can be summoned; I say they can be controlled; I say these things because I have experimented successfully! I have summoned these beings, and I have turned them to my will! Not, of course, the stronger entities, but things of sufficient malificent vigor that my ability to control them has infused me with the confidence that I am fully capable of handling the greater powers that I will summon tonight. Prior to this, I have brought forth dark entities, I have conjured strange powers... but tonight, tonight I will summon a God.



Bill and Nancy look horrified.



Firth: 

You doubt me? You doubt the power within me, the strength of my will? Let me ask you... how did I know you would be coming to this room? After all, we were here waiting for you. I’ll answer that: I willed you here. And, oh, let me show you something...



ZOOM IN TO MEDIUM ON FIRTH



A fire crackles in Firth’s eyes. He stretches out his arms, flexes his fingers. Behind him his shadow grows, then snaps to life, sprouting dozens of wriggling tentacles. Bill and Nancy scream.



ZOOM TO CLOSE-UP ON FIRTH



Alex: 

Bravo!



Firth: 

Oh, come now, it’s nothing to fear. Just a sort of parlor trick, compared to what I am capable of. I am capable of controlling a God, capturing it and absorbing it into my being... can you imagine? A thing of such profound power, such intense evil, trapped within me, its foul energies turned to the service... of Good? That’s right, Bill, Nancy, this may all seem dark, frightening, disquieting, but believe me, my motives are pure. They eat love and churn out horror; I will devour evil and deliver... wonder.

 

(A shadow of sadness descends onto Firth’s face)



But to reach that point I have to take a few interim steps. Summoning Elder Gods isn’t as simple as conjuring their servants. Oh, I have provided the energy source for manifestation, in the form of a roomful of shamanized supplicants, and I will be speaking an invocation shortly. But... what was it Christ said? “I will make you fishers of men”. Well, I’m fishing for Gods. I have the boat, the lake, and the rod and reel... but I need the bait. Love. Love is the bait. Remember, Nancy, remember when you and Frank were in Essentials of Philosophy 101? Remember what happened to just about everyone in that class?



ZOOM OUT TO THREE_SHOT



Nancy: 

They all broke up.



Firth: 

Yes! Every single person in my class that was in any sort of commited relationship found that relationship torn apart. Struck everybody as weird, didn’t it? But it never struck anyone that there might be someone deliberately manipulating things, like a puppetmaster. As an experiment. 



Nancy: 

You son of a bitch.



ZOOM IN TO CLOSE-UP ON FIRTH�

Firth: 

Oh, I’ve performed a lot of experiments. That particular study was a minor bit of mischief, largely a lark - but it turned out to be most interesting, not because of where it succeeded... but where it failed. You, Nancy, you and Frank. I couldn’t break you, not with will, not with magic, not with subterfuge. I think I stumbled on something true with the two of you, something true, something beautiful, something wonderful... and, of course, I immediately thought: how can I use this? The answer came, soon enough. Bait. With the right invocations, with the proper prodding they’ll sense it, what you and Frank have, they’ll sense it, and want it, and across the night they’ll come, riding on waves of sound. And they’ll bring their God with them. I’ll be waiting.  In the shadows of the Miskatonic library I found anÖ eldritch formula, a string of words that will allow me to transmute the purity of your love for Frank into a corona of intesified WillÖ power, Nancy, the power to ensnare and control something soÖ you donít know, Nancy, you canít know, but Iíve seen it, just a hint, a glimpse, more than that could have destroyed even such a formidable mind as my ownÖ I know the power weíre talking about, the mad, red hunger, the unimaginable, squalous uglinessÖ the horrendous beautyÖ itís coming through, tonight, Nancy, Bill, Iím opening the door. Iím letting it in.

(he listens for a moment)

It’s almost time. I’m due onstage. And, Nancy, I’ll be bringing Frank with me. That’s right, I’ll be placing him in mortal peril. Let your mind focus on that. It should summon up vast reservoirs of that which They desire... be flattered, Nancy, you’re an intense person. Your love will be an irresistable temptation. Oh, and I see that expression. Don’t waste your hate. It’s of no use to either of us.

(Alex snickers)

Alex, hold them here until I reach the third cantata of the invocation. By that point nothing they can do can stop me, just let them be. Head on upstairs with the camera; Iím guessing by then the other two cameramen will most likely have run screaming, and I’d like to get this all on film. See you all upstairs. 



72. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MUSICAL PERFORMANCE�

We rejoin the Plasma Miasma in their song, “Great God of Madness”. The song builds and ebbs.



A DOWNSTAIRS ROOM -INTERIOR - NIGHT



TWO-SHOT - BILL AND NANCY



Back downstairs with Bill and Nancy and Alex.



Nancy: 

Alex, I knew you were a twisted little bastard but this...



Alex (VO): 

Gun, Nancy. Twisted little bastard with a gun. I’d be nicer.



Bill: 

At least turn off the camera.



Alex: 

Nah. I want this on film. Hey, you know what? Why don’t you finish telling Bill what you were going to tell him before you were so rudely interrupted? That should be interesting.�

Nancy looks shocked; things had gotten so weird that she’d forgotten why she came there in the first place. But then she thinks about it. Why not?



Nancy: 

Bill. I wanted to tell you something. Something important. And even with all that’s going on right now, I think it’s still the most important thing. It’s nothing against Frank, I still have feelings for Frank, and if I didn’t think Firth was nuts I’d be beside myself with dread that he was in danger. But, Bill... I’ve felt this way for a while now and I can’t keep it within me any more. I’ve fallen in love with you, Bill. I love you. (pause) So fuck you, Alex.



Alex: 

What a magic moment.



Bill: 

Nancy, I...



Alex: 

Oh, shit! This means... you and Frank... it’s not there anymore... the Professor... I’ve got to warn him!



CAMERA IN MOTION - ALEX RUSHES TOWARD DOOR WITHOUT SHUTTING IT OFF



Alex rushes toward the door. We see a blur of movement - Nancy’s foot aiming for his knee - the camera drops, there are sounds of pummeling.



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE SHOT - ONSTAGE



The music has built to a crescendo, and now ebbs again. There is a moment of sublime eerieness. Firth ascends the stage, followed by Frank, who waves. A round of applause goes up.  Firth steps before a microphone; Frank stands nearby, slapping a tambourine idly, looking uncomfortable.



Firth: 

Before time, they waited. Before man, they bided. After man, they fed. They are. They have been. They will be. They are beyond us, so far beyond us, but they are awake, they are aware, they know us, they see inside our heartsÖ and thus I summon them from across the void, in the ancient tongue... Ia! Ia! Cthulhu fhtagn! Hastur n’garlyep vendak reth’eln!



Behind him the light show makes a strange sort of coagulation. There is a sense of something about to occur.



Firth: 

Azathoth m’gilya zendraa chernyat! Serkaa r’lyeh, serkaa untalyan!



There is a sudden fading in the center of the light show, and a strange vision starts to appear in the center of the seething light. It is a vast cyclopean city, formed of strange nocturnal geometries. Above it fly stranger creatures, bat winged with tentacled bodies and heads...



The audience gasps. Firth turns and sees what he has wrought and is pleased. He continued the summoning.



Firth: 

Ia! Ia! Hastur fthagn! Vendarr c’herdaat estav ‘vyetakk! Eto yea, we abimi! Ulyak! Ulyak! Zedraa chernyat, zendraa mígilya! Fthagn Nígarlyaa!



The city is gone. In its place, a strange, dark rippling. A vast shape seems to be approaching the rippling surface, growing larger and larger... we can see tentacles, wriggling, writhing...



THE HALL  - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE SHOT OF CROWD 



People in the audience scream. Some make for the door. 



CAMERA PANS TO FOLLOW MONICA�

Monica runs toward the stage.



Monica: 

Professor! What the hell are you doing?



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



POSSIBLY A CONTINUATION OF PRECIOUS SHOT,  OTHERWISE MEDIUM - FIRTH



					Firth

		Iím conducting an experiment!



77. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



CAMERA IN MOTION - WIDE - CROWD RUNNING - CHAOS



The audience all are running for the door now, one of the cameramen runs with them, shooting backward looks over his shoulder. 



THE STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - STAGE W/ FIRTH CENTER



We see that the tentacled thing is almost about to burst through the cosmic window... the Plasma Miasma rush off stage. The bass player leaves his instrument as he runs; the rumble of bass feedback fills the room. 



PAN TO SHOW ALEX FILMING



We also see that Alex has ascended from the underworld and is close to the stage, filming.



79. ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/WIDE - FIRTH WITH FRANK AT FRAMEíS EDGE



Frank looks horrified. He jumps offstage. But Firth looks delighted.



Firth: 

It’s breaking through! It’s breaking through! ItísÖ glorious!



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - CROWD - CHAOS - BILL



Bill pushes through the crowd toward the stage,



81. THE  STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - BILL, FIRTH



Bill vaults onstage. He grabs the professor and shakes him.



Bill: 

Firth! Make it stop! Make it stop!



Firth: 

I can’t. Events move of their own accord from here on in.



(VO) A scream from the audience.



Scream: 

This is realÖ this is really happening!



ONSTAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - FIRTH, BILL, SCREEN



The beast bursts into our dimension in an explosion of tentacles. 



83. THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - CROWD - CHAOS�

All is chaos. People scramble everywhere. 



THE STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - FIRTH, BILL�

Firth is enveloped; Bill is grabbed around the arms and legs. Both scream.



85. THE SOUNDBOARD - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - NANCY AT MIXING BOARD



Nancy is at the mixing board pullling plugs. She sees what is happening onstage and gasps.



THE STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE - STAGE  FX�

The camera swings from Nancy to show what she is reacting to: From a long angle we see Bill Smythe pulled to pieces by tentacles from beyond. 



85. THE SOUNDBOARD - INTERIOR - NIGHT



ZOOM TO CLOSE-UP - NANCY PULLING PLUG



Nancy pulls the final plug; the sound stops. 



86. THE STAGE - INTERIOR - NIGHT



PAN TO SHOW EMPTY STAGE



The beast disappears, and with him, Firth. 



THE HALL - BY THE SOUNDBOARD - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM - NANCY�

Nancy collapses to the floor.



THE HALL - INTERIOR - NIGHT



WIDE PAN - HALL



We see the aftermath in the hall. Several people lie on the floor. Frank, and Monica look around, horrified. 



THE HALL - BY THE SOUNDBOARD - INTERIOR - NIGHT



MEDIUM/CLOSE - NANCY



Final image. In a deep shot we see Nancy huddled in a ball against the far wall, sobbing. She looks off - camera in horror  



PAN TO CLOSE-UP - SEVERED HAND FX



One of Bill Smythe’s hands is visible, disembodied, moving. Monica shrieks from offscreen; 



PAN TO CLOSE-UP - SEVEREDE HEAD FX



Ccamera pans to reveal Billís severed head, silently attempting to scream. Cameraman faints.  Fade to black on the sound of Nancy’s sobs, followed by a reprise of the song “Come to Arkham (Wear the Wind in Your Hair)”



Roll Credits 
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