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A PLACE OF ECHOES

FADE IN:

HARRIS (V.O.)

Once upon a time I believed in fairytales… … Once… 

CUT TO: Black Screen. TITLE APPEARS:  "A PLACE OF ECHOES"

FADE IN: EXT. ELEMENTARY SCHOOL-DAY

Wide shot of elementary School playground. The DEAFENING NOISE of schoolchildren with joy and smiles on their faces come to a sudden standstill.

They’re pointing up to rooftop under overcast skies: oppressive, horizon less, fluorescent.

HARRIS (V.O.)

And happy endings always coming true. 

EXT. ELM SCHOOL/ROOF TOP-DAY

A young HARRIS GRIFFIN standing on the roof sporting his own cardboard wings - stares mutely straight into the camera as though somebody is on the other side is supposed to save him. 

A voiceover sings nursery rhyme “Who killed Cock Robin”:

HARRIS (V.O.)

Once upon a time, there was a story that could never be told, but then someone decided to open his big mouth and tell it. 

SONG is backed by a hauntingly beautiful melody, sometimes mournful, other times melancholy Its gives a moody underlining to the following scenes.

Camera PANS between YNG HARRIS on the roof, peering down from the edge of it, into the startled faces of the gathering crowd below.

Copyright (c) 2010 This screenplay may not be used or reproduced without the express written

permission of the author.




HARRIS (V.O.)

I’m that person. What's my name? Let's just say that I'm the fly who saw with my little eye the sparrow that killed Cock Robin.

Tight on his face He's standing at the edge, now about to jump. (Screaming to the street)

The music echoes in a strange repetition:

HARRIS (V.O.)

“Who saw him die?”

OFFICER grabs him before he could jump.

INT. POLICE STATION/JUVENILE DIVISION-DAY

Forensic interview process: The professional interviews the child with anatomical dolls. Harris begins re-enacting abusive experiences.

INT. JUVENILE DIVISON/ POLICE STATION/HALLWAY-AFTERNOON

MOTHER/HARRIS exit into lobby. Harris holds back. His POV: FATHER (abuser) escorted by POLICE OFFICERS.  His pathology is evident on first sight. 

She moves him quickly down the hall.
WTHR Eyewitness News Montage June 2003 –

Oklahoma City's KOKH FOX 25 - Child rapist sentenced - A judge sentences a man from Ponca City to 13-and-a-half years.

WTHR Eyewitness News Montage June 2006 –

Oklahoma City's KOKH FOX 25 - Convicted child rapist released early- A federal judge cited an error by correction officials in releasing a child rapist from prison. 

EXT. APARTMENT COMPLEX-DAY

STALKING CAMERA as first person following WOMAN- stalks her patiently.

INT. APARTMENT COMPLEX/APT 220-DAY 

WOMAN fumbles with grocery bags and door key

INT. APT 220 -DAY

WOMAN drops her shoulder bag and groceries-- turns to retrieve keys from door.

There is someone standing in the doorway.

She opens her mouth to scream a hand DARTS out to clutch her around the neck. 

INT. APT-AFTERNOON

HARRIS entering; The Apt is strangely silent, dark seems threateningly still. 

INT. SECOND FLOOR LANDING –AFTERNOON

HARRIS opens the door to MOTHERS bedroom across the hall. 

INT. BEDROOM -- AFTERNOON

HARRIS pushing the door in every thing looks normal at first, a typical bedroom. He moves further in.

INT. BATHROOM -– AFTERNOON

Harris's hits the light switch.  BLOOD screams at us from the walls.

OVERHEAD ANGLE – HARRIS standing alone in the middle of the bathroom; the scene -- the disarray, the blood splashes on the walls, and speckled over the injuries of a nude and twisted body -- is a testament to a violence that’s almost pornographic. 

HARRIS

…who saw him die?

SOUND of SLOW FOOTSTEPS moving deliberately towards him.  

HARRIS snaps alert, turning around to be met with a right hand across the face, knocking him down. 

He looks up at his FATHER standing over him, gun in his hand. There's something slightly mocking in his voice. 

Harris brings his KNEE UP HARD into his groin--breaking free.  (Father drops gun/ Harris retrieves)- clutching his balls, chases Harris NOT FAST, BUT WITH TERRIFYING SURENESS.

Harris rushing downstairs to second bathroom and locks himself in, his heart is pounding; his head reeling; his breath is coming in sobbing gasps. He is ashen with terror. 

INT. BATHROOM-AFTERNOON

Suddenly we hear the SNAP of the lock and door springing open, swinging on its hinges.

Harris raises gun-- terrified, unsure, gun-hand trembling. 

Camera PANS over to a pair of cold eyes saying "battery and homicide."

The camera, as first person, rushes on him - We here the SOUND of A VIOLENT PIERCING ECHOE. 

Camera PANS to Harris; stands rigid, hand clutching gun. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

“I… I saw him die.” 

SOUND Distant O.S. SIRENS

INT. APT/CRIME SCENE-DUSK

The room is filled with FORENSIC TEAM MEMBERS along with UNIFORM OFFICERS as they assess the double homicide. HARRIS appears in the back of the shot.  

Throughout the scene we focus on Harris rather that dwelling on the scene itself.

HARRIS (V.O.)

” Who caught the blood?” 

CU the FORENSIC PHOTOGRAPHER handling camera, Harris's eyes restlessly mirroring his moves.  PHOTOGRAPHER’S assistant, sees his curious interest.  She hands him a small 35mm Camera. The following scene is reflected through the camera’s viewfinder:

HARRIS (V.O.)

I caught the blood with my little eye.

POV: DETECTVES and MEDICAL EXAMINERS looking out thoughtfully over the scene as the PHOTOGRAPHER finishing his shots, two Coroner's men wait in the doorway of the bedroom a stretcher standing on end between them. 

Harris passes between them coming down to the body as seen through his Camera lens. Camera lowers, FOCUS ON Harris’ FACE; to ECU eye magnified and deeply revealed.

PUSH IN Body-- Image reflected on his iris like a photograph-- fluctuation of iris. Harris raises the Camera to shield his face. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

“Who'll be chief mourner?”

He lowers the camera. CLOSE IN: HARRIS Face- locked like a steel trap. Now he's repressing something powerful.

HARRIS (V.O.)

I said the dove.

HARRIS’S detached voice speaks over the built-up landscape:

HARRIS (V.O.)

Tell yourself that this is just another fairy tale, just another nursery rhyme, just another story to tell to your children. But every story must have a moral, and the moral of this story isn't so much a lesson but a message. To the fish who caught her blood in his dish, and most of all to the sparrow who with his bow and arrow killed Cock Robin:

 “Love”…
VOICE fades into the background noise--voices, sirens, cries, questions, etc.

BILLY (V.O.)

Those you trust will betray you, those you fear will control you and those you love will destroy you.

EXT. CITY STREETS-DAY

BILLY B exploring the streets gathering objects and taking them back to his studio: bits of furniture, religious artefacts, old toys, shoes, and anything else that caught his eye or held significance for him.

INT. STUDIO/HOME-NIGHT 

Camera PAN studio/living space. Alongside pieces of bandaged furniture, large free-standing objects were each aesthetically linked with the others through a similarity of surface. A concoction of forms jostled for position in the confined space of his studio.

Once back in his studio, he alters the pieces he had rescued from the dump, bandaging them in sculptural form.

These processes act as a form of nurturing, thereby creating a new identity for these useless, discarded, rejected symbols of a throwaway culture. In his hands, this rubbish is given a new life. 

It is healed and protected and reintroduced to the world with a new worth.  Emerging from his fostering to be marked with drops of his blood on them in a symbolic act of identification and embrace.

CRITIC STATEMENT:

“When an artist successfully overrides the self-consciousness and the inhibitions that settle on us in places like galleries and classrooms, it comes as a shock – finding ourselves overwhelmed with actual emotion – finding ourselves crying, laughing, afraid, disgusted, aroused, outraged - can leave us feeling a bit naked.  Billy B’s life and his relationship with art has been an unorthodox one. He is pursuing a quest to express what might be described as the beauty inherent in suffering”.

INT. THEATRE SOLD-OUT MARQUEE EVENT (Backstage)-NIGHT

Billy B standing in front of a naked life size model of himself. A perfect replica of the artist. 
This object-based work is seen facing a wall covered in mirrors. A red gash appears on almost all the parts of the bodies, recurring like memories from a past life.  

He methodology strips naked and begins covering his body with a white pigment.  Then revealing a knife, giving his cheek a light cut bleeding quietly, the red blood trickling down his side across the white surface of his body.

He begins “shadow boxing” his mirrored reflection with a demonic, sensuous energy. 
He’s throwing a punch at his shadow as if wrestling with his own demons. 

This man knows his guilt. He can hide it outside, but the mirror shows his true self.

ARTIST STATEMENT:

“Some of us use the body in the most various ways, like evacuating or urinating…. wounding themselves…, at times even, whacking off -masturbating. 

Performing became a way-out a liberation from the distress: publicly showing our own perversities and vanities  “deviations”, and the many fears. We exorcise a world that had been kept well hidden and was finally opened…. like Pandora’s box. 

Some of us express ourselves by cutting various body parts with razor-blades, exteriorizing our interior pain.  Our bodies reshaped upon its own fears and its own desires.”

INT. THEATRE ROUTANDA-NIGHT

CAMERA PANS a series of photographs of a naked BILLY B the photographs of his work boil his performances down to stark images of his wounded body.

INT. THEATRE STAGE/LIVE PERFORMANCE-NIGHT

The theatrical multi-media live performances show BILLY B’s body naked, abject, monochromatic (A surface of white pigment covers him from head to toe, allowing the dark red of his blood( skeins of blood marring its shiny surface to be the only color present in the work)and bleeding from self-inflicted wounds, (AKA Franko B)at the same time on fronting his body that becomes an over-exaggerated signifier of a purity gone awry. Underlying just how fragile the body is: a naked and easily breakable thing.  

He enacts his body, radically, as deeply perverse, as deviant but in a mournfully gentle way.
Although usually composed, he’s clearly straining with the effort to keep up the stance.

Billy’s body seen in the context of the performance there’s an unsettled intimacy to the piece. Billy seems honestly vulnerable, noble, and, somehow, very lonely.

His body covered with projected images of beautiful dying saints and martyrs from medieval times to the present.

BILLY

I am a martyr 

Surrounded by a bank of photographers 

BILLY

– and a victim

His composed face seems to disintegrate before our eyes: Collapsing into an awful combination of abjection and grief. He moves from the staged to the sincere, removing a knife, and slits his wrist.  He ritualizes the act

BILLY

Now how, do you plan to love me back?

FADE OUT:

INT.INSTITUTION - DAY 

SERIES OF ABBREVIATED SHOTS:

STAFF MEMBERS and administrative personnel the MEN'S DORM, the latrine, washroom, tub room, mess hall, seclusion room, psychiatrist's office, visitors' room, the DAY ROOM through Patents ending on:

INT. DAY ROOM - DAY

ABERRATED SHOT of INSTITUTIONAL GROUNDS SEEN THROUGH STEEL MESH WINDOW.

REVERSE SHOT – HARRIS GRIFFIN looking out of the blank unreflecting window, up at the face of a building, imposing in its institutional dullness.

CAMERA HOLDS HARRIS FACE: Dwelling in an oblivion that blanks both the present and past.  Camera HOLDS on hand clutching camera.

We HEAR the WAILING of a sick, hurt child, a monotonous, low wail.

INT. DR. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 

INTERCUT V/O CONVERSATION:

DR1(V.O.)

So what’s with the camera? 

DR2(V.O.)

He’s like some small creature escaped from a predator he’s following a core instinct: stay in hiding.

INT. DAYROOM-DAY

Harris is staring with incredible intensity EXU eyes haunted heightened by a perception of fear.

He raises camera and begins snapping pictures.

His face sprain and react with the effort; we get the feeling this is no simple diversion at all.  

DR2 (V.O.)

Coping mechanisms shattered, self repair takes some time

INT. DR. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 

PSYCHATRIST squints down into dayroom from observation window.

INT. DR. OFFICE - DAY.

Psychiatric patient BILLY PRICE, he has the intense look of a man who has been hurt more ways than one. Camera focuses on his bandaged wrist.

He awaits discharge; staring out observation window. His POV: HARRIS GRIFFIN, -- INVESTIGATORY ANGLE

PSYCHATRIST

So today’s the day.

BILLY

Yep.

PSYCHIATRIST

(CHECKING FILE/ NOTES}

Now how you feeling?

BILLY

Hey Doc, here’s a quote I wrote myself.  ‘When you are so used to hiding away from people, you kinda get sick of your own shit.’ Speaking of which Doc, did you know 90% of being the Shit is appearance the other 10% is being willing to handle your shit! ... Crazy is as crazy does … Mamma…

He folds his arms protectively across his chest. CAMERA examines' his face more closely some scar tissue around his forehead and mouth, and creased residues from some older injuries and healed abrasions.

BILLY

Mama… always said…

FLASHEDIT:

A Bat swings it in a slow motion arc, 

END FLASHEIT:

INT.INSTITUTION-DAY

BILLY

 "You can't outgrow crazy."

A wave of TRAUMA flickers over his face. 

PSYCHATRIST

Okay?
INT. DR’S OFFICE-DAY

PHONE RINGS 

PSYCHIATRIST

(COVERING THE PHONE)

I'm sorry, have to take this

The psychiatrist exits. Billy goes over to the psychiatrist’s desk. 

ANGLE the drawer. File: ‘Confidential’. 

ANGLE on Billy carefully removing it, examining its contents:

Everything then goes silent in the room, unnerving him, and there's a brief flash image of a dead Woman
SOUND Of FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING, Billy replaces file. 

PSYCHATRIST

Sorry bout that 

BILLY

No problem. Hey Doc, I got a joke for you.

PSYCHATRIST

Okay?

BILLY

A pedophile is leading a child into the woods to take care of some business"...the kid is looking around, a frightened look on his face...the peddie asks him, "hey, why ya lookin' so scared?" The kid goes, "it's these woods...they're all dark and there all these weird noises...I'm a little freaked out!" The peddie just shakes his head and says, "YOU'RE frightened? I'M the one who has to walk back through all this by myself!"

INT. DAYROOM-DUSK

BILLY walking through dayroom, passing HARRIS their eyes lock and probe.

The noise and chaos of the institution dissipates and they are alone in a vacuum of melodic heartbeats and deep breaths.

Billy continues on, occasionally steals a glance back. 

Harris raises the camera POV through Camera lens as it auto-focuses, bringing Billy's distorted face into view via the lens' reflection. 

EXT. STATE FACILITY HOSPITAL- DAY

Door BANGS open into a fenced drive.

GATE GUARD unlocks the gateway to the outside world. Billy feels his head swim through an unexpected wash of vertigo, exiting. 

EXT.RELEASE GATE - CONTINUOUS

The bus pulls away

INT. BUS-DAY

BILLY scans the blurring cityscape outside the bus window.  The city demands attention: cars screeching, people yelling, sirens blaring. 

BILLY Adjusts to City Life.

INT. BATHROOM-DAY

BILLY changes shirt and checks himself in the mirror, the light picks out the scars on his naked abdomen and chest. Some of the scars now tattooed over with the image of a red heart. There are also fresh welt and bruise; he deliberately forcing his injuries on Camera.

EXT. MAIN STREET - AFTERNOON

BILLY walks down the congested urban streets surrounded by images of urban plasticity. He’s part of the crowd as it moves down a large metropolitan avenue. 

The late sun makes their violent shadows swarm over Billy. The pedestrians who seem to squeeze him into a scrap of space, are fuzzy and indistinct. 

FOLLOWING--BILLY –Echoing SOUNDS of the cities busywork Its simply a congested mass he’s caught up in.

Adding to the stress and fatigue he’s momentarily assaulted by a dizzying montage of incomplete memory flashes.

He breaks from the crowd, retreating

He examines his reflection in a store front.

The faces of the crowd are a confused blur in the background. With Billy plucked pluck  
v. plucked, pluck·ing, plucks

v.tr.
1. To remove or detach by grasping and pulling abruptly with the fingers; pick: pluck a flower; pluck feathers from a chicken. 
..... Click the link for more information. from the urban multitude.

CLOSE IN on BILLY.

BILLY

(Innocent refrain)

No good very bad days 

BILLY

Go away. 

FLASHEDIT:

INT. HOUSE (PAST)-DAY

MAN ties a shoelace around an unconscious child’s neck. 

END FLASHEDIT:

ALLENTOWN, PA - June 30, 1979 (WPVI)
Houston Chronicle 
Tuesday, June 30, 1979- Human terror: Parental sadism leads to Juvenile vengeance.

ALLENTOWN, PA - June 30, 1983 (WPVI)
Houston Chronicle 
Tuesday, February 14, 1983-Youthful aggression turns into heartbreaking murder.
FLASH:

INT. HOUSE (PAST)-NIGHT

A trail of blood leads to doorway, where A BOY stands with dark haunted eyes. His shirt blood-stained 

SOUND: Continual background noise--voices, sirens, cries, questions, etc

.

BILLY (V.O.)

Please… 

NEWSCASTER(V.O.)

The biological Mother will be given Custody of Minor pending child’s release 

BILLY (approx seven) is institutionalized before a judge. 

INT. INSTITUTION - DAY - 1990-1994 

BILLY (seven through twelve) GROWING UP in institution. 

(In The News) Headlines and news commentary HOMESTEAD, Fla. (WSVN) -- Deadly Innocents (Don't Let Your Kids Kill You): A case of brutalized teenage matricide
FLASHEDIT: 

INT.MOTELROOM (PAST)-NIGHT

BILLY (V.O.)

Go away. But it didn’t. 

A frightened and confused YOUNG BILLY, his face battered drops to his knees in stunned horror next to a Woman’s body. The fear and loathing mixes with the love he has for the parent .

BILLY (V.O.)

As the feelings of warm, safe nostalgia is slowly eaten away by a sense of horror. Still I’m left in the belly of the monster that has devoured me.

EXT. CITY STREETS-DAY

ANGLE ON BILLY’S EYES getting lost in the memories.  

EXT. CITY STREETS-MIGHT

Billy emerges from the subway, entering the seedy part of town. The run down, dilapidated, undesirable, merging with street noises crying danger -- an ambulance, a burglar alarm, a policeman's siren -- their flashing garish colors threatening, clashing--warning.

INT. BAR – LATE AFTERNOON

BILLY sitting at the bar drawing furtive attention from the regulars, drinking heavily, in a semi-intoxicated state of contemplative repose studying his reflection. 

BILLY (V.O.)

Where is Billy B?

CU STRANGER’S predatory eyes searching- approaching. 

Stranger's ad-lib dialogue moves out of sync, grows increasingly disjointed to Billy’s intoxicated state.

MAN

Where you from?

Tirade: Slurring, rambling and confessing-under the influence.

BILLY

From: Crazyville (pun intended) a little East of St. Louis. 

MAN

Funny

BILLY

I kinda put myself in because I lost my shit big time, kinda on a neurosis-psychosis-perversion grid.... less suicide and more homicide. Anyway I'm on a “high” and I do mean high dose of Neurontin and I feel kinda okay. Never trust the man who tells you all his troubles but keeps from you all his ... Yep....from Crazyville…

EXT. CAR/ UNDERPASS – NIGHT

CAMERA traces the cold underbelly of the overpass, the glare of oncoming headlights flash overhead.

On edge sex narration: Coding a legitimate sadism.

BILLY

I kinda get a (creepy) thriller from getting hit by puedo-prone boys during nastible activities. 

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Billy engages in disconnected sex. Sexual encounter becomes extremely violent and disturbing.   Billy’s capacity for abuse and self-punishment is fleshed out in this scene. 

BILLY (V.O)
Cry out of the belly of the beast!

He experiences a kind of resentful relief as he comes.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

BILLY dresses with abrupt movements. He’s bleeding from a small cut on his cheekbone.

MAN

Christ! You’re bleeding. 

HARRIS

Yeah, I like blood is nothing else but life, departing life, spurting from inflicted wounds, a kind of masochistic male wet dream.

MAN

You don't like it, you just want to feel special... cause you don’t have something else to feel special with. That's all you think about? blood? You just like the idea of yeah i'm bleeding i'm a powerful man i like blood! That's all... Later on you'll see how much you were superficial...
Evolve man... really.

BILLY

Guess you never caught my act.

Man reaches out Billy reacts sharply

BILLY

Fuck you…okay so I'm bleeding out all my happy thoughts!

Car pulls away.

BILLY

I MISS YOU, OH LOVER BOY, DON’T LEAVE ME THIS WAY!

INT. ONE-ROOM EFFICIENCY APARTMENT-NIGHT

INT. BILLYS APARTMENT—NIGHT

TRACKING SHOT across interior walls of APARTMENT.

BILLY DRAWING- attacking the surface of the wall the psychedelic exorcism of his brush, trying to keep the chaos inside him at bay.

He’s constantly hit by a barrage of rapid-fire intensities that creates the particular affective quality of almost vertiginous emotionality carrying ver·tig·i·nous
adj.
1. Affected by vertigo; dizzy.

2. Tending to produce vertigo.



vertiginous adjective Related to vertigo, dizzy 
..... Click the link for more information. painted images through as many as twenty-two different stages in order to arrive at the most "permanent" definition of his "sensation." 

Images fill the walls teeming with elements seemingly reproducing like a virus, floating on the surface like some emotional expulsion, artifacts dredged upward from some abortive yet associative memory.  Billy arranges them in sequences as if tracing time. 

His imagery actually strikes outward, destroying the normative contemplative space between the viewer and the artwork. The viewer is sucked into the onslaught of images and textures, an unsettling experience for those used to daydreaming over pictures of pastypink jiggling Rubenesque nudes.

The images displaying the symptoms of speed psychosis, of hallucinations, of delirium: a "spilling out", a frenzied, swirling conglomeration of parts and pieces, disparate elements united as a whole.

Billy regards finished painting “Raw Art” portrait of Goyas’ Black Painting Saturn Devouring His Son. With its startling and profound simplicity this is a terrifying twisted, naïve personal vision of abuse, physical repression, submission.  

Billy SLAPS small appropriated photograph of Mother and himself on this grotesque altarpiece. 

Camera PULLS BACK the drawing is inscribed:

"Out of the belly of the beast cried I…" (Jonah 2:2)

Signed:  M'abuse

EXT. CITY STREETS-DAY

CAMERA scans PEDESTRIANS blending into the sidewalks and storefronts.  CAMERA FOCUSES on BILLY stepping away from the PEDESTRIAN traffic.
INT. COLLEGE-DAY

BILLY outside of class his POV BULLITEN BOARD; he’s ambushed by freakishly disturbing ART EXHIBITION POSTER printed on high end glossy stock paper with cracking blood splattered imagery - mixing with the alluring exploitation of a nude bound by yellow crime scene tape.

The desperate nature of the red font of the headline: BODIES and WOUNDS scrawled across the image reinforcing the raw and aggressive nature of fear.

PUSH IN TIGHT Bottom of Poster carrying the image of featured Shock Artist Photographer HARRIS GRIFFIN. 

ARTIST STATEMENT:

“In horror stories or fairy tales, the fascination with the morbid is also, at least for me, a way to prepare for the unthinkable…That’s why it’s very important for me to show the artificiality of it all, because the horrors of the world are unwatchable, and they’re too profound. It’s much easier to absorb – to be entertained by it, then to let it affect you psychologically.” Harris Griffin
ART GALLERY REVIEW: 

“Sometimes the photographer’s motivation has been less easy to fathom than at other times like “shock artist” Harris Griffin latest exhibit-whose work is all about examining the nature of evil. The installation of his work, filled with visceral images, scene of crime, bloodshed and desperation, challenge us to understand the degradation and injustice which many suffer through no fault of their own. Almost imperceptibly, however, a sharper tone enters the work. Griffins' images become willful in their focus on the extremities of type and behavior. We become conscious that his subjects are less people to be engaged than objects for exploitation.”

He drawls with a slightly bemused expression.

Billy

Harris Griffin. Out of the looney bin and into f***ing koo koo land. 

INT. SUBWAY - ECU FRONTAL: BILLY - NIGHT

REVERSE: PAST BILLY

The city recedes. Vectors, in perspective, carry structures, buildings away. The sky is blue, going to grey. The city flees and SUDDENLY disappears as we race into the dark tunnel of subway. 

SUDDENLY LIGHTS slash across Billy’s face in the white-tile Avenue station. BEYOND, ghostlike working men and women enter.  The train lurches forward...

OVER BILLY: WHITE LIGHT

SCREAMS away from us. Red reflects off the rails past Billy’s face as we descend deeper into the tunnels.

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN-DAY

ROAMING CAMERA through panoramic view of interior PANNING to BILLY hypnotized by the Exhibition Poster displayed on subway train. 

He becomes distracted by little league team on train sporting Baseball bats. Memories OVERLOAD! 

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN-DAY

The train approaches another tunnel. BILLY’S head is struck by the ‘migraine aura’ proceeding dreams and flashes. 

Suddenly familiar images appear crowding around them. They become perverse, corrupt aspects of their normal selves.

SUBWAY TRAIN entering the tunnel’s mouth. 

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN/ TUNNEL-DARK

BILLY looking outside at flashing blue and white lights connected in a single hypnotic trace. 

He refocuses on poster His eyes drift across the headline to the static image of the woman-starts to morph, deforms, and comes alive. The supine composition– cropped in a restrictive life-sapping manner.

A SCREAM trails off and echo into the darkness. 

Billy’s overtaken by some great psychic trauma as quick electrical power surge causes the bright lights on the train to flicker on and off.  Then something catches his eye and he almost stops breathing.

BILLY

…halo to horns…white to red… 

(A variation of CAMERA ANGLES and OPTICAL PROCESSES underscore the almost SURREAL sense of TERROR and CONFUSION during this RAPID-FIRE MONTAGE). 

ROAMING CAMERA to peculiar looking WOMAN with long brown hair, appearing in the swirling mob at the end of the train in a green paint suit. Standing up in the middle of the car, turning his way taunting; her eyes are frightening eyes, starved, dangerous. 

Obsidian-like eyes focused, her tongue slipping across her bright red lips, smiling, putting her pointer finger to her lips, as if to say “Quiet.”

The wild smile across her mouth is almost sensual, obscene over this scene a CACOPHONY of MUSIC SLAMS OUT, raw and dark ECHOES about the cab, thrusting a deep, life-giving pulse.

Billy presses his hands to his forehead. Squeezes his eyes shut.

Woman starts moving with exaggerated body language, unnatural, staccato movements.

She unbuttons her jacket taking it off, dropping to the dirty floor, also her shoes, pants, blouse and the rest of her underwear, dropping them into a nice little pile.

BILLY

…halo to horns…white to red… angels….. or devils….

The violent frenzy continues she moves her hands across her thighs and begins to fiddle around between her legs.

She grabs hold of a cold metallic rod and very slowly starts to unzip her “body,” working in a straight line up the stomach, between the breast and up the neck. 

Her image begins spinning, and moving in rewind and fast-forward.  

Her fingers release their grip and her crimped body neatly sliced slitters down the surface of the rod to the floor.  

BILLY

…halo to horns…white to red…angels….or devils…… Mommy and Daddy and ROCK-A-BY-BABY. 

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN-DAY

Train exits tunnel. Lights flicker on, Billy’s panting, looking around disoriented, noticing at the end of the train a green pantsuit, with a laundry tag on it hanging from a hand railing. 

CLOSE IN the terrible feral look in his eyes.

BILLY




White to red, I saw them dead. 

EXT. CITY STREETS/CRIME SCENES-DUSK

SOUNDS of COMMOTION- CU anxious FACES, the media rush VOICES from everywhere.

CONTINUAL BACKGROUND NOISE--voices, sirens, cries, questions, etc. Camera PANS through crowd to Forensic Photographer/Shock Artist HARRIS GRIFFIN. 

His eyes FOCUSED, CONCENTRATED, looking through viewfinder, bringing his world into sharp focus. 

He’s intermittently visible through a confusion of VAGUE FIGURES rushing through the foreground.  

CLOSE UP his face carrying an aura of burned truth in his intense, methodical, practiced eyes, working, taking in every detail from crime scenes seen in a matter-of-fact montage of murder and atrocity news footage. 

Images are starkly flashed/washed-out by the electronic flash of his camera.

The swift violence is trumped by the horrific tableau of the aftermath.

HARRIS (V.O.)

The eye of the beholder is not innocent:

EXT. CITY STREETS/CRIME SCENES-NIGHT

The CAMERA begins to move in front of him, once more becoming an impersonal observer.

HARRIS (V.O.)

By witnessing we have played a part.

INT. BEDROOM-NIGHT

HARRIS stirs in his sleep in the grip of an unsettling dream. We hear what he hears: the VOICES, murmurings. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

By understanding we are guilty and left haunted by the echoing of lives that refuse to be erased.

INT. PHOTOSTUIO-DAY

HARRIS making composite multi-media collages, combining an assortment of “cut-out” images collected from a variety of sources - newspapers, magazines, video stills, film frames. 

Each depicts a victim of violence each has the wounds marked up in a very explicit way – mainly genital, buttocks, breasts cheekbones mouths and abdomens. 

Images are taken to a ritual fetishistic metamorphosis.

A story is unfolding among the closely cropped,  emphatic narratives; images, bodies, faces, etc -- all corresponding to some private vision -- a mélange of confessional affects.

NEWS BROADCAST (V.O.)

We all know the script: unstable artistic personality suffers through self-destructive life while producing tormented, but brilliant, artwork. Elaborate works filled with images of human wreckage uncompromising savagery and sexual psychodramas

INT. APARTMENT-DAWN

An exhausted HARRIS looks at the end result-both narrative and starkly visual- a textured manipulation of dreams and memory.  

NEWS BROADCAST (V.O.)

In this exhibition [TITLED], the pathological analysis of this hyper stimulated, “diseased artist” comes through in images that conveys both a sense of foreboding and aftermath an approaching sense of catastrophe and an insistence to face it rather than flee.
	

	

	


HARRIS (V.O.)

It’s about fairytales. Here viewers will cleverly uncover the dangers in our quest for the happily ever after.

NEWS BROADCAST (V.O.)

Does happily ever after exist?

HARRIS (V.O.)

Happily ever after… but at what cost?  

INT. GALLERY’S MAIN SPACE -NIGHT

Sweeping, ACTIVE camera moves through "Arty" Crowd engaged in Ad-lib conversations stand around at various angles. 

The camera DOLLIES slowly through faces enjoying exhibit that surrounds them in photomontage, video instillations, and synaesthesia--multi-media images of violence/ mediated death, erotica, blended, into collages of apocalyptic disintegration. 

INT.GALLERY’S RECEPTION AREA-NIGHT

Artist’s Reception media interviews HARRIS.

Matured there's both a magnetism and a distance to him an intense mixture.

CAMERA PANNING the instillation that is a combination of point and shoot’ crime-scene and other imagery which explore personal unhidden truths and private passions that echoes in the stillness of death. 

Although disquieting and often brutal, the evocative photographs have an atmospheric, eerie beauty that belies their purpose. 

HARRIS

So here’s my fairytale with happy never endings and sadly ever afters.

INTERVIEWER

Okay?

Harris shows off his great story-telling prowess.
HARRIS

Gotta dive into it, Alice in Wonderland-style.
His delivery sounds almost like a RAP lyric /hip-hop techno song

HARRIS

The mirror stares upon his sight he sees his mind in this dimension where right is left, and left is right. His myriad eyes observes his plight a past in glassed deflection. The mirror stares upon his sight.

CAMERA stays on Photographed “cut-out” an invasion of an eye staring out, CU mysterious Detail; the reflection of a camera' lens looking right back through the iris. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

Screeches and screams echoes in spite, alive in harrowing detentions where right is left, and left is right. In vision-world of cosmic white, where logic lacks of comprehension the mirror stares upon his sight


The eye, seen in the world it sees, as it sees the world alludes directly to the extremely close and (literally) magnified seeing that is the principal concern of his photography—not the voyeur's secret sexual gratification but his fascination with the human body as an passive object

HARRIS (V.O.)

This mirror shatters frightfully, His fragments ruptured in reflection in red, this terror trails the night along the path of recollections; the mirror stares upon his sight. 

POV Image: A bizarre Fractured Fairy Tale Image: A darker reimagining of Little Red Riding Hood. Narrative and visuals, utilizing a werewolf as a literal sexual predator.
HARRIS

Little Red…. has always been one of my favorites, and even more fascinating is the history behind the story. The original story is very dark, and without a happy ending. It involves horrors far beyond what a child should understand or hear of. It’s a warning for little boys and girls, warning them about the trickery of “wolves” but maybe the wolf in this fractured tale could be transformed into a human being. Scary, but in this day and age, with the scarcity of wolves, there are more two legged predators! So, you see, it makes sense cause a man can be just as ravenous and blood thirsty as any monster. In fact, most monsters are made of man. 

POV Image titled Fabletown: Features a Red Riding Hood character who is half girl and half wolf.

HARRIS

Weird Red Riding Hood- poor naïve-virginal girl who was stupid and didn’t listen skipping along the path, idly picking flowers and sang little snippets of popular songs."Like a virgin, oohh!" There was someone else in the meadow that day, a large, vicious slavering wolf. Thusly, she has dropped her basket and he fell upon her and devoured her right there and the “fruits” she bared…and now the wolf had his way.  He held her red skirt up with one arm while simultaneously yanking down her red panties down to her ankles with the other. All of her squirming afforded him a good view of her sex…cause… you know what happened?

INTERVIEWER

No?

POV: A demonic girl dressed as red riding hood who wants to be devoured by a creature known as Mr. Wolf.  Image focuses heavily on the sexual undertones of the story and psychology of sexual predation.
HARRIS

She had gone insane inside the Big Bad Wolf's belly, he craped out a violent sociopath who chopped up the woodsman, her would be savior, with his own saw, and needed to be placed in the EverAfter Maximum Security Asylum, along with other twisted fairy tale characters. May God have mercy on their souls….i’m off to bed now.

INTERVIEWER

Don’t let the bed wolves bite.

HARRIS

Good one.

Camera PANS to an instillation piece a “DOLL HOUSE” filled with the endearing cuteness of beloved toys and cartoon characters turns menacing and monstrous.

 Much of the work has the quality of childhood nightmares. In those dreams, long before any adult understanding of the specific pains and evils that live holds, the familiar and comforting objects and images of a child's world are rent with something untoward. 

For children, not understanding what really to be afraid of, these images portend some pain and disturbance lurking into the landscape.

The low-to the-floor perspective is suggestive of a child stumbling upon mature scenes.

HARRIS

Now this one is the work of the witch fattening us for the kill, the troll waiting beneath the bridge.  

An image of Mickey Mouse, Mickey’s rendered from an oblique angle, his jaunty, ingenuous visage looks somehow sneaky and suspicious, his broad smile, encasing a row of gleaming teeth seems more a snarl or leer.

His terrifying demeanor hints of things to come.

HARRIS (V.O.)

The witch won, and the troll emerged. And in a frenzy of lust, he falls to his knees before said troll, who uses his "sweet mouth" in a noisy back-alley blowjob.

INTERVIEWER

Okay? Looks like you went a little Dexter on us.  Cruel, definitely cruel, and very interesting.

HARRIS

I was hoping that you would say a little like Dexter in that you can't keep your eyes off me, even though you know he's off the map in terms of right and wrong.

BILLY In the F.G. HARRIS, currently in mid-story. 

His POV LAP DISSOLVE between details of brutalized/ twisted anatomies seen in an orgiastic reverie.

INTERVIEWER

What about artistic merit?

HARRIS

Things like composition, finding the moment, perspective it’s all here.  The emotive power of my work perpetrates a unique type of abuse. Direct witnessing is painful, since you can't ignore your own participation in the gaze.

INTERVIEWER

Are you a survivor?

HARRIS

WITNESS, SURVIVOR VICTIM you name it. 

Let’s just say my own story is under enemy control. 

Harris POV: Suspension of a trauma body in a self-bondage body bag with the words: VICTIM_____BYSTANDER_____PERPETRATOR imprinted on it. The suspension does not deal with religious intent (transcending the body) nor the S&M exploration of pain and pleasure. There is a concentration on the details of the imprisonment and suffering. 

Suspended and in stress the anxiety, the uncertainty accompanies the feeling of being vulnerable.

The nude and silent body in its static suspension is an image of suspended animation, an anesthetized and pacified body that feels pain but remains silent and stoic.

 A suspended trauma body is a zombie body. To be suspended is to be between states.  

The scene is a condensed emblem of submitting to the rule of force. We can consider its abstract sadism free from real-life implications.

An audio link is supplemented by a color video image, superimposed.  

A monologue is piped over video footage of a desolate road oscillates between a stalker’s attack plans and his prey’s anxious vulnerability. 

HARRIS

I call this one ‘Perpetrator, Victim, and Third Party’ 
HARRIS is struck by the burden of affinity.

.

HARRIS

My own tragedy has been exploited to the full. We are all the stars of our lives. I’m giving them entertainment.

HARRIS, a bit shit-faced is walking an imaginary tightrope.  

Every few steps he almost loses his balance, but with comical gyrations he manages to complete the walk.  

HARRIS

OMG OMG OMG Mickey Mouse! 

Billy approaches.

POV:  A time-ravaged corpse of his giant, Mickey Mouse, blown up to monstrous, taxidermy proportion. Made of hair, bones and fingernail parings to the plasticized corpse is full of holes and caverns.  Meanwhile, the giant’s flesh is also punctured with shards of mirrored glass.

BILLY

wtf ....and why the fuck mickey mouse? i love mickey mouse and look what you made of him.

He looks up at BILLY and grins.

HARRIS

Splat. Mickey go blood and guts finish. It’s the end of that crazed, desperate monster. 

BILLY

Let me guess-your boogeyman when you were a kid?

HARRIS

Yep, an evil Mickey Mouse use to jump on my bed at night but more in a state of "arrested decay"…yours?

BILLY

Just the real Bogey man. I'm still waiting for Dean and Sam Winchester to come and take care of my personal bogeyman.

He extends his hand, helping Harris to his feet.

BILLY

It’s Billy.

HARRIS

Billy, right. Hey I caught your show once. Man….” To describe a performance by Billy B…. Blood flows. But a sacredness infuses. Ritual. Exorcism. Taboo. Transcendence. The body invaded. The body politic. Addiction, identity, oppression. Scenes from a harsh life. … He's not necessarily trying to shock anyone, but of course he does. What you see, how you react, depends on your own experiences. I've seen people weep with recognition…. You can't be jaded. It's real pain.”

BILLY

“Being dismembered by subjects of exceptional cruelty and perversion… from a totally personal perspective.” They hurt my feelings… to the point of the unavoidable rupture….got me locked up….me, once more.

HARRIS

With the crazies. 

BILLY

So you remember. 

HARRIS

Yeah…I….Yeah…
BILLY

Well since that time I’ve totally evaded my neuroses.

HARRIS

….Hey, sorry about…

BILLY

The suicide attempt. Yeah, well I have worked through most of my obsessions.  I’m a new man purged from artefacts, and sado-masochistic excess

Slow appraising glance of exhibition

BILLY

So” Mr. Crazy” Dude-ful come on, give me a tour. Thrill me.

Harris leads him through “The multimedia horror show.” The visual and interactive installations are a venerable symphony of violence, sex and confusion in live physical performances, recorded video, dance and combat troupes. 

The installation environment and experience a kind of kinky hyperactive vaudevillian visual virtuosity. 

HARRIS

So, about me: As you can see I’m shamelessly self involved and the proud bearer of an affliction known as obsession which has introduced me to many skillfully insane beings, one i even got to cohabitate with and in his words “love” madly. i have been blessed with incredible sadness the depths of which i will not explain here but those types of experiences leave indelible scars and potential for much “joy” and clarity and great pictures.
POV:  [Instillation Piece] In a dark space, hands are projected onto the body of visitors. Without taboo, they explore their bodies.

BILLY

oh, eeeek!!!!!!!

HARRIS

- yah, so like this is my attempt at being all a artist person guy.
BILLY

It’s interesting to say the least and kinda wacky

HARRIS

Now before we go any further you must agree that everything you do, see, say, hear, and feel here is your responsibility. Enter if you agree with the above.

BILLY

oh……………i’m so scared!

HARRIS

You agree?

BILLY

Yeah, I agree.

HARRIS

Prepare your emotions. You are about to be amazed

His video stills mix seamlessly with his photography series, and his photographic images translate naturally into sculptural and mixed-media forms. 

Poetic and often macabre, these images existing in a theater environment that’s both narrative and starkly visual.
BILLY

And I though I did some fucked up shit.

HARRIS

Maybe I should put a warning upfront, in the manner of the Surgeon General: This exhibit contains some extremely disturbing inner demons, and may damage the spiritual health of people who are sensitive to cruelty and violence. 

BILLY

‘Look at these pictures and what do you see?" "Men in white jackets are coming for me. Look a bit closer and what can you tell?

"Lock me up quick 'cause I think I'm in Hell."

CLOSE IN Their faces superimposed on images in a manner shown as perpetually linked to them.  The resulting mise-en-scène for each is secretive, private: 

HARRIS

Hey Billy? What’s worse than a tormented artist?

BILLY

To be simply tormented.

HARRIS

Bravo!  But there is another.

BILLY

Who is?

HARRIS

A tormented artist whose "artist block" has invaded his rational mind. 

POV: A series of perverse animal-head-human-body sculptures presented in a slightly erotic and perverse manner
HARRIS

Mine; took a ton of clay to make him; and when it was done--I'd wanted a muse, but had created a monster. When my muse died, we had a lovely funeral. We sang spirituals and all the songs we remembered from Sunday school. They had to break his legs to fit him in the coffin; dispensing with embalming saved cash. When they lowered the coffin I threw in a bouquet of blood-red roses from the day-old bin at Hillsdale Florist. The roses had begun to turn black--he would have liked that. He was that kind of monster. 

What friends I had left hugged and kissed me then; others had run screaming from my monster muse long ago.

POV:  Time-ravaged hyper-real sculpture corpse of giant, Mickey Mouse, filled with brutal details is full of holes and caverns.  Meanwhile, the giant’s flesh is also punctured with shards of mirrored glass.

HARRIS

But what's dead might not stay dead. (beat) He tracked mud into my bedroom, looking more alive…he smelled of earth and salt but no sleaze; his lips were as soft as a newborn's. So I patched him together with spirit gum and spare parts from a special effects house in Hollywood. But when he spoke he blamed me for all the evils: his broken life, his broken legs, and me. So I put a bullet between his eyes;


SOUND: GUNSHOT echoing through the silence. The acrid smell of gun smoke still stings his nostrils.

BILLY

Hey My Miss Monster, muse extraordinaire, before my blood letting days, got me drunk first, and played with my pecker after with all the nasties like a fine septum piercing.  No, no, Frankenstein! You made your “Young Little Sugar Cry”. ..and i guess that can sometimes come with consequences... Anyway, this is all just a tip. 

HARRIS

It works for me.

Though complicit, they are also completely alone.

BILLY

Guess we're lucky to have logic superior to feelings, aren't we?  Anyway, thanks I'll be lurking.
EXT. GALLERY/OUTSIDE-NIGHT

BILLY walking away, hunched in the rain. He taps out a single cigarette from his shirt pocket, lights it and EXHALES deeply.

He appears self-possessed, but smoking hungrily giving a sense of something more going on below the surface.

INT. CAR-NIGHT

Car cruising Billy glances off to the side of the road His POV a woman stranded. 

He catches fleeting glimpses of a face that was so familiarly haunting like the atmospheric dreaming fear that burdens and terrifies him.

Billy lightly drums his fingers in frustration.

BILLY

Common Billy you’ve got to keep yourself together.

He looks back through the rear view mirror.  He slams his foot on the brake pedal.  The car halts with screeching tires. Billy hesitates before he shifts into reverse gear.

BILLY

What the fuck, what the fuck? What the fuck am I doing?
He stops by the YOUNG WOMAN that invokes a strange familiarity to the ubiquitous poster.

There are eerie echoes here of an unwelcome intimacy.

INT. CAR - NIGHT 

BILLY smiling pensively

BILLY

Need a ride?

WOMAN

Yeah, thanks! 

INT. CAR-NIGHT

We see a brief flicker of unease in BILLYS’ eyes.

WOMAN

Why are you staring at me, you're freaking me out.

BILLY

Sorry. It’s just that you look like someone I knew.

WOMAN

People always say I look like the person they knew, their sister, mother and even I said (jabbering) when people say you look like someone- 
The violent glare from an oncoming vehicle is thrown straight at BILLY. 

The lights "flare" horrifyingly bright.

FLASH!!!

IMAGE- pair of black empty eyes, a pit of emptiness, amnesia, to-- EXTREME CLOSE UP BILLY’S face, especially the eyes strangely altered.

He turns to WOMAN PASSAGER looks frightening in the harsh light, deathly pale. Like a ghost.

Her face morphing and stretching distorted with anger and screams of his mother.

Recognizing the presence he tries to beat down the impulsiveness, unable to he begins striking the passenger.  

EXT. CITY STREETS-NIGHT

The car careens towards us; HORN BLARES, BRAKES SCREECH, Billy’s thrown into a storm of...FLASHBACKS 

Billy swings the car across both lanes in one furious motion and slams on the brakes. 

The car goes over the edge of the road into a ditch bordering an open field.

INT. CAR-NIGHT

CAMERA BOOMS DOWN and PUSHES IN WHIPS RT TOWARDS BILLY. 

BILLY stumbles from the CAR out onto the sidewalk.

EXT. STREETS-NIGHT

CAMERA rushes towards him, running away; at ground level conveying the viewpoint of an on rushing monster—a graphic description of sodden fear.  

EXT. GALLERY-NIGHT

BILLY BANGS on door/opening.

INT. GALLERY-NIGHT

Billy draining a bottle of whiskey, gulping it down in great raw swallows.

BILLY

Hey Harry! Yo dude I'm getting messed up asss hell. Where the hell are you??? Dude?

He crashes drunkenly into a wall 

BILLY

"Ahhh! Shit…mother- f-u-c-k-e-r!

HARRY

You okay?

Into wall*Slumping to the floor.

BILLY

WHAAAAAAAT NO WAY MAN

HARRIS

What are you doing here?

BILLY

Okay, what's﻿ going on﻿ here is I'm really fucking drunk I don't even have enough strength to fucking lift me up 

His eyes drift into: installation room

INT. GALLERY’S INSTILLATION ROOM (inner sanctum)-NIGHT

The claustrophobic nature of the art is heightened by its placement in the small, dark rooms of the lower galleries

Small Exhibition space is transformed into an evocative three-dimensional work of visual art, featuring a variety of media illuminated with Harris’ own intuitions. 

The elements of sound, imagery, simple video loops, text and lighting are used to create a visceral and/ conceptual experience that engage all of the senses. 

His photographic works fill and transform space- their collective power overwhelming the viewer in a way that an individual image cannot. 

BILLY

What the hell?

HARRIS

Welcome to my inner sanctum. You'll find snacks and cookies on the left; the bathroom is on your right. And here is where the really scary things live.

Harris disclaims, thespian gestures wildly

HARRIS

The bigger the walls a man builds around himself, the more demons he must fight alone inside. 

HARRIS leads BILLY through a hanging installation of photographic Images on large, translucent negatives.  

Images of brutality and other photographic works are silently projected on to the wall to a near-hypnotic and meditative effect.  The emotional proximity is intense. 

Both are jarred into a visually poetic confrontation; a collision of physical experience and sense memories as the psychologically stark work becoming harrowing intimate, personal, and threatening. 

From here on in the entire instillation is an enchanting definition of a work in progress, a marvel of construction and art design. 

Each instillation space seems alive vibrating and full of tension and in a constant state of evolving. 

The visuals, atmosphere, and sound sets blend with morphing and liquid CGI effects to create moods and anamorphic transfers that one nor the other could have accomplished singularly.

Even the art seems alive, and active but something more than that: the artist turns inert matter into animate form.  Each creation is affected by observation, the observer and the observed. 

HARRIS

Cage match style. 

INT. VIDEO MONITOR/AUTO-PORTRAIT

Through digitally imposed fractal Image of HARRIS- video portrait installation captures him in a ‘sliver of time’ – moving yet frozen, self-consciously entrapped. 

In this image, the artist's mouth replaces one eye. The other covered by an Antique Box camera lens (psychological dislocation).

CU Video-Portrait image a remote, eerie presence -- “mouthing” words, the fervent tone and gesticulations evoke an aura of grave drama; enhancing a harrowing story with striking facial expressions.

HARRIS

But now he wants out, he wants to leave that world.

BILLY

What world?

HARRIS

You know, the world were everybody suffers from KMS Kodak Moments Syndrome. It’s a condition that freezes forever, reassuring images of kids’ birthday parties, barbecues, Kodak Christmases, and other homely celebrations.  

BILLY

Barnum’s animal crackers

HARRIS

What?

BILLY

Barnum’s animal crackers are possibly the single most nostalgic object of my childhood. The cheerful little red box with the white string stapled on either side to act as an unnecessary little handle. Each side of the box pleasantly displaying four different circus animals with their respective offspring symbolizing in some adorable, familiar way the… paternal bond….bond…. represented each time a parent nods approval as their child holds up a box of the cookies with both arms over their head, silently begging for this mere pittance that they could enjoy and assuredly still finish each vegetable they were given at dinner.  Although my circumstances have changed dramatically since I used to beg for animal crackers I’m still dragged back to the “gory…I mean…glory days. As nostalgia should, it seems to take me back to the memories that mean the most, either for better or for worst. The imperfect, unplanned memories that would be completely unremarkable to anyone else but you or those you your sad news life story. These odd, unplanned memories are the ones we should hold closest because they are the most real. They taught us something. They made us laugh or cry, more of the latter, each time warming the small center of my chest, taking me back to not only the moment but also the actual feelings I once had. 

HARRIS

Fuck Kodak Moments. Staged, perfectly poised portraits everyone idiotically obsesses over, never compare to the failed ones where your desperately trying to escape someone not sharing in the same misguided sense of duty to stand perfectly still and show the camera how much you floss. 

Fractal video portrait morphs into video images of ruptured flesh and ghostly kid’s parties that are further ruptured and drained of life by Harris’s torturous manipulations of the film stock, through chemical processing, filters, optical printing, re-photography, and even holes punched in the frame symbolizing the breaches, breakdowns, and collapse of body, and family

HARRIS

The act of looking is always a ‘failure to recognize’.
CLOSE UP a fractal image of a blossoming flower. When you really look at the insides of some of the blossoms, their visceral embodiment looks almost like internal organs, like a body turned inside-out, evolving, metamorphosizing into a flower.

Manipulation of the soundtrack, render a young boy’s sweetly banal voice into a slow, guttural cry.

FLASH:

Nude body of a young boy on the bed, his belly ass and thighs exposed. 

The naked boy is subjected to what appears to be a peculiarly disgusting abuse as the camera does an endless slow crawl over his body.

END FLASHBACK: 

A beat, then, cryptic

HARRIS

So bleed the ghost of my past trapped inside this wicked, malicious looking glass.

Camera PANS this self-created and self-perpetuated emotional prison and begins to slowly rotate around the monitor containing the video portrait now locked into a state of suspended animation.

INT. INSTILLATION/VIDEO MONITOR/AUTO-PORTRAIT 

HARRIS

Ghost that once molested and manipulated, have been expelled into this vast void of the virtual realm, doomed to exist in a noisy feedback of “eternal return”
At the end of the loop camera lens is lowered from face revealing the other eye totally obliterated, torn from its socket. (Spatial dislocation) 

Auto portrait becomes a wavering image of a stretched out face. It’s eerie, repetitive creep cutting to the nerve.

SERIES OF REACTION SHOTS- HARRIS/ BILLY’S POV Video Monitor and Real-Time Image, their eyes fading to various "visions"

CAMERA PUSHES IN: Video image of Obliterated eye.

FLASHEDIT:

INT. MOTHER’S BEDROOM (PAST)-NIGHT

YOUNG BILLY entering finding his MOTHER in some form of undress, nightgown or dressed in only her underclothes. 

He stands in front of her while she sits on the bed scolding him, her face registering chastising anger. She’s fiercely drunk -- out of control. To anyone unfamiliar with the extremes of alcoholism, it is a terrifying sight. 

She then pulls down his pants/ underpants lays him across her bare thighs and spanked humiliating situation for a twelve year old trying to resist getting an erection and failing.

Mother remains aware of the sexual nature of these punishments.

EXT. SQUALID SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD MOTEL (PAST)-NIGHT

Sexually provocative sounds emanate from the adjacent room. BILLY cautiously approaches the adjacent room.  WOMAN is tagged teamed. One of them spots YOUNG BILLY-- thrusts out his tongue in an obscene lick. He rushes back into his room.

INT. BACK BEDROOM-NIGHT

JOHN enters, slams the door shut. He grabs Billy by the neck and takes him to the bed where he is brutally violated 

EXT. LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

A bruised and scarred BILLY exits out into the living room, passing drug idled Mother.

The charged SOUNDS of the outside traffic dissolves: Camera PANS through the darkness occasionally lit by the glare from passing cars.

They are alone in a vacuum of abrasive heartbeats and the occasional strain of unforgiving breaths.

INT. MOTEL (PAST)-NIGHT

CU BILLY: the fear turning into anger. Rather ominously he glares around the room with angry crystal blue eyes. PANNING to JOHN’S passed out- CU their flush faces and hanging heads.

BILLY PANS to his right and sees his MOTHER Her hair sticks to her wet face. Her eyes are turning a dull, milky white. The effect is horrifying. 

YNG BILLY steps into the room and sits sullenly in the nearest chair. JOHN stirs. Billy reaches for something under the couch.

He SLOWLY rises with a baseball bat in hand. He suddenly strikes Johns’ again and again, each blow harder than the last. 

ANGLE ON BILLY: UGLY, VICIOUS, AND VIOLENT. QUICK CUTS: Blood and meat spray and speckle everything around him. MOTHER stirs as Billy continues to vent. He remains oblivious.

BILLY (V.O.)

Sometimes the weakest voices 

From behind she reaches out, touching him.  He turns, swinging bat -connecting- Her skull cracked open on impact. 

Time begins melting away as his Mother falls, his eyes wide in disbelief.
INT. MOTEL (PAST)-NIGHT

BILLY can’t stop panting, unable to catch his breath, standing in the unnatural quiet of the aftermath. Racked bat on the floor beside him.

The bodies are still, blood silently pooling around them, blinking the sweat from his eyes.

Billy sees his MOTHER. You can feel his horror at the sight of her laid in a pool of blood, body broken like a child's discarded toy.

BILLY (V.O.)

Cry the loudest wails.

He is stock-still, victim of his own terror. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

I don't think I want to know I just really don’t think I do. 

INT. MOTEL (PAST)-NIGHT

CAMERA PULLS BACK to reveal a young BILLY lightly splattered with blood. The aftermath: realization.

Billy TERRIFIED, his hands twisted into paralyzed fists, his knuckles white. 

BILLY (V.O.)

The Death of the Little Hen': Then the little cock was left alone with the dead Rooster, and dug a grave for him and laid him in it, and made a mound above it. On which he sat down and fretted until he died too. 

Billy drop to his knees. He crawls over to a woman's body, tenderly touches the face, caresses her lips, cheeks, smoothes back her hair before impulsively kissing her on the cheek laying beside her curled up in fetal position, an almost involuntary reaction on his part.

BILLY (V.O.)

Cause he was the first fucking wound.

END FLASHEDIT:

INT. INSTILLATION-NIGHT

HARRIS

Okay 
BILLY

Bam! Bam! Went the baseball bat. Revenge whack bastard douche bag  smack!

HARRIS

Who…..?

BILLY

Part of my extra-dys-fuck-tional family. 

HARRIS

 Who?

CU Billy’s tear stained--sweat, black-as-sin, bad seed eyes, we see an abused child whose purity is still visible but shot through with fear, guilt and regret. 

Traumatic gaze:
BILLY

My mother-she hurt me, I hurt her back it was ugly. Butt ugly- One-sided butt-ugly. 
Billy turns to Harris with the heartbreaking gaze of an abandoned child. 

BILLY

But she wasn’t the only one.

HARRIS

Who else? 
BILLY

I mean for awhile there I was certain that I’d been through as much hell as possible without dying and it was finally my time to enjoy more than fleeting happiness, Not! I mean this man’s charisma was fucking hotheaded.(beat) Where talking one murderous, anti-family, torso-grinding lube-riding… with an irresistible urge for pedophilia…

POV-an installation of a horrific pair of ghostly white life-size painted-polyurethane foam figures that graphically depicts the grisly aftermath of a sexual assault --strung up by their genitals. Below is an anguished figure whose clothing, are strewn around him.

BILLY

…seductively stealing into the bedroom, subserviently lowering underwear, and silently inviting an interfaith penetration

Re-traumatizing/triggering:

BILLY

Daddy: Ooooju Koooji...Kiss Daddy, Comon Kiss Daddy....oh Nooooooooo
HARRIS

... dude…
There is a strange, pleading expression on BILLYS face-the remnants of a forsaken childhood.

BILLY

A: He also raped me. Q: Who raped you? A: My father, ma'am. Q: And you said you were raped, how were you raped this time? A: He did the same thing. Q: What did you do?  I got even…ruined face, ruined body, humiliated until the end of time. When fear becomes unhinged it has the capability of causing great harm.

FLASHEDIT:

INT. CAR (PAST)-NIGHT

The violent glare from an oncoming vehicle is thrown straight at BILLY. 

END FLASHEDIT:

HARRIS

Regardless of intentions. 

Montage: Cross-cutting reminding us of their

Journeys' thematic parallelisms.
INT. HOUSE (PAST)-NIGHT



BILLY (V.O.)

How very, very wrong I was. A little boy… outside It's raining inside its cold I paint A picture with my box of crayons. Turn the sky to green and the rain to pink, the road to blue. I look at the picture
The colors Green Sky's, pink rain, blue roads, are all fake. I knew it but I drew it on paper and I regret
letting my imagination make it.

FLASHEDIT:  

Blurry images of fathers evisceration. In a SERIES OF RAPID-FIRE CUTS, 

BILLY (V.O.)

The lighter it will flicker it will fail it will flicker it will fail it will flicker it will fail it will flicker it will light. The rainbow will catch fire and the flames will jump higher and the world, my world will ignite, burn.

Filtered sunlight shimmers off the blade of the knife as it slashes downward, a barrage of stabbing motions, tearing at cloth and flesh. 

CLOSE IN Billy stands over the body on his blood-soaked bed

BILLY (V.O.)

I watched as the flames ate the world. I watched as it burned and I turned into a flame that wanted to burn the world down

INT. APARTMENT (PAST)-NIGHT

YOUNG HARRIS raises gun-- terrified, unsure, gun-hand trembling. 

Camera PANS over to a pair of cold eyes saying "battery and homicide."

BILLY/HARRIS (V.O.)

And the picture that I drew which is anything but new will be the only thing that's fine.

The camera, as first person, rushes on him - We here the SOUND of A VIOLENT PIERCING ECHOE.  Camera PANS to Harris; stands rigid, hand clutching gun. 

BILLY/HARRIS (V.O.)

I will be charged with the blame, the butchery and the shame that is known as my fault

END FLASHEDIT:

INT. GALLERY INSTILLATION SPACE-NIGHT

HARRIS

Sometimes, when men become monsters, there is no other way than permanently preventing them from creating more monsters

Camera PANS very unsettling yet intriguing photos (Scarytale Photography) of disturbingly frightening images juxtaposed against familiar classic western fairytale scenes. 

Beloved characters like Snow White, Hansel and Gredel, Tom Thumb, Little Red Riding Hood, and Sleeping Beauty are all given creepy twists, with the heroes/heroines engaging in some very sorted acts.

Scattered amongst a series of Hans Bellmer styled mutated/ articulated life-sized pubescent male and female dolls , in numerous permutations or explicitly sexualized with animal imagery, realistic or mythical ones they are dramatic characters oftentimes brutality implicit, with intimations of rape as victims of an unseen tormentor.

Behind the animal images we see a confusion of anatomical body parts violently fragmented and perverse recombination’s, surrounded by white undergarments.

This cursory landscape and the curious detail takes on a disturbing reality.

HARRIS (V.O.)

But there all so warm and cuddly and trustworthy! They could never be criminals! 

BILLY (V.O.)

Grover and Big Bird were found dead with their bodies horribly mutilated. Police will later find the Tookie Monster passed out next to Mr. Snuffalufagus in a West Oakland crack house.

Heh! He'll be right next to the corpse of Mickey Mouse, found post mortem with his hand down Goofy's pants in what can only be described as a strange homoerotic murder-suicide pact fueled by large amounts of Heroin and Crack. Once again, Disney brings us magic for the whole family. 

Harris picks up an antique windup toy made of celluloid. When wound the gentleman, dressed like a circus ringmaster, begins to tap dance.

HARRIS

And we’ll offer you the thrill and exhilaration of BEING THERE  

They continue their graphic and visual stroll through the instillation. 

Harris TOUTING like the Circus Ringmaster holding his hands up in dramatic effect, “That’s right, Ladies and Gentlemen.”

HARRIS

For this visual kidnapping we use state-of-the-art simulations and pharmacology to give you the gut-wrenching and mind-twisting experience of what it’s like to be a victim. 

They step into another instillation space- hit with a barrage of mind-melding visual and aural loops, from  goresploitation films  and other paraphernalia seemingly put together from a skip-load of analogue artefacts  of scarifying junkyard constructions.

BILLY (V.O.)

In up-close and personal real-life action

INT. INSTILLATION-NIGHT

Like a circus ringmaster or a loquacious talk show host, HARRIS/Billy flits in and out of narralogues (the theatricality of the abuse, torture, and violence). 

BILLY

Your heart will start to pound. You will moan as you begin to feel the pain of your own flesh shattered. In the darkness you will hear and feel your own personalized assault.

When he gestures with his hands, they resemble guns and the sound of shots emanate from them. 

HARRIS

Because we want to give you the full experience, we arrange for you to stay overnight so that you can feel “it” and all the percussions all night long.   Based on family photos you provide, will prepare and project laser images of your dad’s dead body in your front doorway.  We will really test your guts with holographic images of your mom screaming as she tries to stop the bleeding. EVERYTHING will be extremely realistic. Yes, this will cost more than your life it will be the experience of a lifetime.

	

	

	

	

	


INT. INSTILLATION-NIGHT

CAMERA PUSHES IN on HARRIS he booms, hamming it up at times.

HARRIS

There’s more. We’ll carefully inject you with all of the necessary potions to induce PTSD, sleep deprivation and hallucinations to round out your experience. Some participants have even reported such deep despair that it has occurred to them (during the simulation) that they should never have signed up for this program and that their lives have been totally fucked up. Well join the club!  We can’t guarantee this particular experience, but it has been known to occur—you might be one of the lucky ones!

We’ll even provide you with a simulated little boy (it is a soft electronically-sophisticated silicone doggie style” love doll with embracing arms, and an inviting mouth, pleasure skin lips with a raised tongue •and a tight young virgin love passage).  You will have the chance to earn points as you try to shield your “child” from the abusers.  We will program him to become weak and lethargic at pre-determined times as he is taken from behind, and you will have the opportunity to experience the excruciating excitement of not being able to rescue him.  You will be tested for long minutes while your “little boy” struggles to free himself.  Eventually, you will FEEL THE HORROR of looking at him as he looks at you with those questioning eyes, ‘why mommy, why?  Everything will be incredibly realistic-you will not be disappointed!  It will all seem so real that you’ll be back for more!

CONTINUE:

We think of everything down to the tiniest detail.  We’ll cover you with fresh and dried blood.   You will delight in the sights and sounds of wasted human life without any conscious purpose or hope. We‘ll arrange for some of you to come upon the remains of their “loved ones”.  Nine out of ten of our patrons are brought to real tears!  THIS IS A QUALITY EXPERIENCE THAT YOU WILL NOT FIND ANY WHERE ELSE.

There is a growing awareness of the artist conjuring these vistas.

BILLY

We offer you things that no human being could-should ever really tolerate! Where there’s no control over your own body-destroyed by highly orchestrated and sophisticated (sexual) violence. This part of our program is guaranteed to cause you to piss your pants out of fright (we back this with our money-back guarantee).

They walk past a particular, is a lineup of small circular mirrors. Harris breathes on them; an image will appear through the condensation. 

These shadowy people are taken from newspaper photographs of individuals who have died, sometimes violently. Their disappearing act mirrors real-life circumstances in particular and raises questions we all have about death

HARRIS

Lucky for you after you finished your session, we will usher you over to our exclusive and patented Recovery Center, where therapists will work with you to cleanse away any undue mental side effects that might have occurred WE WILL PREPARE YOU TO GO HOME unscathed. We absolutely guarantee that no part of this experience will turn you into a dove.  

Camera PANS a series of narrative panels of haunting yet beautiful portraits of children titled Human Dolls. The photo images are manipulated by the use of rich color and contrast which bring your focus directly to the Bizarrely Wide Eyed exaggerated eyes. 

Next to narrative panels a homemade doll, face down in the crotch of a mannequin, the neck is spring-loaded, so every once in a while, the head would bob back and forth.

Images are titled such as “stranded,” “I won’t hurt you,” and “Why?,” This collection tells a whole story

 With one glance the observer quickly understands the emotion being portrayed by the artist through this series of photos. 

BILLY

We take care of everything so that you can sit back and savor every detail of your Victim entertainment experience. 

INT. INSTILLATION-NIGHT

	


Billy’s POV: “HUMAN DOLLS” imagery. 

BILLY (V.O.)

Why?

Billy counters with an irrational bravado, removes gun, pushing the barrel into his temple on the edge of violence, his finger on the trigger. 

Branding -- the barrel pressed so tight against him, it makes a deep, red imprint. 

TIGHT shot ON BILLY tense, sweaty, wide-eyed with concentration, hyper-ventilating Billy makes a show of weary patience in gestures. 

CAMARA CREEPS IN on his dawning paranoia. 

Billy drops the gun, replaces it with a small pocket knife and begins cutting into his skin (conflating the body)

EVERYTHING GETS SLOW AND HORRIFYING.

HARRIS

Billy?

Billy murmurs strange litanies as he cuts into his skin and ripping away at his face with his fingernails until he bleeds all over himself.

BILLY

I cut myself open, I’m spilling my guts!

He cuts himself again, more violently, a layer of rage over his pain.

A splash of blood stands out in stark relief against the purity of the white floor, and leads to some real-time visualizations:

INSERT – cutting words into his skin: Left 4 Dead 2 Abuse. Affected. He is fighting against the erotic charge of this.
BILLY

I am on a mission of messianic purport to kill this dangerous beast. I’m seeking to transcend this hellish metamorphosis.  ‘I command you in the name of Jesus your savior to cut the evil out! 

POV: Images which mix children with horror clichés stemming from our worst nightmares.

FLASHEDIT:

INT. BEDROOM-NIGHT

YNG BILLY hiding in between mattress and box spring of bed, bed spread covers the crack. 

SOUND FOOTSTEPS coming into bedroom. Suddenly FATHER flops on top of mattress his big body crushing Billy’s. 

It’s hard for him to take a breath under the crushing weight. He feels like he is going to suffocate. 

Father begins making scratching noises.

CLOSE IN Billy’s frightened face DISSOLVE to the vision in his mind of his father changing from a man to an even scarier monster with long claws, clawing at the mattress, trying to get to him, so “he can kill me and eat me!” 

SOUND heavy breathing and growling noises as he continues to scratch-to black out.

END FLASHEDIT:

INT. INSTILLATION-NIGHT

BILLY

Fuckity fuck fuck ouches dammit all to hell. Get the fuck out of me!!!

Provocative flourish; Billy strips naked. Not sexual in the least. More like a distorted offering.

Hyperventilation--spasms of words and weeping

BILLY

Still we assume only the positive but the positive seems to be the evil inside - is wide awake a manic illness of my brain filled with fucked up shit! Whose goal is to take over your life in revenge …. Pretty simple. OR SO YOU'D THINK....... Actually, it's more complicated than that because Fucked Up Shit is a devious little sucker and it just wants you think it's very simple. 
CONTINUE:

When you don't pay attention to Fucked Up Shit, it gets mad and resentful and pouty and starts treating you like the enemy and devising ways to get your Brain to do stupid things so it can laugh at you behind your back to hide its hurt feelings that you never pay attention to it Fucked Up Shit, it's the tiny little moments of unpleasantness and agony you personally experience when you and Fucked Up Shit accidentally find yourselves in close proximity.  It snickering at you during a whole thoroughly unpleasant series of moments in which you are saying things to yourself like 'oh fuck me!

Billy raises pen knife and peers at his reflection on the blade. 

BILLY

It's not the Shit that puts the 'Fucked Up' in Fucked Up Shit - it's the experience of not fucking liking it that puts the Fucked Up in Fucked Up Shit. In other words, shit's just shit -there's lots of it, good and bad, it's the experience of fucking hating it that makes it so goddamn fucked up.  Sacrifice vs. heart I humbly admit that it's the evil inside me that hooks me to the evil outside me and seeks grace's rescue. 4 hours ago "Lead us not into temptation..." And this gets confusing when you are trying to root the Fucked Up Shit out of your life, stomp on it like a bug, smash it into little tiny pieces and make it go away. Because your brain is specially designed to Think Big when it comes to Fucked Up Shit. 

Fucked Up Shit is like a virus in your system that cleverly induces your brain to look elsewhere so your brain can't find it and kill it. And therefore it seduces your brain into identifying big glumps of your life as Fucked Up Shit so the actual Fucked Up Shit can hide. Like this--

He’s attacked" by a spell of fear, brings the blade down slowly cutting into his forehead. He does it in a slow, methodical manner. It feels almost ritualistic

HARRIS

So cleverly and utterly ruthlessly, when we are on the hunt for shit AND WHEN I SAY "SHIT", I MEAN THAT IT'S BAD. FUCK POPULAR DEFINITIONS], but to root out and kill it, we have to keep our eyes peeled throughout the moments of life for the ones that you don't like.

POV:  An openwork human figure is pulled apart and put together by external telescopic ‘arms.

For each-true-to-life - weaves his own personal accountability theme; image inspiring reaction and reflection. 

HARRIS

Special Procedural Note: Don't do this - don't pay attention to your life unless you are actually in the mood to find out which actual parts of are hiding the shit. It can really fuck up a cozy and functional little system you are busily and productively trying to protect. Hiding in those moments when you are screaming, when you are really mad. That kind of revelation can be a real bummer if you were actually in the mood for something else. 

POV: Slashed and scraped figurative works bordering on expressionism and Futurism.  All of the pieces are characterized by an angst-ridden, expressive touch: the figures are attacked and roughly manipulated so that the remaining human debris provokes an immediate emotional reaction.

Harris reveals an imaginary camera, bringing his thumbs and index fingers close to his face through animated gestures- zooming, panning, tracking the images.

HARRIS

However, if you accidentally find yourself in the mood to make their Shit stop abusing you and lying to your brain then go ahead and pay attention to those actual moments of your life

Harris presses his finger over the imaginary camera, squints an eye, and says, “photo.”

The glassy eye of the camera re-focuses on the squatting and supine figures dragged over angular armatures. Figures are either stretched out and pinned to the floor or are perched on plinths in mock-heroic poses.  

BANGBANGBANGBANG, camera’s high-speed motor kicks in, shutter flying.  

Harris snapping away furiously as the subconscious violence hits, pounds, leaps to the eye. 

HARRIS

You find the actual moment(s) of your life that you hate and you start circling around them, eyeing them speculatively, probing their weaknesses, until you suddenly dart forward for the kill

Harris hiding Behind “Camera”- edgy and cinematic vibe/view His focus and intensity builds (here we see both the fetishsation and pathology of the optical distance.

HARRIS

Stripping away the various guises that your adversaries wear until you have narrowed down the hated moment

FLASHBACK:

INT. BATHROOM (PAST)-AFTERNOON

YOUNG HARRIS raises gun-- terrified, unsure, gun-hand trembling. The camera, as first person, rushes on him - We here the SOUND of A VIOLENT PIERCING ECHOE.  

END FLASHBACK:

HARRIS

It may take many attempts and some temporary setbacks before you conquer all the Shit moments. There may be Practical Considerations. But once its discovered, Fucked Up Shit will cower and melt like the Wicked Witch in the Wizard of Oz. It hates to be discovered. And you hear screaming 'I'm melting! I'm being turned off and turned down! I'm melting!!!' And so on. It's pretty pathetic actually but kind of satisfying to hear it screaming for its life.

SOUND a camera clicking then buzzing — a snapshot taken, another loaded.

HARRIS (V.O.)

Special Strategy No. 3 is a very very important life strategy. Use it often. Whenever you encounter the shit moment look it in the eye. This technique forces the Shit into the places where it belongs, limited if hellacious moments, and out of places where it doesn't belong. What this does is put the Shit on notice that it can't sneak around behind your back having its way and throwing How Can We Fuck Up Your Life parties with its friends. It forces Fucked Up Shit to slink around dejectedly saying things like 'I was only joking. I wasn't really going to ruin your entire life. Had you going there for a minute though, didn't I?' To which you will reply: 'Good one, Shit. You did indeed have me going there for a moment of frustrated, helpless rage. But I am the one laughing now, Hah hah because I have branded you and now you can't sneak into some big category. 

FLASHBACK:

INT. APT/CRIME SCENE (PAST)-DUSK

HARRIS (V.O.)

And then the two of you will share a good, comradely, hearty laugh because it did indeed sneak into that category before you grabbed it by the collar and pulled it out. But since you defeated it, it respects you and eventually you two will be sharing beers and swapping stories. It- Shit will stop thinking you are such a wuss and you in turn will start respecting it for its audacity… 

POV: DETECTVES and MEDICAL EXAMINERS looking out thoughtfully over the scene.

Young Harris passes between them coming down to the body as seen through his Camera lens.

Camera lowers, FOCUS ON Harris’ FACE; to ECU eye magnified and deeply revealed.

PUSH IN Body-- Image reflected on his iris like a photograph-- fluctuation of iris. 

END FLASHEDIT:

INT. INSTILLATION SPACE-NIGHT

CAMERA - A LOW DRAMATIC ANGLE ON BILLY AND HARRIS.

CAMERA-- FAST-MOVING/ APPROACHING, threatening like a shockwave, invisible itself, but VISIBLE IN ITS EFFECTS:

The framed and frozen images to morph and protrude, translating their impulses into movements.
CU Camera PANS Inert pictures  (rippled by the shockwave)  of buildings, posed ranks of functionaries, fuzzy views of empty streets devoid of detail laid bare by the circumstances of murder.

A slight buzz emanates from the power lines and street lights above a humble house. The atmosphere is eerily calm, intimate, secretive, and never less than intense.

Camera glides from room to room we hear FOOTSTEPS and VOICES, muted and echoing, resonating floating among its ruins: lives were molded here. 

Floorboards continue to creak away the rhythm of long forgotten footsteps.

The walls scream out from their peeling paper prison stained with sins from the past. They grieve for the dead who may have breathed their last breath here. The atmosphere is murky, and oppressive. 

It’s like a jump backward in time. Taken together, they become stills from a film, a nightmare ride from room to room filled with repressed memories.

In each room their abuse recreates itself teetering on the edge of their vision.

INT. ROOM (MINDSCAPE)-NIGHT

Toppled time-ravaged Mickey Mouse corpse carrying (Harris’) physical and emotional scars in its ravaged flesh.

BILLY (V.O.)

You and all your “fucked up” Shit, moments will work together on your life like combat buddies and the whole thing will just become so goddamn sentimental. 

CLOSE IN holes and caverns now filled with taxidermied creatures (birds). 

HARRIS (V.O.)

You and the shit will in fact become bonded and find yourselves there for each other in good times and bad - it will never go away, life is not meant to be free of Shit 

Camera PANS a series of images two sweaty pro wrestlers going at it; high school boys wrestling; masses of faceless men at some undisclosed event; and charmingly, little boys in a dance class. 
HARRIS
‘All muscle’ would be a way to describe it.


BILLY 

There were two rooms (at the top) and he picked one ‘A deadbolt on a bathroom door?’
Billy B did not have an exit. 

HARRIS

This detail and thought were both locked, he stepped back. The muscle did not like this fact
The spiraling of images has an almost vertiginous effect, but some of them linger long enough to unsettle, as in the shot of a naked man from what looks like old medical footage becoming increasingly agitated as a siren wails ever-louder in the background.

BILLY
The subject of tomorrow’s shooting was now shouting. Loudly! “Come out now!” “GET THE FUCK OUT HERE!……So I can….

HARRIS

“You will pay with your life if a word or a peep leaves this house…yall just need to shut that damn conversations up…” What happened next …? It could not be told-except-a detective described it as "one of the most violent and brutal attacks on a child of any age." FUCK ME
and take out the garbage feed the cat and FUCK ME!.. so do it again you can do it, I know you can and FUCK ME.(beat) And I’m still alive! It's the pause that refreshes. No... I'm not dead. Sorry to disappoint. I did however try to commit suicide that is unfortunately true. .. I feel sometimes  like a wounded animal that has nowhere to run, and the most frustrating thing is that some of my wounds are self-inflicted,.

BILLY

I know that feeling.

HARRIS

 I feel like I need to apologize to myself for who I am. I've isolated myself from the world because I feel the world has isolated itself from me because of the shit. And yet, there's a part of me that wants to keep going. I dream of walking on a sandy beach -- I've never been to a beach. I want to smell the ocean and feel a breeze on my skin. But for now, the ocean seems so far away... I asked my friend the other day, "when I die, could you go to a beach, any beach, and catch a little bit of the ocean breeze into a jar and bring it to the funeral?" a week later I tried to commit suicide. When she visited me in the hospital she brought a little jar with her. I smiled... and survived.
Quick PAN of images

HARRIS

Eighteen years ago this month In a galaxy far, far away I lay in a pool of blood….and I’m still alive-alive after ( rape). Battered, bruised, maybe hurt for life - but still alive … even with those ghost and there rattlin’ chains...were still alive….Lots of change on the horizon for yours –us truly.
BILLY

You brought it all together right here Harry ….every word….every line….shatters the mind. Agree 100%! Sort of sums it up for me.

Harris breaks into an improvised dance.

BILLY

What the hell are you doing?

HARRIS

One of the happier times I remember as a Boy I had this desire to dance but as a boy I was to play sports.  So I began, of course in private, began to link my sports activities with dancing. The two blended together. So there I was vigorously dancing my ass of and making the same moves that I had on the football field, volleyball court, and the wrestling mat. The dance and sport moves became one movement. I’m telling yeah it was  physically challenging but I realized….realize……. when I realize so many years later that it is all sport, it is all dance, and I have been playing and dancing all of my life - flow, staccato, chaos, lyrical and stillness  And the moral is all is well that ends well.

He continues dancing.

BILLY

Seems to me you should be dancing to a version of the Gloria Gaynor song 'I Will Survive' – 

Harris singing and dancing to ad-lib version of song. 

HARRIS

At first I was afraid…. THERE YOU ARE… I grew strong...and knew that I could take you on… I should have known that you were bullsh#t, just a sad pathetic dream. Go on now go....walk out the door!

BILLY

SING IT BOY!

HARRIS

HEY HEY!
INT. INSTILLATION SPACE-NIGHT

HARRIS

Hey Billy, I read your horoscope?

BILLY

Okay.

HARRIS

It said: Dear Aquarian - we know life has been dragging you on a bit - so guess what? This week you get to let all that shit go-and life will reverse itself. It's gonna be one big laugh fest for you - you're gonna pee your pants fun fun and lose your shit hundreds and hundreds of times over until you've laughed all that poison out of you. 
BILLY

God! I can’t believe people-especially the kind of morons who believe in horoscopes. They get all deliverance on your ass. 

Billy looks at him. He can feel his sincere appreciation.

HARRIS

Now can I get a witness on that? 

He feels the appreciative imprint of his eyes- approving gaze.
BILLY

RIGHT ON Harry! I'M WITH YOU BROTHER! 

Billy works himself up to a passion of emotion, almost rhapsodic through an evangelizing (expressive) dance and a like gospel improvisation. 

Harris follows in the spirit on this quick freestyle. There is an electricness about it.

BILLY

You know something is up when you're saying today and it is already tomorrow and then as you try to collect your thoughts you realize that you still wearing yesterday's clothes. Or is it day-before-yesterday's clothes that are clinging to your body comforting themselves in your warmth? I mean it must be that you are wearing those worn things to keep them comfortable because I cannot imagine being comfortable in two-day old clothes. And the issue is really not just the clothes you know! Harry you know?

HARRIS

Yeah I know. So we keep our heads up and stitch-connect the pain with a smile.

BILLY

Hallelujah… 

HARRIS

Hallelujah!
BILLY

Amen, my brother!

Billy pushes through his remaining caution, a little softening then with slow, deliberate gestures Billy extends his arms.

He opens himself up; carefully, reverently. Relaxing-he’s letting his guard down, the constriction and tension associated with traumatized attachments begins to dissipate.

The camera comes in for an intimate CLOSE UP.

The camera lingers long enough for us to appreciate the absolute peace of this image, and not seek an explanation. 

BILLY

There are scars and casualties but were turning the scars to stars! Are you with me holla, if you’re with me!

Billy stares into Harris’ eyes, a soulful, searching gaze. They exchange glances, delicate signals of mutual awareness. 

HARRIS

Hallelujah!

Wonderstruck/Divine governance/vicarious experience, he too can appreciate the wonders.

Harris takes his hand and holds on a moment, staring into him with strength.
CU of hands- It's all in the hands

HARRIS

Funny thing about how human hands work- they can hold onto something, clutch something so tight, and they can release it. 

BILLY

Yeah, you’re so right.

Billy turns his attention back to images.  The evocative photographs of the buildings embodying and reflecting personal grief takes on a new life. 

A beautiful and expansive light is seen coming into the rooms and falling across the walls, floors and detritus of the abandoned rooms --shadowy markers of death and grief--now shine forth with life holding the conscious light.

INT. ROOM-NIGHT

Time-ravaged rotting MICKEY MOUSE corpse – crystals (refracting light), and plants seem to be sprouting from the giant’s flesh, among the shards of mirrored glass.

HARRIS (V.O.)

Look on inside you, and let it decay (beat) for every absence, there is presence. For every gap, there is the possibility of filling in.…Hallelujah!

Billy falls into a state of dream-like solitude in present-time communion with the Conscious Light. 

CLOSE IN Billy’s FACE, a record of the whole destined journey now finished. 

BILLY

Hallelujah! I’m SO in a good place right now 
Quiet ecstatic reaction: ECU Billy’s EYES know the moment is...Now...His eye’s becoming vital filled with the light; his true beingness-awareness-presence. (Beatific Vision, Self Realization). 

A childlike smile has utterly transformed his face. The effect is not unlike that of a child observing a three-ring circus: so much is happening- and all of it so amazing. 

There's no way to absorb it all. One only watches with amazement and wonder as the most significant moments begin...

The camera moves through the abandoned space and gradually discovers Billy- A human being rediscovering himself.

On his face a curious look of conquest. 

BILLY

Remember that scene from Night of the Hunter?

HARRIS

Which one?

He stands up, hands the air. What follows is spontaneous, reflective, deeply felt.

BILLY

I feel clean now my whole bodies just a-
quivering with cleanness!” 

Billy reveals gun. He studies it, flipping the cylinder out to reveal a full load.

BILLY

Check it out. ... been destroyed to the point that 

Marveling A moment of self-examination

BILLY

I was going to kill myself....  Shotgun to the d*ck! 

The gun slide snaps forward with a click. Billy does it gently, as if it were a ceremony as a half a dozen police are working at the door in stealth mode. 

BILLY

 But now I’m just “quivering with cleanness!” 

VARIOUS ANGLES:

The COPS yanks door- suddenly flies open, cops enters gun drawn. 

Confronted- a startled Billy still holding gun is barely beginning to react. 

Cop drops into a combat crouch, gun extended, and shouts.

POLICE 1

HANDS IN THE AIR! NOW! MOVE IT!

HARRIS'S POV - SLOW MOTION

All natural SOUND suspended

POLICE 2

Drop it!

BILLY’S unable to react quickly enough. Cops In one motion turns and FIRES.

HARRIS

No!

The flash of a GUN-a bullet tears into Billy’s chest-- A look of terrible amazement. Billy falls to his knees.

ON HIS EYES: Nearly unconscious. HARRIS cradles the body in his left arm, cleaning the blood from his face.

BILLY

Hey, don’t, sometimes apologies aren’t enough. (Beat)Hey Harry do you ever have that feeling that certain events are meant to be? Not coincidences, but pure ‘aligned with the universe’ kinda shit

HARRIS





(Enraged, almost to tears)

Billy?!

His eyes already glassy with imminent death. 

BILLY

Maybe this life is meant to be shit, so that the next one is good. 

Billy looks at him for a moment Smiles reassuringly.
BILLY
I hope it's true because that means I'll be a millionaire or something cool in my next life. 

CLOSE IN Billy’s eyes contemplates the inevitable: A STRANGE AND UNEXPECTED CALM washes over him. 

His gesture is one of reconciliation- placidly gazing off.

BILLY

I heart you so much.

HARRIS

I HEART YOU BACK!!!!

BILLY

This is kind of endlessly cool. Very, very neat.

His fear is strangely allayed. His eyes close life exhales from his mouth.

The scene EXPLODES with a flash as a photographer captures the instant.  Harris pauses, disconcertingly stares into the camera lens.

The gallery is suddenly transformed into a frenzied sea of reporters, cameramen, photographers, and police officers.  

HARRIS seems oblivious to the commotion. He's overcome with a deep grief still staring at the camera isolated with eyes that are large and emotive. 
EXT. WET STREET - THE CRIME SCENE – LATER

PATROL CARS, a FIRE TRUCK, AMBULANCES, all flashing dome lights and a throng of terrified NEIGHBORS strangle the front of the gallery.








INT. GALLERY/INSTILLATION SPACE-NIGHT

Camera PANS instillation piece titled Inverse Reverse Perverse:

An allegory SELF PORTRAIT - Installation -sink, Bathroom Mirror, Rear Projection.

Bathroom mirror is a large concave mirror, positioned so as to reflect the viewer. Its highly polished surface, like the inside of spoon, presents a distorted reflection that varies depending on his distance from the sculpture.  As he moves towards the mirror, the reflection flips in the rear projection from an inverted likeness to a magnified, elongated image. The sculpture is a sleek, minimalist version of a funhouse mirror, whose disfiguration of his form entertains and horrifies.

HARRIS (V.O.)

Mirror, Mirror on the wall, (I see, is it you or is it me) am I: I am reflecting who: who reflecting: mirror, mirror, who: who, mirror, mirror…

The ever-changing nature of the reflections suggests the passage of time, and the transience of identity. It calls into question the experience of perception, particularly self-perception.

HARRIS (V.O.)

In a dream I said to him (the other) me "Where did you come from?" In that dream there was a toilet, and a long fat snake, the nature of it went unexplained, I flushed it down, a demon was someplace chewing gum, watching the final aspect of the dream wove with arms together. He wants me to be like Judas, sell out Christ, you see, there punishment is over, the shame and disgrace of it anyway, now they just walk about with no blood in the face, and their grace is all used up! But as for me, they want to drop me off a high building to see, me break like glass. 

An acerbic self-reflection

HARRIS (V.O.)

My distorted pieces staring from the shards.
In panic he begins tearing the whole installation apart, literally “butchering” the imagery by cutting and tearing them apart.

This soul letting-- cleansing ritual is both impelling and frightening to watch. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

Disillusioned, finally seeing the truth that hides within shattered images of broken mirror.
Permeating disturbances: 

HARRIS (V.O.)

One thousand eyes blink, with lies behind each one.
POV images/ VOICES- Each utterance containing a multitude of contradictory tones CAMERA PULLS BACK displaying the catastrophic space round him-- oppressive psychological darkness.

The room itself seems like an organic presence.

Indistinct Images begin to MOVE out of shadow GHOST-LIKE, like fading light about to extinguish as everything inside him rages to the surface.

HARRIS (V.O.)

I'm not sure why Judas betrayed Jesus, or why the demons chose Satan, or myself to God, other than sleaze is forbidden in heaven; still it can't be overlooked or forgotten, but Christ didn't die for it. So as far as Christ goes, I guess that we are in a world of lost connections.

Harris in serious study of destroyed instillation. He deconstructs and repurposes several instillation pieces.

reinterpret
HARRIS (V.O.)

I know they kept saying "Listen! Listen!" And I listened, not Christ, he gives them no time-he knows they're not worth it.

He continues on his rampage until he exhausts himself.

His POV twin reflection caught in the “shattered” images.

HARRIS (V.O.)

Child: Mirror! Mirror! Please show me my daddy. 
Mirror: How can I show you one? When he has turned into a monster eating children.
Child: Mirror! Mirror! Show me mommy
Mirror: How can I show you one? 
When she dumped you after giving birth to you.
Child: Mirror! Mirror! Show me my teacher
Mirror: How can I show you one? When they now see you as a sex toy
Child: Mirror! Mirror! Show me the preacher
Mirror: How can I show you one? When he was arrested for raping boys in Sunday school.

Child: Mirror! Mirror! What shall I do? 
Mirror: Go! My child Go and call them all, all the motherfuckers Your dads, moms, teachers and preachers…tell them to come in front of me & look them in the face They will be ashamed of themselves.
The look in his eyes as he stares at himself never leaves him. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

It's even dangerous in saying what I’m saying, it sparks the rooftop of their heads, opens doors, I think that is what Judas did; nothing more dangerous than your head in their hands, you'll come out on crutches, those made from your own bones. There is no translating a demon's dream, their s slowly erotic Pushing the pins way past good. They are life threatening, erosion and decay. They are beggars chasing me on rooftops.

FLASHBACK:

EXT. ELM SCHOOL/ROOF TOP-DAY

A young HARRIS GRIFFIN standing on the roof- stares mutely straight into the camera as though somebody is on the other side is supposed to save him. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

Begging me to die- left is a broken Mickey Mouse (watch), an addiction to coke, and memories.

END FLASHBACK:

INT. INSTILLATION SPACE-NIGHT

HARRIS stands over time-ravaged Mickey Mouse corpse. He removes a crystal from the carcass.

HARRIS (V.O.)

Maybe I should make this category-this kind a sub category or sub kind of lost art, slightly merged and transferred
With eyes of curiosity, he stares at the crystal between his fingers, watching the refraction of the light from the crystal into an unpredictable array of colors of absorbable light.

HARRIS (V.O.)

Because with lost art there is still a hope that it can still be found. 

An emotional Harris can’t believe his eyes. We can see the deep wonder in his eyes as the object start to take on this hyper real persona.
There’s a depth in his eyes-narrowed against the strong light.

 Here in this shot is the most explicit moment where the "eye" of Harris, of the camera, and inevitably of the audience are all made one.

Hundreds of images from his life flash before us, all seem to assail in a rush of blinding intensity. An eerie testament to how the past forms the present and vice versa.
HARRIS (V.O.)

However with destroyed art, we know it is conclusively gone

We are witness to a landscape of memories, zooming across a constantly changing field of images. 

Something, slowly, comes into Harris’ eyes, he is suddenly acutely aware. 



Mirror, Mirror in the Sky

HARRIS (V.O.)

Mirror, mirror in the sky I search to find myself. Reflect within myself.  The truth that is myself. So I go behind the mirror exposing the reflections that have taken over the workings of my world, putting them in plain sight to see and weigh up, going through them one by one until the way forward, out of the hall of mirrors and into a fresh landscape, is slowly revealed. 

There is no order to them, no logic to why they have been recalled.  

ALL his lived experiences, body, feelings, thoughts, and actions become one meaningful WHOLE.

It’s like he pressed life re-set button

He feels this incredible sense of rightness and order with all this fast forward motion.

Suddenly he intuits a deeper, far more elusive force at work. He intuits a generous range of forward motion emotions.

	

	Talks in a reverent low voice.  His voice has a strength that is metered by calmness, a deep centered peace that we can feel. 



	


HARRIS (V.O.)

Even at this fetal age of 31
His face has an aura of pulsing light. A super natural sense of grace- an individual constellation of meaning surrounds him in an aura of pulsing light settling the darkness, drawing him into a beatific trance of awareness and connectedness. 

HARRIS (V.O.)

I shall lead the change to be- 

Harris starts to weep. Not just any weeping: these are uncontrollable tears. His “ mask”  cracks right open on screen, and the tears herald a kind of liberation.

HARRIS (V.O.)

who I might become. 
There is an undulating sense, a feeling of womb-like comfort helping him emerge from a state of personal amnesia/ repression) to (acceptance) “exorcising” not in order to chase away the ghosts, but to grant them the right to a hospitable memory acceptance/forgiveness)= recovery from the abuse.

CAMERA MOVES TOWARD him as if to rendezvous with the moment of catharsis.

In an instant the whole of space seems to explode in a flash of earth-shattering power.

FADE OUT:

END?

[image: image2.png]



