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(cont. voice over)
reputation, our image, our loneliness. We con-
damn ourself to wander cette planet sans un
home. If we could just tap INT.O0 dat sorce
+ find our voix. We wand to gritar en pal-
abras. We wand the strucksure of a sentents
to release us, see vu play. We feel trapped
by words. What's in 'em? What's up w/ gram-
mur + composition? When it comes down to
it, these words onely truelie reveil inner-
sense when u lose yore inhibitions + putt
sumthing at steak. If u think ahead of the
words they get reelly cheap. Writing's knot
that much diffrent then acting in that it
reekwires imagi¢nation... imaginning what
shd bee said to make it beeliveable. We wish
we cd x-press the loneliness + pane that was
in us up on that stage... even for such a bit
part dat probly won't make the finel cut'*®.
Dare's sumthing in us, hiding in this shell, this dark sorce,
a spring. Whear due V11 these expireinces lead? They come INT.0 our I's + well up
in uys... but dose hit substantiate ¢ents of self? What is the thing that carries "that" or
"this"? So menny objets, places, situations, experiences, knawledge, etc. festering inside +
u meat udder peepole + they're ticking time bombs w/ sew much potential but we usually just
tock about trivial shit comme le temps. Allez bon sang, donne-nous quelques putains de mots!
Pool sumping from this deep dark ghostly well. Last nite we was driving along in sum foreign

city + we saw mom on a bicycle-cart contraption delivering noose-

papers. She had one of them canvas bags u sling over her

Fen- sholder + was jacknifed in the middle of a busy

[bud &y duhbbled elope intersexion, causing traffic to pile up. She was
OV%Lingpane} flustered + alone, trying her best to git her

cart outta the weigh.'*®
After an evening of drinking, we walked around
+ looked at the bots. Everything apeered funny,
struck a nerve. Then it was all spinning much too
mush. They dropped us off + cuntinued on drinking. We
looked in the merehorror: ugly, hideous! Dark bags under
our eyes. We scared ourself. There's books all over our
floor + typewriter ribbons + lawndry detergent. We know
we'll bee thirsty + hating life in the mourning. Today we
switched to the black room. Spike fired Rutger Hauer on our
day off. The script is now metaphorical of the Real life dra-
ma of the making of the movie. In a drunken stupor Spike had
to change it overnite to write Rutger Hauer out of it,
conveniently put him into «deep freeze». [Then Tel wrote:
«Escape in a broad sense... travel eliminates the desire for
procrastination of [left blank]. I fell off the bot.»
bud don't know what we meant by it, tal vez un sueno.]
5.3.9. Then TEL dreamt about a teenage tomgirl who lives
in the backyard of their childhood home. Her stepmother
is also our stepmother... in fact, it appears she is a
precursor to us, anon I'm us. We remain in our coffin-
sized box in the backyard til our stepmother leaves
then we try on her polyester pants... how
kin any 1 understand this but us, U + Tel?
How our stepmother's polyester pants fit?

148t didn't... in fact, the movie was never released.
149 is dream got turned into the story “Inheriting Her Paper Route”
in Poste Restar(®006, Calamari ISBN 0-9770723-6-3).
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Then we snooped thru our stemuether's stuff + Tel wrote

a note to self to rite a story about a dotter who needs: to-
ware her father's clothes to doormirror... perhaps Tel's
tocking about us (a.I)? Those that want to verify the vera- :-
city of these claims we've adopted from kin read the ‘o-
ridginal spiral-bound black journel these was adaptéd:
from: https://5cense.com/16/476.htm. We're taking Tel'
word for it cuz Ulysses was too busy desining props
(down to the make-up for Epimetheus himself)-------- --
to keep a journel. By now ACTION SHIFTS from surflng
[Hlope's couch to a fleabag hotel in downtown Nice. In
this journel we bitch (AD-LIB) about the corruption +
greed, how we supspectid the mafia was bankrolling the
film. Why else do they pay every 1 in cash, in 500 Frank
notes? But we're just a stand-in, we reserve our rlte to
ssey nada + nod off on the set. If we ssey sumping to the
director, like suggest he role w/ bad whether + change the
script accordionly, he gits all annoyed. Herein lies 7 -
the problema w/ making movies... it's a communal end:_
devour in 1 sense, but in an udder we all try to fool-
fill 1 person's vision. A dictator. And LGS EEESY—

directator
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magnet)—was buddies w/ Ronmie... after V11, ain't much diffrence between Hollywood + the gov-
ernment. It's Vll about influenzing the public for yore own corrupt needs + power. And—yah,—

- heip—ns—f—day—get—a—bouk—[maybe even this 1, hehe]—pubtichted.
. 5.3.10. 23 DEC [1994] INT. Hotel Soleil Noir
] (V.0.): Maybe it was cuz we din't peel the moldy rind off the cheese
or maybe cuz we was famished + fatiqued from lack of sleep,
but during lunch this afternoon we startid to feel dizzy +
faint, flushed, cold/hot at the same time + sweating V11
over. Els was sitting across from us making out like we
was a primadonna, stupid spoilt amerikan cuz we always
bitch about the food + cigarréte smoke, whining how we want
fruits + vegetables. We left the table stumbling + wint to
3l 's office. Felt like we was on drugs. Ain't LSD a type
uv mold or fungus? The walls was milting + we could feel
the perception of our being w/ eyes closed... a sorta sol-
id, concrete presence engaging no sense oregan in per-
tickler. Our head spun when we closed our eyes + when we
. opened them things was still milting + retreating
from our field of vision. [+ now [JAN 2019] we won-
‘ der if this was an early episode of Méniére's d-zzz
long before we knew what it was?]
> 6:30 this mourn we woke up to keys scraping in the
lock. Peephole trying to open the door next to ours. It
_ p escalated to the point where sumthing was obviously
rong. It was still dark out. A cupple was giggling in
a langauge that wasn't french, spanish, english or any
... langue we recognized. Sounded Scandinavian. Then they
- started knocking on the INSIDE of their door. We
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(v.o. cont.)

wint out INT.O the hall + this
other guy was already there who
spoke french. He wint down to
wake the manager. They worked on
the porte, pounding for hours
while we tried to doormirror.
Then they knocked on our door.
From our room out the window thru
the bars they handid the trapped
guy a hammer + chisel. He hacked
away from the inside til final-
ly they was free. Ended up be-
ing a blonde cupple from Sweden.
"Would u like a cup of coffee?"
was the 1°° thing the manager said
when they got the port open. The
trapped girl reelly had to go to

P : : the toilet.
5.3.11. Dec 24. INT. TRAPPED IN OUR OWN HEAD

(V.0.): We feel RAW. Our eyes burn. They want to cry but can't. We're tired but can't sleep.
Our nurves halve bin rubbed on the ends w/ gritty sandpaper. Eviscerated. We ain't sure weath-
er this bee good or bad for us, this pane + desperayshun. We can't find no 1 to relate two,
bud at the same time feel a sorta facsination twards those mémes personnes we feel threatend
by. Them who set our nurves on edge. A mist all this phoneyness ppl x-press personnel anguish
in strange wayz. Sum take an intrest in us, aksing what we think about __________ + then just
look at us like they's wondering if anybody is in hear + making us feel stupid + empty. Maybe
we're bean hypersensitive when they ssey learn french, cuz what it means is dare's a commune-
a-cakeshun problem. After all, why wd they
give a shit? On the other hand, we just wanna
be left alone. But why? It's eazy to hang out
w/ R{e{e]UERENIS-NgN ISl cuz they're funny,
amusing + shallow. It's a l-way street, all
they care about is that you's entertained by
them. It's ketching up to us, our lack of so-
cialization (nod to menshun sleep). Weave bin
fooling ourself, pertending just to fit in.
Were in France where every 1 lets there chiens
shit on the sidewalks. Now we know how dad
felt. Why + how it kin be so unbearable. This
sensory connection (or lack thereof) to the
nothingness beyond. A concrete presents of
spiritchewel scaffolding w/ nada to attach to.
We can rite w/ I's closed. We scribble on the
surfizz. Pen scrapes page but wont punksure.
\Reality = a cage, belief = confinement. Tomor-
‘§r0w we halve off. The Swedes next door blabble
non-stop. Fermez la bouche s'il vous plait!
We wanna bee lonelie in our mizzery can't u
sea? By hurting people u nourish them, make
'em struggle + fight hearter. Maybe we're re-
tardid, maybe we's just an empty shell. We're
spiritchewly lost + isolated in this cuntree.
What the fuck we doing hear? Who are these
peephole + what do they want? Not that we feel
any more at home in Vmerika. Xmas eve + we're
alone. Ulysses + [H]ope wint to Bergerac.
Every 1 else is at sum restraunt that is too
expensive + pretentious for our tastes.
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6“téars + wiped 'em w/ her ; : long hair. Man, she couln' t '
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We've even taken to pissing in our
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"-menu + about 50 other people from the ' by o0 '%Eﬁf

*  (IMPROVISE) acting completely juvenile, ; s *_'f_ : "
_ yelling like screaming children for more - - 4
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_ Shore these pubic showers got s
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We don' g;;sél social anyway. We just feel like a burrito. Qur réve fro

last nlggt just came to us: _;quy'i g e our stepmom washed our feet.
She came INT.O0 our hotel . ' = + washed our feet w/ her

stop k¢5551ng mine toes! & 'V ' ~ Then she doused perfume
(CK1) V11 ova our Bw/Ody, to \ A" ' _ prepare us for our burij:
sumping to do w/ these crazy dreams.‘
We've resorted to sponge baths in our
.sink cuz we don't like halv1ng_£o go
‘dans le couloir to
~douche. = :

sink cuz we're too lazy to put on TS : - Eﬂ_ﬁf*E'
pants + go down the hall to the toilet o ' :
in the middle of the night. Boy are &
~we reddy to halve Dog remove V11 . Y ke S s
these defects of charactor (at the i iy v O g
risk uv getting a head of our self). g T R g

5.3.12. INT. HEAD. 31 DEC 1995. 11 P.M: : .
CUT to: Mexican restraunt w/ open bar + : ’

film shoot. Every 1 letting loose x E . ST e L ,;ﬁ'*

‘tequlla shots, beer, tacos, etc..._. o - S Ny B8 sy ¥ %,
an insane frenzy. Every 1. rg;easing' ' : | Ured
- their overworked ten31ons.n_ oy s
(VOICE OVER): There was a movement a-
foot to migrate to sum party in St e
Paul de Vence + ‘tqqk to«&héﬁstreets .“J"
of oLg LT wore pig = ﬁg ?

sum reason. ¢ .

A b, ‘.h"“'. G aelas



..’"

At thls polnt we [Reallzed Ulysses had forgof:ten all about [Hlope so we ran back to.
her.%hen we got back, the car w/ every 1 (mklewdlng Ulysses) had already left ER
to find a nether ride + we wasn't sure where the party was... complete Kaosm.q?

was shit- -faced. 11: 30. [H]o{pe‘ got pjr car + ;ague directions but said ‘no way we' J
there in * an hour. Sure engugh, we got lost on w,mdy dark roads + that's. where New Year
was spent. [H]oge stopped- called for - e ;
_'.dlrex:Lons to this yeho “’ilarmgt sum in-
sane villa. Quite é“'%pread-—oysters on

the &,shell lox, shampain, Itallan vixens,
gl;fg‘*tﬁat looked lik Sl -yr olds from the
‘court’ of Louis the XIV, sklnny heroine*‘ad—
dicts, celebrity g:‘ypes, etc. The kind of

party u wouldn't be souprlzed 1f ‘it turned
INT.o an orgy,.drugs%yﬁhéwsm (
a sarcastic SNLg «debaucher ;
opean par-.'~ s in black 1eather + furs
d over their shoulders, ‘greasey gg_ys

s w/ sklnny ties, fashlon VlCtlmS

_-_,_'strlklng“poses, Fyaearn ing . t. *be sceen. le ~1
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SLIRALS was in fine form, decked in a tight black plastlc catsuit w/ a huge yak fur draped over
her shoulders. She was 'writhing on our lap -sarcastickly, running her tongue ‘across her teeth +

- big pouty lips... lush + very stoned. Kinky + bazaar freaks coming in + out of the pitcher. Uly-
sses wd dlsappear + we was afraid he'd do sumthing dumb cuz he was drunk + [H]ope wasn't talkin
'‘to him, still mad cuz he forgot her back at .the bar. She became a réserved simple country girl.
The police came so we Spllt PV ANT INOUSEES hls Mercedes back to the after . .party. He kept rambling
«I'm so drunk I can barely keep my eyes open». We told him we'd drive but he insisted + we was-
n't much ‘bedder off anyway. We considered walklng bud had no clue where we was. He would smash
into things quite casually, knocked the mirror off + almost wint off the road a few times. He
wanted to turn around:to pick up.these sleazey prostitutes, til he: got-a closer look + saw they
was guys w/ red + green wigs. We convinced him that anything roaming the -streets at this time of
night would be slebpy seconds. The after party was even more debacherous, can't totally remember
the d-tails, cheesy carnlvalesque dancers paraiding round in G- strlngs, acrobatic wild dancing
ala cirqu :
[yes, tha

'
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weight. T -
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+ laughin P . ™
crashed a v U :
elaborate : % 3
moped acc - e g
+ hurt. T ks 5
stitches on her belly, we wrote Prometheus We gave her the original script as a blrthday present L
RIORM ANT INOU SESES telllng us all'this + were walking to the Mercydes Bends + when we get there, the
front window is smashed in + what's missing? Our- satchel w/ our journull in-it! Our hand-written
journull of no value to no 1 xcepi‘our self. The onely thing they stole! Seamed too absurd + ironic
to be true. We was devastated. There was a portable CD player they could of easlly grabbed, a case
of CDs, the stair-i/o, the car itself, the powerbook w/ the master ‘Prometheus- script + the seekwill
(+ - no-back-ap)i--.. + what did the thiefs take? Just our journulI' It disturbed us, bud at the same
time fascinated.us, to think of the reaction of the thief opening the satchel .+ finding + reading
this journul (up til this entry). Ink + fu0x1ng paper u sucker! Nothing's worth more than anything
else, money itself is just 1nk\on paper. Everything. .i't buys is an illusion. Fools! Ain't nada to
.Steal from us of val-u. V11 they get is the expireince of reading sum 1's pryvate journul... per-
haps more than they barginned: for. So hearn from this, unknone fool... if you're reading this can
u ‘fotocopy ‘+ give the originul back to verify what we've rewritten-so far is carwreck? Cuz we hat
_to rewrite it V11 from scratch + our mémary ain't so relayable We was\s;ck w/ grief + on the vurge
of crying, but the crew was all there in good spearits cuz it was the r paity + New Year's + they
wanted to continuez la féte-+ we din't want to put a downer on the evening (mourning now). This V11
tot us dat if we feeI such a loss, ther these words we rite despiratelie to ourself are in them-
selves matearial possessions. Maid us wondér if dare's a dog up dare playing twisted jokes. a
fucking Mercydes, lodes of valuables in it, they shatter the glass of the passinger side + steal
what? A journel onely worth the paper + ink it's written on! Dat's his story waiting to be written.




