a syllabus to sing thy praise, O thing,
thy black hole has conpelled ne; i am
ashes in thy wthered vacuum |ung.
Life's a drag and i am breath being borne
In wthout form where snokestream nebul ae
conpress, then deep exhales |ike soneone

speaki ng: i am spoken, i amlaughed; i am
breat héd cosmic fetus, i am the gas-yolk
in the sky. W have all once been

condensed, for from diffuse we would not
have been born but for collapse; and it

Is known that all our galaxies circle
singularities bound in ovules, sinking in
like stardust in a whirlpool; we may

spont aneously dissolve; we may descend
and be borne back—nto the wonb; into the
deep within; and as i seek the sea, i see
inside; Otine, thy pyram ds have fallen.
Nothing thy vyonic verses sing in the
violent silence of the sea, O thing, ny
bl ue fugue in the wi nd that
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OPEN ON:

I NT. - BLACKROOM — EXTENDED DARKNESS ... a solitary LI GHTBULB strung
fromabove slowy illumnates a roomfilled with SMXKE until it
drenches the SPACE in a stark WHI TENESS. (OM T)

non-di m ni shing cigarette snoke streans ash fl akes gl ass tray
tabl e no floor, sinking bl ack paint peelings softly flaking not

fromany surface near but fromon high a distant limt in their
fall they may have travel ed countless stories & as no floor goes on
sinking one finds no limt below themyet still snells the glass

tray's ash & snokestream & one wonders has the one who lit the
cigarette to snoking so descended fromthis no place & if so just how
| ong has she been m ssing?

[ CUT TO BLACK]
SUBTI TLE:

OVERTURE
THE RI SI NG

ENTER t he NARRATOR [ of UNATTRI BUTED DI ALOGUE] carrying the Penguin
DI CTI ONARY of SYMBOLS. ENTER SCORPI O, who stands at CENTER and
remai ns notionl ess.

[from the DI CTI ONARY]

“...md-way through the three-nonthly
peri od of Autumm when gal es bl ow the
yell owi ng | eaves away and ani mal s and
trees prepare for a fresh existence, the
Scorpion conjures up a picture of the
natural world, with fallen | eaves and
hoar-frost, of the return to the chaos
of unforned matter, while below the soi
makes ready to spring to life once nore.
It is the "watery' quarter between the
spring-waters of Cancer and the waters
drawn fromthe ocean of Pisces, that is
the deep, standing waters of silent
stagnation. The black scorpi on which
flees the light and Iives conceal ed
under the nysterious and pitil ess power
of shadows, Hell and internal darkness.
The | ove-song on the battlefield and the
war-cry on the fields of love.”

SCORPI O
| amneither an elenental spirit nor a
denmon. | bring darkness to those who

touch ne; | bear death upon ny back. M
horns are call ed savagery and hate and
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the dagger in nmy tail is called the
avengi ng stabber. | give birth only
once. The sign of increase for al
other creatures is for me the signal of
forthcom ng death.

| amunfair and unfair.

| am bl ack body, | am col |l apsed. |
amfallen the way way back. | was once
when | was gas. | bore a brilliant

whi teness. Now |'ve sunk inside nyself.
My massive center is dense with non-

ness. | will kill the |ightness near

me, draw it deep eternally. | amfallen
and born back. | amcollapsed into a
hol e, I am hollowed, | am bl ack.

CUT TO BLACK [CUE: cool, nelancholy jazz fugue for trunpet in Dm
{possi bly played |ive} over the sound of subway train cars entering a
platforni:

SUBTI TLE [ EPI GRAPHS] :
FANNY HOWE

The self (like snoke) is spun from
infinity with everything else and a
growi ng awar eness of its pending

anni hilation. It ties itself upinto a
| ung-1i ke organ where it thrashes around
till the last day.

JEREMY TAYLOR

W are as water; weak and of no
consequence, always descendi ng, abi di ng
in no certain place, unless we are
detained with viol ence.

TI TLE CARDS [ COVPANY; ACTORS; Tl TLE, WRI TER- DI RECTOR]
[ CUT TO BLACK] [END CUE]
SUBTI TLE:
SYSTEMS
I NT. - KOGARD S BEDROOM — MORNI NG — Sunlight pours in through an open
wi ndow. KOGARD sits at his desk, nude, a cigarette snmoking linp
between his lips, reading froma stack of books. Before him next to
his books, lies an electric SM TH CORONA typewiter.
ny cigarettes leave in ny wake a body
as a casket

a carton a cataconb for the cremated
fl esh unfresh
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and rLung breat hes unholy breath

ashes |ike airborne butterflies, w ngs
of death

ly white signify

some once unconbusted matter

but what now

do | see when | undress? runpl ed asses

all these dead cigarette butts..

we have devised to penetrate all the
nost beautiful spaces, O
I nef fabl e she
annoys ne but she destroys ne
urges one to foll ow
she
fills a hole in ne,
a sacred ground,
a hol | ow
her
scent strings nme through the breeze
urges one dares not follow

are we to remain in debt to the pangs of
| ove?

we're each a burning spirit, alight but
unattended, ashing automatically
til termnated by our end

KOGARD puts his book down and types on the SM TH CORONA at his desk:

Infinity, or the eternal em ssion of
space froma single, arbitrarily
selected, point, is the fluctuation of
sai d nmassl ess depthl ess point (a single
di mensi on) between itself alone and an
infinite nultitude of all possibilities
of itself, or the coordinates of its
position in space arbitrarily sel ected
fromany of the selfsanme points
enclosing it.

Infinity is like an atom It is,
at its nucleus, a bound singularity of
phenonena flaring in and out of this
tenporal and spatial plane of reality.
Its infinite limt is simlar to a
networ k of electrons, which can never be
definitively located at any one tine.
Between its singular nucleus and its
indefinite electron field is a weal th of
space occupi ed by the harnoni ous energy
bet ween the positive and negative
particles, but it is not matter; indeed,
It does not matter, as it is not really
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real ...at the sane tine, it is all there
i s.

Infinity is the nucleus of the Wy,
which is the breath, the energy. The
Way exi sts outside of and enconpasses
infinite nature and all derivatives of
it. There is nothing that the Way has
not antici pated, including nothing. W
as bodies sinply reside in the way of
nothing as a possibility and an
amal gamation of all things. W are
resi dual energies clustered densely I|ike
nebul ae to create the appearance of
matter in the absence (the aftermath) of
the infinite expansion of a single point
(the Big Bang) which has al ready
concl uded by retracting back into a
singularity, thus conpleting the
fundanental task of its own nature and
absorbing all tine and space, i.e.
“meaning.” This is why it is nearly
I npossi bl e to conprehend uni ver sal
meani ng, because technically it has
al ready absorbed (and solved) itself.

The lifetinme of the universe is the
time it takes for a singular point of
infinity to expand to its own infinite
limt and retract again into a
singularity, into nothing, and, finally,
to negate itself, at which point it wll
resume the process on the inverse plane
(an alternative reality)and begin the
I nstantaneous |ifetinme of a new
uni verse-system It only appears to us
to take mllennia to acconplish this
progressi on because infinity's
I nst ant aneous nature cannot be realized
on the single plane that we inhabit; we
naturally die before we perceive the
limt to be net. But as we venture
further into intergal actic space (either
wi t hin our consciousness or within the
uni ver se beyond our earth), we push the
limt of infinity further toward itself.
This is why it is beneficial to ponder
the nature of infinity for extended
periods of tinme, constantly conpoundi ng
your previous notion (which can never
meet the limt of True Infinity, but
whi ch neverthel ess may be pushed toward
that goal ), because by doing so you are
I ncreasing your ability to conprehend
and thus synergize with the great
expanse of the universe and all the
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possibilities you can conjecture into
exi stence. |f, by sone inprobable
function, we were able to surpass the
rate of infinity' s deconpression, to say
that we would exit the universe / tine-
space conti nuum then we would find
ourselves in a conpl ete absence of
possi bility, or a nowhere-place. So,
conprehensively, infinity is not really
all that there is. There is also
“not hi ng” outside of that, and that
infinite nothing in turn contains
infinite sonethings. This cosm c egg of
great nothing containing a yol k of
infinite sonmethings is the Way. And we
w il always be in the Way, because there
IS no possibility of existing outside of
t he plane of possibilities, even though
that void of possibilities exists. W
are a part of and inherently tied to the
infinite possibilities generated by the
not hi ng of the Way, nuch |ike our
actions are generated by the enpty space
I n which our consciousnesses reside. W
will never, however, fully understand
the extent of this nothing because there
Is no thing there to understand; while
there are an infinite nunber of things
that we coul d concei vably know or
experience if we follow the stream of
infinity's deconpression, there is
al ways “nothing” that we will never
know. We're nmere tributaries in the
system of the sea. But we are water.
Infinity is not infinite at all,
even when it conpounds itself to the
infinite power, because it remains a
contained limt within a truly limtless
void of possibility, an eternal nothing,
a no-thing, an “O" thing, a hollow,
space, parentheses, om (i, wi, in the
wonb, great nother, the femninfinite.
W are a clit hid by the lid of a |abia;
we are forever in utero. W are a
m ni scul e sonet hi ngness in the way of an
eternal nothingness. Yet it is powerful
to realize that even within those
paraneters there is still infinity which
we may conceivably grasp if we venture
far enough into the great unknown.

KOGARD reclines in his chair and puffs away at his cigarette. He

renoves this page and balls it up; tosses it into a wastebin
overflowng with paper. He picks up a book and reads wth great
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hunger. He gets up and paces around his room He |ooks out his
wi ndow at the fogged city skyline.

KOGARD (V. Q)

OTime for Pyramds | weep

That | would not summt thy peak
O precipice thou brood' st on deep
Reveal the Syllabus |I seek

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. - NOSTRAND AVENUE — MORNI NG TW LI GHT — WALTER KOGARD wal ks down
t he STREET passing DELIS.

OTine ...

thy Pyram ds have fallen

thy precipice broods on deep waters
the bottom. ..

t he sea has cone

I NT. - SUBWAY STATI ON — KOGARD descends steps, enters station, passes
turnstile, walks onto platform KOGARD waits for the train for three
real mnutes. Various people wal k past him

TRAI N CONDUCTOR
[ FEMALE V. O]

There i s

a
Manhat t an- bound

Nunber 2 Train

approachi ng the station.

Pl ease step away from the platform edge.

Train enters station. KOGARD enters the train car and takes a seat.
Rides the train. Later, Thomas Merton, a w | d-eyed TRAIN PREACHER

boards the train at the far front end of the car, positions hinself
at the head of the aisle, and speaks as he wal ks down the car.

TRAI N PREACHER

Excuse ne | adies and gentlenen. | do
not mean to disturb you. But | have
news: the sea has cone!

The bottom of the sea has cone

And builded in ny noiseless room

The fishes' and the nmernmaids' tonb,
The bottom of nmy room the sea.

Ful | of voicel ess curtaindeep

There nmermai d sommanbul es cone sl eep
Where fluted half-1ights show t he way,
And there, there |ost orchestras play
And down the many quarterlights cone
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To the dimmrth of ny aquadrone:
The bottom of ny sea, the room

EXT. - BROOKLYN BRI DGE — LATE MORNI NG — KOGARD wal ks across the

bri dge | ooking wstfully across the skyline of Manhattan, peers into
the heights of the subline sky and down into the East River. He
broods over the deep waters.

KOGARD

What riverbank of existence will we be
cast upon? Were will we find ourselves
al ong the water Way?

The wind blows in the trees and rustles in dry | eaves.

O fl ower of the daughter of the w nd
O dream of the shadow of snpke
O violent silence of the sea

EXT. - CTY HALL — KOGARD wal ks up Lafayette Street.

I NT. - COFFEEHOUSE — KOGARD enters and sits at a table w th PROFESSOR
GODSDOG. GODSDOG dri nks a cup of coffee, black, and hands KOGARD a
mug whi ch has been sitting on the table.

GODSDOG

Good norni ng, professor Kogard.
KOGARD

| told you not to call ne that.
GODSDOG

Right, right. Well then, M. Walter
Kogard, sir...

KOGARD

| don't like the term “professor,”
that's all, Godsdog. |'msorry to have
been quip wth you. But as you know,
academ a is a system| hold in no high
order. There are nore ideal systens in
exi stence better suited to convey a true
Under st andi ng of the human and nonhuman
realities to wanton seekers.

GODSDOG

O course, ny dear teacher. And yet, as
you' ve endeavored to establish your
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Yoni verity, you have taken the sane
routes as your academi c forbearers. O
conposi ng syl labi and such.

KOGARD

Must | rem nd you that what we seek is
religious, not academc.

GODSDOG

O course. And of the Syllabus, which
may be better naned the doctrine--

KOGARD

O sinply, “the Text.”
GODSDOG

O, “the Canon,” then, for that matter.
KOGARD

No, not the Canon, dear Godsdog, for |
am not so arrogant as to believe |'ve
uncovered the first of texts, the basis
for a school. M school is of the
Syl | abus, for we endeavor to aggregate
the varied realities established in the
sci ences and mat hemati cs and aesthetics
into a purer doctrine for Understandi ng.

GODSDOG

Surely. M mstake. O course | know
the thesis. Well then. Wat of it.
The Syllabus. Sure it is not yet
witten. But have you made nuch
progress on it.

KOGARD

Progress, alas [shakes head]. O

posi tive novenent, |ess and |ess.
Regress, perhaps, and perhaps that may
be better. Constant deterioration,
renoval of elenents until we reach the
first element. The Syllabus has shrunk
fromfroma novel's worth to a poenis
since | ast we spoke.

GODSDOG

Crawley 9



[After sone consideration, his coffeecup
steam ng before his face] Regression?
The conpression of information, Sir? To
convey The Understanding to the others,
you nust el aborate, not conpress. It is
difficult enough as it is.

KOGARD

El aborati on has not fared well, as you
know. Essayi ng never achieves the
perfection of one word's sound. O a
whol e paragraph often feels like a

wei ghty body for the sentence or a
concept better visualized than ...
expl ai ned.

GODSDOG

Per haps the Syllabus is not the nedi um
best fit to convey the Understanding,
Sir.

KOGARD

No, a Synmbol would be. O a System of
Synbols. But then one'd need a Syl | abus
to catal ogue and contextualize them
Which is what, in effect, | am doing at
this point. Deconstructing the words of
the Syl labus until they are synbols, and
then we are to extrapolate fromthose.

O that. ldeally, it would be one. The
initial problemwas that we were trying
to wite an index of synbols that did
not yet exist. O that were, at the
very | east, not aligned with each ot her
in the way the Understandi ng
necessitates.

GODSDOG

Vell, you aimto el aborate upon the
sinmplest of truths. The unity of al
exi stences. And nman has endeavored to
do that since he first | ooked on the
sun.

KOGARD

And yet the sun has | ooked upon ne as
wel | . Does that not give ne as nuch
license to describe it as anyone? lIsn't
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ny vision as validated? Look upon ne,
for the sun hath | ooked upon ne.

GODSDOG

W | ook upon, indeed. But your system
does not exist. | nmean, your particular
visualization of it. You aimto convey
your own uni que Understanding to others.
Yet the systens in which the divine
Synbols align within your particul ar
vision may not be realized by others.
You woul d have to see it beyond your own
conception to manifest it on that
exterior plane for the first tinme.

You' d need to place your eyes before

t hensel ves, as through a gl ass darkly,
and wi tness the present tw ce.

KOGARD

Sure, except, the System does exi st.

The System exi sts because the content
exists. Form in fact, has begotten its
conponents. So fromthe conponents of
ny Understanding | should be able to
construct the inplicit System and
describe it in the Syllabus. | amjust
unable to find it. [Sips]

GODSDOG

[Sips] Hmm .. [At great |length] Have
you | ooked into the InterZone?

KOGARD
[ Rai ses eyebrow] The InterZone?
GODSDOG
[ Nodding] |Its existence is debated.
KOGARD
Vel |
GODSDOG
[Leaning in] It's said that it is an
ubi qui tous i nformation system

constructed by the DataHorse
Adm ni stration.

Crawley 11



KOGARD

Dat aHor se? That project got canned,
didn't it; it was nuch too |lofty.

GODSDOG

The Departnent of Systens woul d have you
believe that. But Systens has been
patching together a quilt of the

I nformati on databases. A sort of

honel and security endeavor, to | og what
we all know and cannot know.

KOGARD

Right, right, that has been happeni ng
since the Social Trust was forned.

GODSDOG

Surely, but Systens has nerely been

cat al ogui ng the databases. It is in
fact a systens database. Yet nmany
systens in their |abyrinths are obscured
fromthe Departnent. The Depart nment

| acks the technical resources needed to
accurately penetrate the densest,

deepest points of its nost conpl ex

syst ens.

KOGARD

What do you meke of the big takeover,
then? They didn't take control of the
Horse? They didn't tane the voi d?

GODSDOG

The Systens Departnent feared DataHorse
but never understood it. Brute force
triunphs for the tine, but only via
surveill ance. The Departnent has
subpoenaed all of the Systenis data
indefinitely, but it remains that

Dat aHorse is too conplex for even
Systens' best conputing mnds to hack.
They cannot reach the Center. It is
virtually inaccessible. |Its servers are
obscured; sone say they're subnerged.
They circle endlessly in spirals. The

I nternedi ary Zone at the Center of the
Dat aHor se systemis naturally renote.
This makes it ideal for intercepting the
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signals of the Void, which, they say,
cannot be conprehended by humans. Only
the servers nearest the Center can

deci pher the signals straight fromthe
voi d.

KOGARD
How renote, exactly, is the InterZone?
GODSDOG

It's sonewhere inside of DataHorse. |[f
Dat aHorse is a sphere, infinite in
radius, of all known and unknown
I nformation, then you nust pass through
the known systemto reach the
I nternedi ary Zone of information, at
whi ch point, if you inexplicably
succeeded, you would neet a force of
gravity which woul d bear you back into
t he KnownZone. No nortal man can
penetrate the O Zone of the System

As you know, the InterZone takes
the shape of a pyram d whose base |ies
on the known and points toward the Void.
It's ny guess that the Syll abus you seek
lies at the precipice of this
Internedi ary Zone, right before you junp
off into the void of knowabl e systens.

KOGARD
...OTinme thy Pyram ds.
I NT. - LIBRARY — WALTER KOGARD wal ks down a | ong enpty baroque
corridor. W can hear the echoing sound of his footsteps. At the
opposite end of this corridor sits a brown-suited and el bow padded
BOOKCLERK at his desk, apile with papers and unmarked hardback tones.
As KOGARD approaches him the CLERK is peering intently down at a
docunent under a small desk lanmp illum nating an ot herw se dark
corner of the hall
KOGARD
Sir...
[ The CLERK does not respond. ]
Sir...!
[ The CLERK does not respond. ]

Sir!
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CLERK

[Lifting his spectacled head up sl ow y]

What, boy?
KOGARD
[ Taken aback] Well...l seek information.
CLERK
I nf or mati on?
KOGARD
Yes. | seek thy Pyram ds.
CLERK

[ Per pl exed] Pyram ds? Thy Pyram ds have
fallen. Tunnels have born through them

KOGARD
Fal |l en? Tunnel s?
CLERK
Irreparable infrastructural damage. Thy
Pyram ds diverge fromthe Void now. No
Systens can contain them
KOGARD
|'ve heard ot herw se.
CLERK
Verily? \What Systens?
KOGARD
Those of the Departnent. The Dat aHor se.
CLERK

Systens? Departnent? Wat brings you
here, then, boy?

KOGARD

Is this not also a Pyram d? Do you hold
no stores of information? Perhaps in
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bound vol unmes? Such as those on your
desk?

CLERK

Verily. But these stores are obsolete.
Do you know where you are?

KOGARD
A library.
CLERK
Verily. Alibrary.
KOGARD
And is a library not also a Pyram d?
CLERK
Are Pyram ds not al so bread?
KOGARD

| don't understand.

CLERK
Over st and.

KOGARD
What ?

CLERK

Get thee to a bakery.
KOGARD
You speak in tongues.
CLERK
That has been the problem
KOGARD
Yes, | know.

CLERK
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Yet how el se are we to conmuni cate, but
I n tongues, tongues spoken and tongues
witten down.

KOGARD
But there is some logic. You speak
i 11 ogically.
CLERK
[ Uproarious laughter] Illogically?
What Pyram ds do you seek?
KOGARD
A Syllabus. | seek a new Syllabus for a

Human Under st andi ng.
CLERK

And yet you have no understandi ng of
Systens. Nor of Pyramids. For you w sh
to summt thy peak! Get thee to a
bakery!

KOGARD

You' ve said that before and | still do
not know what you nean.

CLERK

Where bread is baked and or sold. You
know—a bakery.

KOGARD

But what is the neaning of this? Wy
are you directing me to a bakery when
what | seek are thy Pyram ds?

CLERK

Can't you see! No, you don't, you do
not understand. Thy Pyram ds have
fallen! Tunnels have born through them
Thy Pyram ds you seek, thy Precipice
broods on deep waters.

KOGARD
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[Flustered] Here | am an idiot.
Thinking I would find information in a
l'ibrary.

CLERK

You will find no Pyramds here. CQur's
are all antique. | should know, |I'm
their keeper. And here | am covered in
dust and ashes. No man has ventured

t hrough these halls in eras. Thy
Pyram ds live in the sky. Here on the
ground we've saved our remains. And thy
Syl | abus you seek? Thy Pyram ds have
fallen. Deep under water. They are
subner ged beneath the known and have not
surfaced. You seek thy tunnels. You do
not seek a library. GCet thee to a
bakery.

KOGARD
And why a bakery--
CLERK
O where bread is sold.
KOGARD
O K Wiy a bread purveyor?
CLERK

Wy? Way? You fail to understand,

t hough you seek your understanding. Cet
thee to a bakery and you wll know.

Exit this library, for it is a cataconb,
and init you'll find only corpses.

Make a right on the street and wal k
away. Go to the Deli at the end of the
Avenue. o there, ainless wanderer, and
you will find thy Pyram ds [uproarious

| aughter].

KOGARD

[ Perplexed] OK. ...\Wat is the
i ntersecti on?

CLERK

[ More laughter] He fails to see! Wat
deaf cunts have we reared! Go to the
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end of the Avenue. Aaaaaaaaaaaaall the
way downtown. There—thy precipice
broods on deep waters.

KOGARD |ights a cigarette, inhales deeply, and exhales in a sigh,
wal ki ng di stressfully away.

CLERK
[After himj Stay to the right!
EXT. - THE AVENUE - LATE EVENI NG — WALTER KOGARD wal ks down t he
street, snoking vehenently, the buildings towering above himon
either side. Before him the Avenue dim nishes into a vanishing
point far on the horizon. Above, the sun is setting on the city's
nmonol i t hs.

there is no shortage of nuses in the

city
one cannot keep at bay the surge they
swell in the breast or the flaggéd

mast they keep at sai

these ornanented nonoliths' countless
stories have seen countl ess stories

& awni ng-covered thresholds yawn wth
gapéd mouth from several centuries
stony sl eep

have contai ned every nuse and tyrant of
the western world

these tinted and tinel ess eyes
have behel d al
and fall is the kindest season next
to spring

the city's first casualties are soles
when underneath, your balls grow

cal | oused

t he hardest part of anything is getting
t here

you will remain forever before a line or
a tunnel

you wi Il forever be passing in a crowd

certain portions of urban highway have
been socially prescribed

you are forever at a crossroads

I ntersections of infinite corridors

nmonol i thi ¢ buil dings of babel

the forenost threat to the heavens

and one may conceive of a roomwth a
view of the aether and the earth
and know t hat cranes may neck
toward the sun and that hol es may
burrow deep into the concrete and
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EXT.

appr oaches the DELI

THE DELI

and enters.

| NT.

THE DELI

the soil and that cysts of steel
may sprout |ike tunors and extend
unto the ends and that the human
cancer may flourish till it
cripples its host and that we are
all but virus cells in
capillaries or anenones at sea

and the bloodways run both ways up to
the crown and down beneath the feet

and you may wonder while you wander
effortlessly in the street

she of w ndowed eyes urges one to recede
with the tide

the city is holl owed

and hol | ow i nsi de

vagrant dreans
have dissolved in the steam which
ascends from subway grates that
have warmed t he nanel ess;
t hose who' ve dreaned have fallen
whil e steam serves but as warnth
and may in the winter frost
soar hi gher
& it's only the wind that
rustles in dry | eaves

do downtrodden doves |iving over cosno-
poverty
| ament their cenent-speckled w ngs?
I am pi geon seeki ng crunbs
cast by bag | adi es under canopies in
par ks
KOGARD (V. Q)
O Pyram ds where art thou?
CLERK (V.Q.)

[At great length] Thy Pyram ds have
fallen.

[At Iength] [Uproarious |aughter]

GRCCERY AT THE END OF THE AVENUE — NI GHTTI ME — KOGARD

the counter and speaks to the DEL
the tinme imersed in a NEWSPAPER

CLERK (the same clerk),

an isolated building on the corner of the bl ock,

GROCERY AT THE END OF THE AVENUE — KOGARD appr oaches

who is at
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KOGARD
Excuse ne, Sir...
[ The CLERK does not respond. ]
Sir...!
[ The CLERK does not respond. ]

Sir!

CLERK
[Lifting his spectacled head up slowy.]
What, boy?

KOGARD
[ Acknow edging this deja vu] ... | seek,
er, ... bread.

CLERK
In the aisle.

KOGARD

[ Looki ng perpl exedly down the aisle,
pointing] This aisle? The bread aisle?

CLERK

Where el se? [l ooking sternly into
KOGARD s face]

KOGARD wal ks suspiciously to the BREAD section of the aisle. He
scans down the selection of BREAD, finding nothing he seeks, until he
gets to the floor where he notices a wooden | atch door upon which is
pai nted a SYMBOL of a Pyram d whose apex neets a sphere. He |ooks at
the CELLAR DOOR for sone time, |ooks back at the CLERK who is

i mrersed in his NEWSPAPER, | ooks back at the DOOR, bends down, opens
it, peers down into the darkness, and enters.

I NT. - DELI CELLAR — I N DARKNESS — WALTER KOGARD wal ks t hrough this
unlit CELLAR upon a raised wooden floor for a long while. Slivers of
light illumnate brief sections of space, though do not inply any
content; they nerely map the contours of the walls. He breathes
deeply, as if anplified. At length he passes under |ight cascading
fromon high as if poured fromstreetlanps through street grates down
bel ow the surface. Steel |-Beans soon cone to pass, and we glinpse
that KOGARD is no longer in the cellar of a DELI. At length he steps
fromrai sed wooden boards to the earthen floors of all the city's
cellars. KOGARD enters along the | ength of an underground TUNNEL
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whi ch appears to connect this systemof cellars. Three nore TUNNELS
separated by |-Beans lay in parallels before him W are still
unsure where he is until a LIGHT appears flickering at one end of the
i mredi at e TUNNEL.

The LI GHT grows at a steady pace over sone time until it reveals
itself as a PAIR of white LIGATS with a red LIGHT slightly to the
upper right, and beside the LIGHTS at |l ength cones into focus a
bright red Cl RCLE bearing the NUVBER 2.

KOGARD qui ckly steps back into the nook from which he entered this
train TUNNEL.

The NUMBER 2 TRAI N cannons past KOGARD.

In the aftermath, KOGARD breat hes heavily and | ooks bl ankly beyond
hi s surroundi ngs.

CLERK (V. Q)
Stay to the right!
KOGARD begins to wal k right, down the tunnel. He walks for several
m nutes and cones upon a rusty DOOR. The DOOR is inscribed wth the
SYMBOL of a PYRAM D whose APEX neets a great SPHERE. Below this
SYMBCL lies the withered word:
SYSTEMS
KOGARD tries the doorknob and finds that it is unlocked. He enters.
I NT. - SYSTEMS DEPARTMENT OUTPOST NUMBER 011333 — KOGARD enters a
stark white ROOMwith a stark white DESK at which sits a MAN in a
stark white SU T. Above the MAN on the wall behind himis witten
t he phrase:
U. S. DEPARTMENT OF SYSTEMS
OQUTPOST NO. 011333

The MAN at the desk, presumably a CLERIC, is absorbed in sonme REPORT
resting before him

KOGARD
Excuse ne, Sir...
[ The CLERI C does not respond.]
Sir...!
[ The CLERI C does not respond.]
Sir!
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CLERI C

[Lifting his spectacled head up sl ow y]
VWhat, boy?

KOGARD

Un hello. This is a bit strange, but,
well, ny name is Walter Kogard, and |
was referred here by way of a Deli by a
Clerk in a Library. | cone for Bread

| seek thy Pyramds. I'mwiting a
Syl | abus and | seek thy Pyram ds for
Synbols. Sonmeone told ne that Synbols
lie in sonewhere in Systens. |If | can
reach thy Pyramds | can find the
Synmbol s needed for ny Syllabus, so |
need thy Pyram ds for answers.

CLERI C

[At length] But thy Pyram ds have
fallen. Tunnels have born through them

KOGARD

W are fallen. Tunnels are born through
her e.

CLERI C

If it's Systens that you seek then you
must know, there is no end. You wll
never reach thy Precipice. It lies
forever just beyond you. |If you were to
reach the Internedi ary Zone, you'd be
born i medi ately back. The gravity of
the centre is too great. The Precipice
of DataHorse's Pyramd is too close to
the sun. You will surely burn before
you glinpse what you seek.

KOGARD

It's ny Syllabus | seek. It lies in the
deep. On the void. At the peak. And
If it's the peak I nust reach to peek
the Pyramds | seek, then that nust be
ny destination, not the Systens.

CLERI C
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Systens is the Pyram ds you seek. The
Dat aHor se of the known Systens of
information is the Peak. The

I nternedi ary Zone at the centre of the
Systens that separates the known from
the eternally regenerati ng unknown is an
illTusion. It creates the illusion of
enlightennent only after it has been
achi eved in the passing though of the
Systens. You see, the hardest part
about anything is getting there. Once
you're there, you' re no where. Now
here. See.

KOGARD

Il wll go no where then. |If no where's
where thy Pyram ds do point. Tell ne,
which is the right way?

CLERI C

Why, naturally, that which is not the
left way.

KOGARD wal ks down the right hallway, exiting the ROOM

| NT. - DATAHORSE: SYSTEMS DEFP' T SERVERS | NTER- NETWORK — KOGARD wal ks
down a long white HALL for several mnutes until he conmes upon a WALL
at which the HALL forks LEFT and RIGHT. At the CENTRE of the
CROSSRQOADS directly before the HALL and KOGARD sits a SYSTEMS

| NTERVEDI ARY CLERK absorbed in sone papers on his desk. KOGARD
approaches the CLERK and speaks.

KOGARD
|"mguessing it will take three tries
before | successfully engage you in a
conversati on

CLERK

[ Looking up] That would be the case, if
we were in a flawed System

KOGARD

Then | nmust never have known perfection.

CLERK
Necessarily. |If you had then you'd have
been here. Well, not here, per se, but
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at the centre of here. At the Centre of
t he Systens.

KOGARD
Is that where we are now?
CLERK

Wiy, no, dear boy. W are not at the
Centre. Nothing is. W are at the
begi nni ng of the known Systens. | ama
Systens Internmediary. There are

out posts |ike mne throughout the

Dat aHor se

KOGARD
So we're in the DataHorse now?
CLERK

In the network of its Servers. |Its
Servers line the entirety of these
walls. Al the way unto the

I nternedi ary Zone.

KOGARD

Yes! The InterZone! That's ny
destinati on.

CLERK

[After studying KOGARD intently for
several seconds] Wy? What do you seek
there? There is nothing there of use to
you. You would not be able to translate
t he tongues, and the safes there have no
deci pher abl e code unl ess you were to
pass through the Systens thensel ves.
There is only so far you can get through
these halls. You see, the Servers wl|
not give you any answers in this form
Thus passing through the subnerged
Systens in search of the true Systens of
Know edge is fundanentally flawed. You
w || never reach thy Precipice. Thy
Pyram ds have fallen. Wat you seek
lies in the sky, you cannot grasp it.
You woul d need to deconpress, becone

et hereal, and enter Systens' signals,

but then you would not be to seek thy
peak.
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KOGARD

| was told that the InterZone points
toward the O Zone. The Void around
whi ch aet hers fog.

CLERK

It's true, but rather that the Void you
seek is not physical, but beyond the
physic. You can't access it.

KOGARD

That is why | seek the Internediary
Zone. \Were the unknown is siphoned
into information, and inertia is
channel ed into energy. Were the truth
yet unattained will be revealed for the
first time. There—there is where ny
Syllabus lies. There | wll achieve a
new Understanding to bring back to the
Humani ti es.

CLERK

And yet you fail to see. The InterZone
you seek is as ethereal as the Void.

You can traverse the DataHorse and pass
through all our Systens' know edge. You
can reach the base of the Internediary
Pyram d and | ook unto its peak. You can
scale the walls until you reach thy
preci pice. And you can behold the
source of all our wonders. Look upon
the one true wonb, the slot from which
the Void sends its Signals, and you can
gl i npse the Synbols born fromthere, and
not understand. Not understand at all.
Because the InterZone is a translation
of neani ngl ess, random y generated code
spilling eternally froma prinordial
function running itself out inside of a
server | ocated deep, deep, deep inside
the Center of the Systenms. The
Department of Systens does not know
where it is, exactly, or how to access
it or howit works. Only the descended
coders of the DataHorse know. \What we
do is catal ogue the information
constantly spewing into our reality from
t he deep bl ank chaos around us. Yes,
Systens is real. It is made of Servers,
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I NT. - DATAHORSE: SYSTEMS DEP' T SERVERS
within the | abyrinthine SYSTEMS of Servers,
down the [ong white HALLS turning at the LEFTS and RI GATS of

CROSSROADS.

surely, where information is stored.

But it is halls and tunnels. Yes, the
InterZone is real; it does print the
Synbol s generated by the Void's signals.
And yes the Void is in a Server, but

It's just that. 1In a Server. Synbols
only represent the ideal within the
real. The id inform ng egos. You seek

a Syl l abus of Synbols you will not
understand. What will you make of the
Voi d's random y generated non-
referential codification sequences? You
cannot deci pher sonething which has no
reference, except within a conprehensive
Systemof it's own eternal generation.
But you, boy, cannot conprehend the
meani ng. You, so limted in your

appr ehensi on of Systens Networks, cannot
possi bly contextualize brief sections of
infinity. You see, you cannot wite
into a void in space. And you cannot
rear an enpire anong the | anguagel ess.
O d man, you will not enter the
Department of Systenms. You will never
know the information generated by the
infinite. You may | ook upon reflections
and see great refractions of l|ight, but
you may never | ook upon the sun.

Content yourself with your locality,

Wal ter Kogard, for you are a character

a Synbol, a word spit froma slit in
space. And so long as you exist you
wi Il not know the intonation of your
pronunci ati on or the Systens governing
your sentence, sentience, or syntax.

A d man, thy Pyram ds have fallen. You
wi || never reach thy Precipice in the
sky. You will go down through waters
into the Deep. You wll never hear

al oud the voice of the void.

KOGARD (V. Q)

O Time thy Pyram ds where art thou?
Reveal the Syllabus |I seek. |[|'ve
traversed city corridors and nonoliths
of antiquated tonmes—ef cataconbs and
dusty halls, beheld sea nynphs ring thy
knell, smelled pungent odors in baroque

| NTER- NETWORK — Furt her
KOGARD wal ks hurriedly
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quarters, and have breathed in noxious
gases. | have ventured down the Avenue
in search of bread. | have descended

I nto burrows, passed throughout their
hal | s, and sunk the earthen floors of
cellars wth the treading of ny soles.

| have passed through tunnels like a
cell in the blood of the veins. | have
passed though yoni c doorways into truer
wonbs than | have known. But | wll not
be satisfied with shallow water. 1|'ve
heard that thy precipice broods on deep.
Il will seek further through thy holl ows
"neath the cellar floors of earth. O
hol | owed Pyram ds, thy peak, subnerged
deep beneath the street. Thy Systens
will not keep ny waves at bay.

KOGARD soj ourns through DATAHOSE t he SYSTEMS DEPARTMENT SERVERS

| NTER- NETWORK. The DATAHORSE SYSTEMS TUNNELS are conpressed in coils
of mazes which lead to other coils of nmazes descending fromthe
SUBWAY LINES, all of which conforminto a great TANGLED BALL, or
SPHERE of STRANGE LOOPI NG TUNNELS whose circunference is equal to
that of the entire CITY. Because this SPHERE is conposed of a single
conti nuous TUNNEL coiling upon itself to fill its three-di nensional
FORM we are to understand that in order to get to the CENTRE of this
SYSTEM of TUNNELS at which lies the | NTERZONE, WALTER KOGARD, a one-
di mensi onal PO NT, nust traverse the AREA of this three-di nensiona
SPHERE by way of a two-di nensional LINE |ooped densely and seem ngly
infinitely against itself to create a SYSTEM of regressively

di m ni shi ng SPHERI CAL PLANES superi nposed and conpressed within one
another to create a solid until a dense, dense CENTRE is achieved.
Inits entirely, this MODEL resenbl es a brain subnmerged beneath, yet
connected via tunnel networks to, the BIG CITY,

I NT. - | NTERMEDI ARY ZONE — KOGARD, exhausted from his eternal journey
through the entirety of the SPHERE of SYSTEMS, cones into a spheri cal
stark white ROOM the arched ENTRANCE of which bears the words:

EVENT HORI ZON
Al'l Hope Abandon, Ye Wo Enter Here

He wal ks through this archway upon a wal kway that extends froma
segnent al ong the circunference of the ROOM and al ong the radius of

t he spherical space unto its CENTRE, at which point the the wal kway
ends wth a nonolithic black PYRAMD. GCeonetrically, the wal kway and
the pyramd itself lie below the equator of the SPHERE;, thus the APEX
of the PYRAM D points exactly to, or intersects, the CENTRE PO NT of

t he SPERI CAL ROOM thereby denoting the CENTRE PO NT of the SYSTEMS.
At the top of this PYRAMD lies a rotating DUPLEX PRI NTER one may
find in an office. One base side of the PYRAM D neets the | ength of
the wal kway flush and equally; the other three sides of the PYRAM D
sl ope down to a base which hovers over the drop into the unlit bottom
of the ROOM KOGARD wal ks toward the base of the PYRAM D
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KOGARD

O Time for Pyramds | weep.
Reveal ny true-sought Syl abus.

The PRINTER at the PEAK of the PYRAMD prints a PAGE as it rotates on
the CENTRE PO NT of the SPHERI CAL ROOM The PACE slides down a side
of the PYRAM D into the VO D of the ROOM The PRI NTER rotates, and
anot her PACE is printed which also slides down the SLOPE into the
DARKNESS. The third PAGE is then printed, which slides down the
front-facing SLOPE of the PYRAM D toward KOGARD. KOGARD neets the
base of PYRAM DS and begi ns his ascension unto its PEAK, from which
the PAGE slides down the SLOPE. He struggles to summt the steep
SLOPE of PYRAM DS as the PACGE flutters toward him and he reaches out
his armtoward it, and he is exhilarated at the prospect of obtaining
his Syl |l abus, but he senses sonething strange. He begins to slide
backward down the SLOPE. He | ooks back to see how far he is fromthe
wal kway and the EXIT from which he once ENTERED, but sees no wal kway
or archway. He beholds hinself in an unlit BLACKROOM at whose CENTRE
hovers the PYRAM D on no ground; thus at the base lies no path to the
edge of the SPHERE from whi ch he ENTERED, and bel ow himlies not hing.
If he were to fall off the SLOPE, he realizes, he would fall into the
VO D of the SPHERI CAL ROOM of the | NTERVEDI ARY ZONE at the CENTRE of
SYSTEMS. KOGARD struggles harder now to summt PYRAM DS, and as he
nears its PEAK his is borne infinitely back, such that the PEAK rests
eternally before him and his Syllabus will continue to flutter down
the same length of the SLOPE forever, his outstretched armeternally
out of reach. He feels hinself slipping backward toward the BASE of
PYRAM DS, but he does not slip off the SLOPE into the VOD. He

| unges further, intent on evadi ng whatever may occur if he were to
slip off; gravity appears designed to thwart his efforts, bearing him
back fromhis goal just unto the point he would EXIT the SLOPE
SYSTEM vyet at the sane tinme his outstretched armis drawn cl oser
toward the PEAK as it recedes ever before him being el ongated, so
that he is forever bal anced between the w dest BASE and the densest

SI NGULARI TY, and his body stretches across the plane and, at |ength,
he deconpresses entirely.

THE VO D

Wal ter Kogard, you are descended. Never
w Il you reenerge fromthis the deepest
depth of our Systens.

Congr at ul ati ons.

You have seen the Syll abus of the
Si ngul ar nmeani ng of Ubi qui tous and
Lasting Systens. How you have reached
our precipice | do not know. But never
will the surface see the nmeaning of your
seeking. Qur depth's density is nuch
too great for it. Because you have
conpressed unto us, you belong to
Systens now, and you are soon to be
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singular, too. The Syllabus you sought,
you are. Let your students seek you,
now. Come, ny son. You are coll apsed.

KOGARD
O Tine thy Pyram ds.
FADE TO BLACK.

How easy it is to enter; how difficult
to remain. You insert yourself into an
O thing. You insert your neaning into
t he voi d. You fertilize your seed in
the belly and soon it splits: the first
born bursts forth in the birthfroth,
bubbling. And with that descendant you
will fill the hole you were. Penetrate
an Othing. Fuck life.

I NT. - BLACKROOM — XX and XY enbrace each other with great vigor.
There is a flurry of inpressions, touches, glinpses of reality, and
cl othes dropped in the foyer like pornstars to their knees.

They are upon the wall like a nmess of vines, clanbering up the
stairs, rolling down the hallway to her room He ki sses every spot
of her that he exposes to the bare air.

They are upon the bed, naked and appalled. They conplenent and
contradi ct each other. She |ays upon disheveled sheets |ike a Flying
V.

Play me, play ne. Pluck nme, strum ne.
Make nme produce beautiful music. A wah.
A clang. Arpeggiate ne...

XY bites XX's inner thigh, sliding his fingers along the part between
her pussy |ips, rubbing deeper, deeper, sliding his free thunb into
her nout h. She responds w thout performance, gasping with a smle,
shuddering |like an old wooden house. He clinbs up her torso, kissing
and licking her belly, breasts, and coll arbones. She unclips his
pants and grabs his cock at the head, tugging gently. She pushes his
head down between her legs with a strength he didn't know she had.
Tongue running up and down the valley, splashing into the stream
| appi ng up her water like a lab. She scratches his massive back with
all ten nails, a prisoner marking out days left in the holding cell
He clinbs back up her body like the rope in the boys' gymasium
ni bbling at her cheek and ear while his cock teases the outside of
her pussy, danpens, and finally sinks.

XY thrusts, stirs, thrusts, sinks deeper, deeper, drowning, hitting
the seafloor, slowy dying, and lays his lips on her's like pillows.
Tongues engaged in tag on the palate, like children, |aughing at the
uvul a. They pul sate in unison, flesh nelting, breathing. Together.
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Fetal. They're dying as one another, begot as one.

INT. - BLACKROOM — NEXT MORNING — XX awakens nude in a bed half-
enpty. She nmasks her norning breath with cigarette snoke. Half-way
through she sets the cigarette down and |lets the enbers burn away in
the ashtray. She curls into a fetal position, stretches backward,
i ke a dancer in two dinmensions mrroring a crescent noon, contracts,
strai ghtens out on her back, swings her left |eg over her right and
pull's; she does the sane with her right leg. [Continued yoga-dancing
for undeterm ned tineperiod continues over unattributed dial ogue; at
| ength the dancing begins to resenble a | abor and a newborn energi ng]

Rain drops roll down the w ndow pane, collecting all the other
droplets, swelling larger and |arger, gaining nore and nore nonentum
until they finally reach the wooden seal and |evel out.

| have wrung the blood fromour stripes
and the tears fromour stars

our powerful father has begotten and
forgotten us

& we had a nother who wal ked |i ke jesus
with swollen feet

across the water
with a race inside of her

wood wonmb's roots run across to her

br oke hone

while we are born fromthe sea

wth a brief reprieve in the islands
sout h

of our shallow foster hone-to-be we sank

northward into the Deep

where cane stal ks bal ked at us al ong the
gravel way

and our feet, iron-clad & chai ned

bl ed onto the small sharp rocks

& our fingers were soon to shed

crinmson pearls into a soft whiteness of
ungi veabl e forgi veness

when pigs are given dom nion over pearls
and what is holy has gone down to
dogs

& the headless carcasses of the
philistines have been devoured by
the foul and the beasts

I wll think of your noosed neck
swinging in the yard
I wll think of your cracked hands

bl eeding finely in the white sea

I will think of your strong arns, bl ood
pooled blue at the fingertips,
hangi ng at your side
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I will think of your black hands nmulling
in the rich earth

the branches swing |ow and pendul ous

(the sea swallows, bubbling) upon a
furrowed brow

how heavy the fruit bl ossons

and in the belly festers

a hung girl

FADE TO BLACK.
I NT. — BLACKROOM — | N DARKNESS
SYMBCOL of CODA on the BLACK CANVAS for subsequent duration.

sojourn into madness with ne,
ny friends,
whose gaze affirnms ny word
soak in the brine of ny preservation
the text may spark thy tongue when heard
I have dissented fromthe herd

the bottom of the sea has cone

& builded in ny noisel ess room
the fishes & the nermaids' tonb

the bottom of nmy sea, the room ...

O sing O nuse—& cognate
with mnd and all acts pertaining

O brood O nuse upon ny m ghty subj ect
like a holy hen upon the nest of
ni ght

O ponder the fascismof the heart

O Ti ne,

thy Pyram ds
Look upon Me;

I will show you:
peer

eye

m nd

HOUSE LI GHTS UP
FI'N
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