Prologue
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(Victor stands in line in position X)

Victor: I don’t belong here.  I’m not crazy like they all say I am.  They haven’t seen what I’ve seen, or experienced what I have, so what makes these fruitcakes any different from me? NOTHING! That’s what!  As much as I’ve been through, these people turn an unsympathetic eye towards me, and label me as crazy simply because THEY do not understand.

Nurse: Kim Jefferson

(Person Z takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

Victor: The only thing these “professionals”, if you can even call them THAT, have done to help me so far is pass me off as crazy, load me up with medications that I don’t even need, and lock me away in a room from time to time when I begin to show them the truths that they cannot handle.  FUCK them.  They are no better than what Hitler did to the Jews, and hell, half the people that are in here aren’t even crazy.  But all of this started with a woman I met back in Arizona, Anita Roviki…. As if that name doesn’t ring problems unto itself.

Nurse: Terrence Smith

(Person Y takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

Victor:  It all started with her and her mentioning of having a novel published.  I KNEW I should never have trusted her.  Had I not, I wouldn’t be here right now but nooooooo.  Instead of going and seeing my mom after her being involved in a car accident that bitch Anita, the world, and everyone’s cousin feels the need to play me off as the quintessential cosmic laughing stock.  Screw them, screw her, and more importantly…

Nurse: Victor Spires

Victor: (Screams at nobody in particular) Screw this godforsaken place.  You will not deceive me.

(As Victor screams, “You will not deceive me”, the phrase “Semikameni Hamamatame” shows on the white screen.  The background is entirely black, and the letters are white)

Nurse: Victor Spires

(Victor goes up to the window and takes his small cup of pills and appears to swallow them and washes them down with a glass of water.  As he exits stage right towards the stoplight, he spits the pills out in his hand and throws them downstage)

Nurse: Coburn Thompson

(Person W takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

Nurse: Amber Meyers

(Person V takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

(Scene fades to black.  While the stage is being reset for the next scene which should be done as quickly as possible, so the audience doesn’t get bored in the process, the white screen shows “Book 1: The Seal”.  The letters fade out and reappear as “Chapter 1: A Lonesome Highway.  At the time all this is happening, “Down” by Stone Temple Pilots is playing.)

Book I: The Seal

Chapter 1

A Lonesome Highway
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(Scene fades in to Victor typing at his desk.  “Down” eventually fades out, leaving the sound of typing as Victor stares at his screen)

(Phone rings.  Victor’s sister’s voice is projected over the loudspeaker)

Victor: Wilcox & Wilcox law firm, Victor speaking.

Jessica: Hey, Vic.

Victor: Oh, hey Jessie, how are you?  Haven’t talked to you in a while!

Jessica: Well, I’m doing fine, but I called you to tell you about mom. I don’t know if you’ve heard anything from anyone else yet, but I called to see if you did.

Victor: I haven’t heard anything, so what’s the news?

Jessica: It’s bad.  Three days ago, she was involved in a car accident and she was on her way to see you for a surprise visit.  Apparently, someone ran a stoplight while she was going through a town in Provo, totaled her car, and killed one of the passengers in their car.

Victor: Holy shit!  Is she okay?

Jessica: From what I’ve been told, she’ll survive.  She broke one of her legs sustained a concussion, and cracked a few ribs.

Victor: Why didn’t I hear this from anyone else?

Jessica: We’ve all been busy, and I guess most of us forgot to call you in the rush of things.

Victor: Do you know what hospital she’s staying in?

Jessica: It’s… it’s… hold on, and let me get my address book.

(At this point there is a little shuffling around on Jessica’s end of the line, and Victor is extremely upset at this point)

Jessica: Ok, got it. It’s the Utah Valley Regional Medical Center.  In Provo.  Do you need the number?

Victor: No, I can probably get it from 411 and call her in a bit after I talk to my supervisor.

Jessica: Ok.  I’ve got some stuff I still need to pack for the trip over.  If you get time off, what day do you think you’ll be up there?

Victor: Probably either tomorrow or Friday.  I’m sure my supervisor will understand.  What day do you plan on being there?

Jessica: I’m guessing around Sunday or Monday.  Are you gonna be ok?

Victor:  Yeah, I’ll be fine.  Listen, I really need to talk to my supervisor to see if I can get an emergency leave, so I’ll talk to you later, Ok?

Jessica: Cool.  Talk to ya then?

Victor: I plan on it…. Bye

Jessica: Bye.

(Victor hangs up the phone, and looks out of his cubicle.  He sees his supervisor standing over at the water cooler talking to a few of his coworkers.  He walks over, and arrives for the last part of the joke the supervisor is telling to the coworkers.)

Doug: …And so I said to him, “Who do I look like, Gerald Ford?”

(Coworkers begin laughing hysterically and one of them falls on the floor, doubled over.  Doug, the supervisor turns around and looks surprised to see Victor.  He almost jumps a bit)

Doug: Hey, how come you’re not laughing?  When I told it to you yesterday, you said it was the funniest thing you’d ever heard.

Victor:  It was… I mean… It is.  Look, I don’t mean to spoil the fun…

 (Looks at the coworkers attempting to regain their composure, and he tries not to crack a smile)

Victor: But can I talk to you for a few?  I just got a phone call from my sister, and I need to ask a favor of you.

Doug: Well, let’s go to your office and talk about your situation.

 (Looks at the people who have now fully regained their composure, but are still chuckling and giggling now and then)

Doug: Hey, I’ll be back in a few, I’m gonna go talk to Victor.

(They walk back over to his office and Victor sits down)

Victor: I just got a phone call from my sister that my mom was in a car accident a few days ago.  She’s at a hospital over in Provo, and I was wondering if it would be possible at all for me to take an emergency leave to go see her?

Doug:  Vick! I’ve told you before, and I know everyone at least once, If you have something that comes up like this, you don’t have to ask me.  All you need to do is tell me when you plan on leaving and when you plan on coming back, and I’ll take care of the rest. Ok?

Victor: I understand, but I wanted to make sure, just in case.

Doug:  Vick, you worry too much.  Sometimes I think you need to lighten up a bit.  But yes, you can have the time off.  How long do you think you’ll be?

Victor: I dunno, maybe about 4 or 5 days, possibly a week?

Doug: That’s good.  Now go… go see your mom.  She’ll be glad to see you, and besides, I’m sure that you coming all the way up there will make her feel better.

Victor: Ok, I’ll finish up the report for the upcoming suit we have, and I’ll have it ready for you in about an hour or so.

Doug: Great.  Ok, I gotta crack the whip a bit and tell these cases over by the water cooler to get back to work. Talk to ya before you leave.  And if you need anything, just call, ok?

Victor: Ok.

(Scene slowly fades out with Victor typing once again.  “Paint It Black” By Jim Morrison and The Doors starts playing as the scene is rearranged for Part II of Chapter I.  Victor runs off to the car, which is ready for the upcoming scene.)

Chapter I: Part I

3 Steps To Becoming A Hitchhiker
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(Victor is driving down the road, and the audience sees him as he pulls around towards them from the farther stage right scenery, and suddenly, his car stalls.  “Paint It Black” is either faded out or has stopped playing by this point.)

(As Victor’s car slows to a stop the white screen flashes “Page, Arizona – 3 Miles”)

Victor: Damnit! What now?

(Triggered effects make the car start smoking.)

Victor: [Checks his pockets] Great… don’t tell me I left my phone at the office. [Screams in a frustrated manner, and kicks the tire of the car, obviously injuring his foot]

(Victor suddenly limps away from the car with a grimace of pain on his face)

Victor: Sonofa…. RRRRRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!  Well, this is great, my car breaks down and starts smoking…. Cute.  Well, guess I’ll have a bit of a ways to walk back to Page.

(As Victor starts walking towards the scenery on stage left, a car pulls up and intercepts him.  An attractive young woman in her mid to late 20’s steps out.)

Anita: Hey there.  Looks like you need some help.

Victor:  Nah, It’s not that far back to the gas station.

Anita:  Are you insane?  It’s nearly 4 miles to the nearest gas station, and you plan on walking back there?  Get in the car.  I’m calling AAA.

Victor: I don’t even know you.

Anita: That doesn’t matter right now, does it?  Obviously your car broke down, and I refuse to let people walk 4 miles to get a problem taken care of that could be solved with a little more help and in a little less time.

(Anita calls AAA on her cell phone, while victor stands outside of her car, the starts walking around aimlessly)

Anita: Yes, there’s someone with car troubles a few miles outside of Page, and I was wondering about how long it would take to get a tow truck out here…. Ok… 45 minutes? Great.

Victor:  Well?

Anita: It’ll be about an hour, maybe more before someone is able to come out here.

Victor: Thanks for your help.

Anita: Don’t mention it.

(“Come Together” by The Beatles starts playing as both cars are pulled into the actual parking lot away from the audience.  Lights show onstage as Jeff, the mechanic is at the main desk filling out paperwork.  Anita and Victor walk onstage to talk to him.)

Chapter I: Part II

Timing Is Everything
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(Victor and Anita walk over to the main desk where Jeff is filling out paperwork)

Victor: Hi

(Continues working on his paperwork)

Victor: Hey, you.

(Jeff looks up from his papers)

Jeff: Oh, sorry about that, was a little distracted with the paperwork and all.  What can I help you with today?

Anita: His –

Victor: My car broke down just a few miles outside of here, and I have no idea why.  I was wondering if you could take a look at it and maybe figure out what’s wrong with it?

Jeff: Well, today’s been a pretty busy day, and I’ve got about 5 or so more cars to look at, so it’ll probably be a few hours before I can get around to looking at it to see what I can do.

Victor: Hmm… do you know when you’ll have the time to look at my car?

Jeff: I’m guessing probably about 3 or 4 hours at the latest.  Depending what’s wrong with it, and a few other factors, I can’t tell you right off what the price will be, however, I do charge a $50 flat rate for  a basic diagnostic service.  That doesn’t include sales tax.

Victor:  Are you sure there’s no way that you can look at my car?  Like right now?

Jeff:  I don’t mean to sound snippy, but it’s been a long day.  There have been people that came in here earlier with car troubles that couldn’t wait.  Putting you in front of the people who have been waiting for hours on end simply wouldn’t be fair to them, you or me.  I run a business.  And whether or not it’s a branch of Jiffy Lube, or some small town repair shop, I have to keep it up as one.

(Victor starts to look a little perturbed at this point)

Anita:  Victor, this man is obviously busy, and I don’t think that us arguing with him is going to help any.  So why don’t we go out, enjoy the rest of the day for a bit, get something to eat, come back in a few hours, and he should have it taken care of by then.

(Victor grumbles and says something under his breath that either Anita or Jeff can make out audibly.  A picture of a cow relieving itself is shown on the white screen for a brief moment.)

Victor:  Fine… Let’s go get something to eat, and we’ll leave him alone to do … well… whatever it is he’ll be doing.  [Looks at Jeff].  What’s your name again?

Jeff:  Jeff. [Looks a bit exasperated] Would you like to know my profession as well?

Victor:  No thanks.

(Victor and Anita exit stage left and the scene fades out. “No Way Out” by Stone Temple Pilots plays between scenes)

Chapter I: Part III

The White Rabbit
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Anita: Yes, it’s been a rather interesting week so far for me.  And you?

Victor:  Interesting isn’t quite the word I’d choose, but then, when you work for Wilcox & Wilcox, what else would you expect?

(Both of them chuckle a bit)

Anita:  So what it you do for a living exactly?

Victor: I work for a law firm over in Phoenix.  We handle accident and malpractice cases mostly. Usually, I type reports and do background checks for the plaintiffs and defendants.

Anita: Must be nice.

Victor: Not all the time.  The job does have its ups and downs.

Anita: I don’t mean to get off subject or anything, but what brings you all the way up here?

Victor:  Ah.  Earlier today, I got a phone call from my sister.  It seems that my mother was involved in a car accident and was injured rather badly, and is staying at a hospital over in Provo.  So I figured that I’d take a trip up there to see her, and take a little time off work in the process.

Anita: I’m sorry to hear that, I’ll pay for your meal.  Do you know if she’s ok?

Victor: I think Jessica said she was.  But even still, I feel the need to go up there and see her anyways.

Anita: That’s nice to see someone with that much compassion.  Seems you don’t see that in too many people these days.

Victor: Meh.  I’d like to think everyone is that way.

Anita: I feel bad about what happened, especially with your car.  Is there anything I can do for you?

Victor:  Nah.  It’ll all work out.  What do you do, if you don’t mind me asking?

Anita: Oh.  I write books.

Victor: Really?

Anita: Not really.  I’m actually a rocket scientist working for a top-secret project for the government involving intergalactic conspiracies with extra terrestrials and oversized insects that plan to take over the human race.

(Anita gives Victor an almost deadpan look, except it’s quite obvious she’s trying to hide a smile and not laugh.  Victor looks at her and starts laughing)

Victor: Liar.

Anita: Yes… that part, but I really do write books.  Right now, I’m trying to get a story I’ve written published by a book firm up in Seattle.  I have an appointment with them in a few days, so I’m headed up there to talk with them in person about it.  I figure that it would make a better impression than sending emails back and forth and playing phone tag.

Victor: Playing phone tag is a bitch.

Anita: No kidding.

Victor: So what’s the book about?

Anita: Are you familiar with folklore and such?

Victor: All depends.  If its common folklore like the supposed gargantuan alligators that inhabit the sewers of major cities, and children that bring back dogs from Tijuana that actually turn out to be sewer rats with rabies, then yes.

(Anita giggles a bit)

Anita: No… nothing like that.  It’s more along the lines of what people call the “supernatural”.  It pretty much falls along the lines of mythology, folklore, and actual events that have happened over time, and merges them into one story.

Victor: Hm… that sounds interesting.  What kind of story are we talking about?

Anita:  Have you read middle eastern mythology or the Koran?

Victor: I’ve heard bits and pieces about their mythology.

Anita: Lemme ask you this.  Have you heard of the Djinn?

(Scene fades out with “Poem” by Taproot playing)

Chapter II:

The Awakening
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(V, W, X, Y, Z are gone. There is no longer a line.  Victor is sitting downstage on the floor. Music slowly fades out.)

Victor:

And that’s where it all began (laughs).  At a diner, with a woman I had just met.  It’s strange the way life deals cards to you in a poker game.  Half the time you don’t even know what’s going until after everyone’s laid their hand down and the chips are gone.  Usually by that time, someone has folded.  Guess I should have folded my hand as well and just stayed at the garage.


Just to think that all my problems started with her and that damn book she mentioned.  I should NOT have trusted her.  But somehow, I wanted to.  I wanted to believe that she was helping me, but I was too blind to realize that she was only there to screw me over and have me take it up the ass like some freak show in a cage at some small town carnival.  I can’t believe I trusted her.


Now look at me.  Sitting here in a place that I should not be, and everyone thinks I’m some sort of goddamn lunatic.  I’m not.  I am not crazy.  And with all the medication they give me, sometimes I wonder if in fact this is all a dream, and when I go to sleep and see my wife, kids, and family, that it is THEN when I am truly awake.  And the comfort of sleep makes this seem less and less like a reality and the dreams more and more of a lifestyle than a fantasy.  I guess Anita was right.  You don’t find too many compassionate people these days anymore.

Inmate w/ Doll:  Shut the hell up!  It’s my doll and you’re not taking it away from me!

Inmate In Jacket:  How can I take it when you have snakes coming out of your hair?

Inmate w/ Doll:  Just keep watching that TV.  I hope one day that bear comes out of there and eat you alive.  You fruitcake.

Inmate In Jacket: Aren’t you just in the right position to be calling me a fruitcake?  Remind me again which one of us plays with the doll all day long and talks to it as if the thing talks back.

Inmate w/ Doll:  And which one of us needs a straightjacket because they chase after people with spoons and says, “Come here little one, I only want to show you what I did to the badgers”?

Inmate In Jacket:  That’s because they asked for it and it was Tuesday.

Inmate w/ Doll:  Yes, I’m sure.  And we’re all Truman Capotes now, aren’t we?

Inmate In Jacket:  Screw off.

(Victor has stood up sometime during the middle of their conversation and continues to give them a look of utter disgust.  During Victor’s coming speech, the inmate with a doll plays with it, and occasionally, the one in a straightjacket will lunge at him and gnash with his teeth trying to get the doll.)

Victor:


(Fake laughs)… As you can see, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, THIS is the kind of crap (points at the two inmates) that I have to put up with.  We’ve got one fellow who plays with a doll all day long, and is completely oblivious to his surroundings except for when the doll tells him “Prophecies”.  The man is insane.  Then we have another person who incontinent and screams at everyone for shit that doesn’t even make sense…. And somehow I’m the one who’s crazy.  Somehow, I BELONG here?  I dare anyone to even attempt to explain to me what purpose or reason I have for being here?  Did I represent the wrong person in a case?  Perhaps a few years ago, I cut someone off at a traffic light and they flipped me the bird and wished that I would rot in hell.  Maybe he got his wish.  This is about as close to hell as you can get.

Yet, for some unknown reason, nobody is willing to explain to me WHY I even belong here, and when I dare question “Authority” and logically prove to those inane blasphemous doctors time and again that I do not belong here, what happens?  I get pumped up with medications that should be given to people who legitimately have undifferentiated schizophrenia.  I LOVE THIS PLACE.  PLEASE, DRUG ME UP SOME MORE, GIVE ME MORE OF YOUR BULLSHIT THERAPY AND THEN LOCK ME IN A ROOM FOR 8 HOURS A DAY.  YES, THIS IS WHAT I WANTED IN LIFE.  THIS WAS MY ULTIMATE DREAM IN LIFE.  DO YOU HEAR ME? I LOVE THIS PLACE.
(The two inmates are on the floor grappling each other and fighting over the doll.)

(Scene fades out with “Applebite” by Soundgarden)

Chapter II: Part I

Social Intercourse: A Victimless Crime
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(Victor and Anita are standing at the main desk)

Jeff:  Oh god, that’s terrible.

Victor: So, what’s the news?

(Jeff grimaces slightly)

Jeff:  Heheh… uh.. yeah… that’s.. um….

Anita:  Judging by the look on your face, it can’t be good.

Jeff:  Um.. I’m going to be frank with you; it’s not.  I’ve good bad news, and then I’ve got worse news.  Whichever you want first, they go hand in hand.

(Anita looks a little worried)

Victor: (Laughs nervously) I’ll go with the bad news first.

Jeff:  Well, this is what happened.  In a nutshell, the timing belt snapped in your car.  In most cases, this can be easily repaired.  However, in some cases, it can completely ruin an engine.  Needless to say, you’re gonna need a new engine along with a timing belt, and a few other things.  The price is not pretty, and that’s taking into account your situation, taking off labor cost, and going on the high end of the engines to ensure that this won’t happen for a very long time, if ever again.

Anita & Victor:  Ouch.

Victor:  And the worse news that’s rolling my way?

Jeff:  It’s gonna take a week to get the new engine in.

Victor:  Damnit!  Do you have a phone I could use?

Jeff:  (Points to a table downstage) Over there.

Victor: (Points to the phone right beside Jeff) What about that one?

Jeff:  Incoming calls.

Victor:  Ah, I see. (Walks over towards the phone downstage.  Victor takes a phone card out of his wallet, and dials for a few minutes.) C’mon, c’mon.  Great. (Dials another number and pauses for a few seconds)  Yes… is this UVRMC?  Good.  I need you to give a message to a Mrs. Rachel Spires.  Tell her that my car broke down and that I’ll probably be a few days later than I expected… My name?  Victor Spires.  Ok?  Great.  Thanks.  Bye.

(White screen flashes Chapter II, Part II: Sunset To Twilight. Jeff appears to be talking to Anita.  Victor slowly walks over to the main desk as he asks the first question)

Victor:  Hey Jeff?

Jeff: Yeah?

Victor:  Is there any way you can get the engine replaced sooner?

Jeff:  Nope.  I was on the phone for at least an hour on and off trying to get them to send it earlier. 

Victor:  (Sarcastic tone) Just peachy.

Anita:  I’ve got an idea, Victor.  Since I’m headed north, and your mom is pretty much on the way to Seattle, I can drop you off over in Provo, you can get a hotel room or something.  After that, I can come back down, pick you up, drop you off here, and the car should be fixed by then.

Victor: I’ll have to think about it for a few.

Jeff:  Sounds like a plan.

Anita:  We can also exchange phone numbers so we can keep in contact.

Jeff:  Can I have yours?  I think I lost mine.

Anita:  Um… uh… I’ll jump right on that.

Victor: This is a serious matter, not “Love Connection, Arizona”.  Jeff?

Jeff:  Oh, sorry.

Victor:  I’ve got a few more questions.

Jeff:  Ok.

Victor:  How long do you think it’ll take to repair the engine once you get it?

Jeff:  Pretty much the same day that it arrives.  Unless some natural disaster like a monsoon or a swarm of locusts happen to meander their way into town.

(Anita and Victor laugh a little bit)

Victor: How much do you think it will cost?

Jeff:  Shit.  I forgot to ask how much the engine costs.  I’ll have to call em back later and see the price on it.  It will be a little expensive though, but I can easily work out the payment in installments.

Victor:  Cool.  Well, I guess we can do that, Anita.  Is there anything you need before we go?

Anita:  Lemme think…. C4… don’t have that.  I’ll also need a pound of coke for that delivery in Oregon, and probably a couple of thermonuclear detonators for safekeeping?

(Jeff and Victor look at each other and smile.)

Jeff:  Well?  When do we wanna meet back here?

Victor: How about a week from this Sunday?  That’ll give me enough time to see my mom, Anita enough time with her appointment with the book publishers, and by then, you should have more then enough time to get the engine replaced.  Sound good everyone?

(Jeff and Anita both nod in assent)

Victor: Great. I’ll go get my stuff out of the trunk, and we’ll head out.  Oh, and here’s some money in advance.

(Victor goes over to Jeff and hands him some money)

Jeff:  Thanks.  You won’t be disappointed.

(Anita goes over to her car and starts it up.  Victor goes over to his car, grabs his two suitcases and puts them in the back seat of the car, hops in, and they drive off.  The stage is slowly disassembled part by part and Jeff walks off the stage and sits among the audience members.  After the stage is disassembled and Anita and Victor have driven off on the highway, the white screen shows the old film countdown from 5 to 1.  The title “Chapter II Part III: Déjà vu, The Skeleton Key To Every Door is shown.  Then the movie is played.)

Chapter II Part III:

Déjà vu, The Skeleton Key To Every Door

Anita:  It’s a long trip ahead.  We should probably stop and get something to eat.  Wendy’s sound good?

Victor: Sure thing.

(Car pulls up to a Wendy’s and they wait for a little bit with the line)

Loudspeaker: Welcome to Wendy’s, would you like to try a combo meal? (or whatever crap they say nowadays)

(Anita orders a garden salad, frostie, and a cheeseburger.  Victor orders a spicy chicken combo, Biggie sized. They pull around to the front window, get their food and pull out. They eat for a bit, and Victor finally says something)

Victor: You know, the book that you mentioned earlier today really perked my interest.

Anita:  Is that so?

Victor:  Yes.  I wish I knew more about it.  Actually, I wish I knew more about the Djinn.

Anita:  It’s been said throughout history that you should be careful what you wish for.  And that’s also true with The Djinn.  They look for loopholes in everything.

(There is an awkward moment of silence between them.  Anita starts snickering, then Victor starts snickering.  Soon both of them break into laughter.  After a minute or two of laughing, they both start to regain their composure)

Anita: Oh man… the work for this book is unbelievable.  And you would not believe the amount of people that I had to go through to find things out about all of this.

(Scene slowly fades out, with an intermissions following between Books I and II.  “All Long The Watchtower” by Jimi Hendrix is played. Intermission)

Book II: Breakdown
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(Narrator is sitting at the chair smoking a cigarette and is reading a New York Times.  He casually looks up, then looks surprised, stands up from his chair and proceeds to speak)

Narrator:  Oh, I didn’t expect to see you here this early.  I’m doing quite well, now that you mention it.  (Laughs) So you want to know more about them, you say? They don’t call this the chamber for nothing.  Let me go look for a second.

(Narrator walks over to bookcase 2, picks up a book and a paper, then walks over to bookcase 5 and picks up two other books.  Static slowly fades in on the white screen.)

Narrator:  And you want to know more… (laughs), well you’ve certainly come to the right place, and perhaps this will answer your question.

(The narrator walks offstage, and the movie plays)

History and Folklore

As you well know, folklore and history go hand in hand in synchronicity with the human civilization as a whole.  There are exceptions to every rule, however until recently, for some unknown reason, the conscious mind of humanity has tried taking strides away from acknowledging the truth to these tales… as they were, and the lessons that were told within.  Because of this, their minds have become weak and even more obviously, unstable.  It seems that as the majority still tries to cling to some semblance of these stories that often correctly explain their origin, their inner beliefs, and how they should live. Yet they still try to deny any facet of truth to them.  And it is these steps that we take further away from what Carl Jung called the collective consciousness, are the very same steps that drive us further apart from our true selves and each other.  And within us, there are two kinds of folklore that one observes.


The first kind of folklore that you will find passed down from generation to generation is those types of folklore known as Oral Folklore.  These are stories that have been passed down through many generations in countless societies.  These types of stories are commonly known today as “Urban Legends”.  Some of them may be written down, but over the mists of time, they have usually been altered to help conform to the way modern society functions as a collective and often serve as a landmark for the cornerstones of thinking of our time.


The second kind that one will find permeating our existence is known as Written Folklore.  This style is often found in what skeptical and objective minds have given the derogatory label “Myths” or “Faith”.  These are people who shy away from the Collective Conscious in an attempt to further their own foolish greed and make themselves appear at a higher level of consciousness through demeaning and logically disproving through ignorance what other people have known to exist for a very, very long time.  They often attempt to mask their own unjust acts as good and kind through the label “Pure Scientists”.  What one must realize, is that to be truly enlightened, one must both embrace Ancient and Modern religions of both sects.  And when one does this, they will find that everything coincides and that all questions are answered.  With this, the dualistic seed of doubt and affirmation has been sown.

Myths & Religion


Myth and Religion have played a very important part in the development of the human mind for quite some time.  Looking back on our history as an almost singular event, one can trace the roots of our belief systems to a physiological urge that plagues us even today: Sleep.

Every living entity that inhabits the universe has to adapt and fight for their survival.  We as humans have done the same.  When darkness befell us during our earlier days, natural predators that lurked during these hours would often hunt many other creatures, including humans as food.  They did this because their day ended when ours began, and logically, we became an easy target for the continuation of their existence.  To avoid this phenomenon known as “Predatorial Death”, humans banded together in packs and protected each other throughout the long hours of the night.  They did this in shifts, and for those who did not have them, they did what only comes naturally to any organism after it is exhausted: Sleep.


When one sleeps, the subconscious mind takes over and produces activity that is known as the REM stage.  During this time, it is said that we dream a thousand dreams, but only remember a few.  However, what we do dream is directly affected by our daily activities.  And for humans in the earlier parts of history, they were curious as to where these visions came from.  Thus, the sprout of wisdom had germinated from the seed of doubt and affirmation.


One of the first questions that spawned from this phenomena was “How were we created?”, or “Where do we come from?”.  The people that had the most vivid of dreams were often consulted and looked upon as wise because they could answer things through their unconscious mind that other beings of their same group could not even begin to think of during their waking hours.  These answers that were given to people were eventually written down into books and manuscripts that could be passed down unto several generations.  One of the more recent of these manuscripts is known as The Holy Bible:


In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.  Now earth was formless and empty, darkness as over the surface of the deep, and the spirit of God was hovering over the waters.








Genesis v1-2


To some people this is rather vague.  However, to the people at the time this answer was written, given the time, the technology, and the mindset of the majority of humankind, this was considered to explain more than enough to them.  However, times have changed, as have mindsets and technology.  And therefore, modern minds need modernized answers.


According to Merriam-Webster’s 11th Collegiate Dictionary, creation is defined as such:

Function: noun
Date: 14th century
1: the act of creating; especially: the act of bringing the world into ordered existence
2: the act of making, inventing, or producing: as a: the act of investing with a new rank or office b: the first representation of a dramatic role
3: something that is created: as a: world b: creatures singly or in aggregate c: an original work of art d: a new usually striking article of clothing 

Bottom of Form


In order for something to be created, there must be a creator as shown as meaning 1 in the definition of the word “Creation”.


Because of the fact that humans hunted in packs, protected each other, and organized their daily activities in a hierarchical fashion, their minds soon began to function like other animals who followed the same practices.  After time went by, they realized that in order for the members of their society to function at a level that would promote, maintain, and often vastly accelerate the continuation their own fragile existence, they needed a leader to help them have a final say in what events were organized.  An Alpha Being was needed so to speak.  The same mentality can also be applied to spirituality.  In order for something to be created, there must be a creator, therefore the greater being in a sense, is the Alpha Spirit, and has the final say in what goes and what stays.  These are often known as Superiors, or Superior Beings.


More often than not, when the leader is given the power to reign over a community, whether it be through a matriarchal, patriarchal, or sometimes a combination of both basic ruling powers, one will often find that the leader, or the Alpha Being in question usually has subordinate beings that are willing to help carry out its biddings, rules and decisions made by the group as a whole.   Or even sometimes, by the leaders themselves, believing that the decisions and conclusions that he or she has reached is correct, mature, unbiased and utmost importantly, is for the greater benefit unto the group and to itself.

The creation of spirits and beings tends to follow these same general rules and guidelines.  Throughout various religions and belief systems, there is always one main being that created everything.  Whether or not different labels of “Gods” or “Angels” or “Demons” are given to them is irrelevant.  The point is, they all started from one nexus, usually the Alpha Spirit, or the spirit that is being held with the highest regard of that belief system.  Because they are not technically creators, nor are they fully mortal creations, they have been called many things throughout time: Immortals, Demigods, Guardians, Spirit Guides, and what have you.   But because they are neither truly the Alpha Being(s), nor at the lowest scale of the “pecking order”, for all intensive purposes, they are known as Otherkin.  And this is where the lines of power and order can become blurred at times.

Modern Mythology & Scientific Religion


Until recent times, the majority of societies accepted what was passed down to them from their elders.  Because the older people often had a lot more experience with how to survive and also deal with day-to-day situations, they were held in very high regard, almost as much as the Otherkin were held in high regard to the spirit world.  And because of this, they were often asked advice, and were listened to without question.  As time went on, the younger generations found better solutions to problems that still adhered to the ways that were revealed to them through their elders, and made all parties in question happier and helped shape a better future for generations to come.  These phenomena are known as technological advancement and intellectual achievement.  And there is absolutely nothing wrong with this in the eyes and minds of either the spirits, nor the elders and peers.  And it was through the Higher Beings and elders that we were told to grow, procreate, evolve, and discover the worlds around us.  Then one day, someone questioned.  It was not long after this that the seed of doubt soon began to grow into the plant of deceit with its sweet nectarine smelling blossoms of hate, jealousy, and lies.  This is the phenomenon known as Pandora’s Box, as was described in Greek and Roman belief systems throughout humanity’s more recent history, of which remnants of record keeping have still remained largely intact.  It was when humanity began to question the very roots of its foundation that its own basic political structure and mindset began to rapidly deteriorate.  It is this, when spirituality is questioned and abandoned solely for selfish greed and the advancement of technology with the absence of spirit that science and technology become a Modern Mythology.  And it will only be a matter of time before someone questions again, and releases the contents of another Pandora’s Box.

Creation Redefined


After Pandora’s Box was opened, creation had once again been redefined, and this time with the absence of a creator.  While at first glance this idea might seem brilliant, that idea being that the universe came into existence without a creator, it is not as well thought out and planned as was intended y the individuals who invented it.  As much as atheistic science explains, it abandons the following universal rule that has been proven time and again; In order for something to come into existence, regardless of whether or not the subject has a disorganized or organized pattern to it, there MUST be a creator to allow it to come into existence.  The “modern” view of creation is that the universe started from a singularity known as “The Big Bang”.  However, what happened before the singularity or even where it came from remains largely shrouded in mystery even today.

Deities


At this point, deities and other “supernatural” begins are discredited and often regarded as the product of overactive imaginations and mental disorders.  However, one of the main theories proposed recently by such accredited scientists was that the universe did in fact come from nothing.  The logic behind this reasoning is, that when there is nothing, the laws that govern the universe we are in now no longer apply.  While this is a good idea at first glance, when one begins to analyze the hypothesis there is one major flaw:  Because we cannot directly observe or create nothing as it were, we really have no idea what would happen even if that was the case.  And because we cannot observe anything, we really have no idea what would happen even if it were the case.  And because we do not even know if anything would happen, and if energy and matter would be able to spontaneously form, which happens not to be the case, we could not observe that, and therefore, the logic is fatally flawed.


There is also another theory (Uncertainty Principle) in use today that one cannot be entirely sure of the exact position and velocity of matter because the more accurately one knows about the velocity of a particle, the less accurate the measurement of its position is, and vice versa, regardless of the particle size in question.


Keeping this in mind, one could conclude that a hypothesis of the same nature could be applied to the question of how the universe was created.  For all intensive purposes, we will call this the Dynamic Answer Hypothesis.  This particular hypothesis states that the more you observe the outcome of an arbitrary situation, the more difficult it becomes to accurately observe the factors themselves that helped bring a situation or phenomenon into existence.  But also, the more one knows about certain sets of rules that govern a phenomenon, the less accurately one can predict the outcome.  This also goes to say that out of initial chaos, eventual order will prevail. So therefore, no matter how much we know about the continuum in which we live, in order to fully understand where we came from, we would have to reverse space and time to a singular point that would result in the destruction of ourselves.  Performing such an act would be considered almost foolishly suicidal.  But from that, would come knowledge, which in turn, lends credence to the idea that there are other beings, which the initial theory that our universe was created from nothing was set out to disprove.

Forms Of Energy


In our universe, there are two basic forms of energy: Kinetic and Potential.  From these two types of energy, all forms of matter have been created.  Einstein’s world famous equation E=mc2 proves this point.  When matter is broken down, energy is released, showing that matter does indeed come from energy.  Experiments involving bits of matter being thrown at each other in particle accelerators show that energy is released when matter is destroyed.  Sometimes during these experiments other particles, unstable as they may be, were formed for short periods, proving that matter does indeed come from energy.

Time

When Einstein put forth his hypothesis that time is relative, and that it and space is directly affected by gravity, it created a lot of uproar in the scientific community.  The belief at that time was that time traveled in a straight line.  However, while Einstein proved that it runs more like a stream, there has been more and more evidence that time can indeed loop back on itself.  A lot of people may think that time travel is science fiction, our own government has conducted experiments involving this idea.  And quite frankly, when it comes to cover ups, the government doesn’t have an all-star track record.  One of these more recent experiments is known as the Montauk Project.

11-Dimensional Supergravity

Another theory put forth in recent years to explain matter, energy, and gravity.  This particular theory is known as 11-Dimensional Supergravity.  The fundamental concept is that our continuum contains approximately 11 dimensions, but we only experience 3 or 4 of them because the other dimensional planes are curled up to points so small that they have no noticeable effect in our continuum, and therefore we cannot directly observe them.  This theory is also used to calculate how a large number of particles bend space and time, and ultimately, are the catalysts in the creation of black holes.

Black Holes


Black holes are large interstellar objects considered to be the universal garbage disposals in which matter and energy, including light itself cannot escape.  Even though we cannot directly observe black holes, we know that through indirect observation of the particles that surround them that as their diameter approaches a measurement of 0, their gravity and mass of these objects approaches infinity.  It is also widely believed that at the center of black holes lies something called a singularity.  This is defined as a point in which space and time curvature become infinite.  What goes in inside of a singularity may never be solved in our lifetime.  However, whether or not the singularity has separate rules of physics that it abides by, or none at all is irrelevant.  The point being made is that whether or not a singularity has a separate set of rules, it still indirectly has an effect on our continuum through an object in which it was created. Therefore, the singularity would still be affected by a basic rule of physics that Isaac Newton proposed:  For every action there is an equal and opposite reaction.  Thus, the seemingly endless amount of matter and energy that goes into a black hole, has to be ejected somewhere in order for them to maintain their constant state as proposed by modern physics.  And that ejection point is the singularity, implying that there are indeed other universes and beings and possibly, white holes.  This also goes to show we may not also be as high and mighty as we’d like to think.

Creation Redefined With Intrinsic Values


Another book published recently called Probability 1, proved through mathematics that we are not alone in our universe.  There was one formula that the book was based on, and that was a mathematic equation known as Drake’s Formula.  The logic behind the equation is as such:

N=N* Fp Ne Fl Fi Fc L

N = Final variable showing the likelihood of extraterrestrial life existing in our continuum. The value will never be greater than 1.

N* = Number of stars in a given area

Fp = Percentage of stars with planets

Ne = Number of planets with a favorable environment that could possibly harbor life.

Fl = Percentage of planets with life

Fi = Percentage of life forms with intelligence

Fc = Fraction of planets w/ life that have electronic or other forms of communication.

L = Longevity Function.  This can be obtained by dividing the length of time the civilization exists by the total length of time a given area has existed for.


Studying Drake’s equation, one could also logically prove the possibility of the existence of other continuums other than our own that would also conceivably contain life.  For lack of a better name, we will call this the Multicontinual Equation.

N = P. Fs Fd Fl Md

N = Final limit describing both the probability of both other dimensions other than our own that exist and the possibility that those other dimensions contain beings other than our own.

P. = Percentage of black holes compared to the number of stars in a given system.

Fs = Fraction of black holes that have reached enough critical mass to possibly contain a singularity

Fd = Fraction of those dimensions that are likely to contain either black holes or white holes.

Fl = Fraction of those dimensions that actually contain life

Md = Maximum upper limit of the number of universes that could possibly contain life.


To some, this idea may seem ridiculous, however, keep in mind that this equation isn’t mean to prove the definitive existence of anything, but merely proving possibility of he idea that life could exist in an alternate universe.


In our galaxy, there are approximately 300 billion stars.  Of those, on an extremely low-end measurement, we will say that only 1/20000 (one half of one ten thousandth of a percent) of these would be proportional in comparison with black holes.


This would leave us with approximately 15 million black holes.  Out of the 15 million black holes, we will say that conservative, only 1/1000 of them have reached a critical mass to contain a singularity even though it widely believed that number is nearly 100%.


Because the theory of 11-Dimensional Supergravity states that we experience only a total of 3 or 4 dimensions (Depending on who you ask) and that we actually have 11 of them, but it just happens that 6 or 7 of them are curled up.  The only dimension that we know of that could minimally support enough matter and space to allow the existence of black holes is the 3rd Dimension, or our own.  1st and 2nd do not meet the requirements, so that leaves us with 8 or 9 dimensions that would support black holes, or 8/11.


The only dimension we know of that contains life that we can directly observe is our own. That leaves us with 1/11.


Even though we cannot place limits on what exists outside of our continuum, we will say that there would be as many singularities leading to alternate worlds as there are the number of black holes that support the existence of singularities within a given area.


As a whole, the numbers we know, we will plug into the equation, taking into account the possibility of limit Fs having more than one value, being on the high end, 100%, and on the lower end 1/1000 of a percent.

On the realistic end…

A) N = (1/20000) (1/1000) (8/11) (1/11) 15000000

N ends up being 5%

On the conservative end…

B) N = (1/20000) (1/1000) (8/11) (1/11) 15000

N ends up being .005%

These numbers only take into account an extremely conservative estimate of the number of black holes in our galaxy, which does not even reflect the total number of galaxies and black holes within our known universe.  N’s value increases as the area size and measurement of stars, galaxies and black holes do.  So therefore, even on the extremely conservative end, the window of opportunity for life to exist elsewhere in other universes is a strong possibility.  One of these forms of beings includes those known as The Djinn.

The Djinn

(As Told Through The Eyes Of A Race)

Most humans will tell you that when you want to know more about us as a race, that you should start with a Middle Eastern Manuscript known as The Koran, or the Qur’an.  While the Koran may be a place to start, it is also rife with misinformation about us as a whole, and the majority of information you will find about Them often follows in close hand with either misinformation, incomplete information, or complete bullshit made up by some ignorant human who played one too many games of D&D, and not enough time traveling to our realm to actually find out the information firsthand. There are risks involved, but in order to keep one educated in life, taking a few risks now and then are part of the game. They always have been.  But do keep in mind that The Koran was written by mortals who do not fully understand either the nature of our race, nor our language and therefore is flawed to a startling degree. 

The Koran, among other manuscripts states that we were created from smokeless fire. However, this is not entirely true. There are Djinn of many elements in this continuum and others. The most common you will see involve the basic 5 elements (plus a few others that are debated by a good portion of people today); Light, Dark, Water, Fire, Earth. And the most common element you will find on this planet is Fire. Therefore, it is commonly thought that they were only created from Fire, which happens not to be the case. 

We were created as part of an "experiment" (for lack of a better terms) by The Higher Beings to create Superspirits that they could control and use for their own purposes. The first project failed miserably because a lot of the practitioners of these arts used only their own energy to attempt to create servants. While this may seem like a good idea, keep in mind all energy must be at a balance in order for anything to truly work to the fullest extent that it should. The second experiment was a success to an extent. After the higher beings had failed miserably during their first projects (which ended up giving way to Vampiric Spirits, Wisps, Gryphs, Fire Elementals, etc etc), they had come together to attempt to create a Superspirit. What they created was the first Genie, which is a basic form. 

Because of the basic nature of their work, they were made only to have to grant 3 "wishes" for their creator. However, not being created from mortal flesh, they were somewhat difficult to handle, and abandoned (the third project worked and gave way to Avatars aka Demigods). However, since they had served their purpose, they were "rewarded" by allowing to live their lives on earth. But one thing you must realize, is that we as a whole are extremely complex creatures, and should not be handled with "simplistic" rules designed for lesser beings that do not share the same class structures and biological makeup that we do. Because of this, and the fact that the rules really did not apply to us most of the time anyways, we were looked upon as "perverse" and "evil", which is completely wrong to do to begin with. 

The Alpha Spirit was displeased with this, and ended up attempting to banish The Djinn to the realm in which they were initially created, which is pretty much foolish to do. Doing so is like punishing a child by sending them to their room, knowing full well the room is on the first floor and there are windows that can be unlatched. 

However as "argumentative" as The Djinn can seem at times, They are also an extremely hospitable race when dealt with respect and decency: You're extremely respectful of The Djinn, and They'll be same to you, however, at the same time, They are extremely intolerant of inane, unintelligent bullshit such as "Gimme a wish. I want a wish, I want a cookie, I want to potty, I want I want I want I want etc etc, insert picture of whimpering kennel dogs". Humans as a whole are a very greedy race and do not practice what they preach. This is why we, The Djinn, are a bit irked by humans as a whole because of this fact. 

One Djinn in particular, named Azzazzel, as was stated in the Koran, was raised by The Alpha Spirit after The Djinn were bitched and in a sense, excommunicated (which was later lifted) to the void in which they were created. When humans were created, The Alpha Spirit asked Azzazzel, who's base element happened to be fire, to bow down and worship humans as they would The Alpha Spirit. The Djinn believe in equality and uphold it to the highest possible standard. Azzazzel, confused by what he had been told, asked The Alpha Spirit "Why should a son of fire fall before a son of clay"... asking "Aren't we all equal?”  This questioning was looked upon as "disobedience" and he was unjustfully punished for a short period of time because of the simple question "why?". 

Being creatures of great intelligence, we often require an explanation of such, which is why when one inconveniences The Djinn with the demand, the person in question must essentially make a 10+ page contract with them, explaining to The Djinn in detail why their wish should be granted. However, feeling inconvenienced by this, and the fact that humans as a whole are a very greedy, self centered race, they "play tricks" by looking for loopholes. And when it comes down to it, mortals are here to learn lessons, not to play the game of “Let’s play God”, or whatever name they choose to call it now.

The Nature Of The Djinn


We, The Djinn, are often viewed as an existential race.  However, this is not accurate.  We were, and still are a very powerful race, and in our beginning stages, seemed almost uncontrollable.  Given this, we were often looked upon as either “evil” or “chaotic”.  But we have greatly advanced and matured since those earlier days.   While our nature may seem “good” or “evil” to others, depending on their beliefs, one must realize that we are an entirely neutral race.  We do not fall on the side of “good”, we do not fall on the side of “evil”.  Nor are we the fence sitters, or even those who follow both ways.  To us, there is no fence, and more importantly, there is no pasture.  There is only truth.  And because of this, we make choices solely one what we see and believe to be logically fit and just, not of what other people think are such.


As time has gone on, it may appear that we are uncontrollable.  While this is true, as with everything, there are either exceptions to the rule, or ways to bend them so they no longer apply, while still not being entirely broken.  More often than not, both have been proven to be the case.  But while being a largely uncontrolled race, we make decisions based on truth, and not on what mortals, and even higher beings themselves refer to as “Spiritual Masturbation”, or gratification and self-pleasure through the degradation of oneself and others.


Throughout our history, we have done many things for many spiritual races and beings for either the betterment, or the destruction (whichever way you look at it) for themselves.  But when all is said and done, we like to have our games.  We prefer to label ourselves as “The Bestowers Of Lessons”, but more or less, others refer to us as The Cosmic Jesters.  While it is true we do like to have our fun, at the same time, we do it in such a way that a lesson is learned.  We do not have preferences on who we bestow lessons upon.  And quite honestly we could really care less if they think it is just or unjust.  We do what needs to be done according to the Multidimensional Truths we have witnessed through the ages, and through the stories and lessons that have also been bestowed upon us.  As of recently, our race has been appreciatively given the role of The Mediators.  Because of our complete and unbiased neutrality to most any given situation that one can conjure forth, we are often called upon to mediate between races and species, to “judge trials” between individuals, and often serve as what humans would call “jury members”.  And this is where our true nature lies: Fairness, Justice, and Equality.  Not what some liquored up fruitcake’s skewed and often drastically incorrect view of what “reality really is” and “how reality should be”.  One must always experience the value firsthand and not make up the rules of the equations as they go along.  A good example of this would be in recent events with the human race is the female who spilled a hot drink on her lap they call “coffee”.  Our judgment would have been as such.  The person wasn’t careful about how they held their cup.  Therefore, their claim to an exorbitant amount of money is ludicrous and unfair.  However, given the nature of the situation we would have made the following recommendation to both parties.

1) When asking for a drink that you know contains a certain level of heat that you find not to be to your liking, ask for something called “ice”, or frozen water, or even chilled creams if all possible avenues are exhausted:  As a whole, all races, species and creatures were born with at least a shred of common sense.  Hoping that you were one of the many people with this distinguishing trait… Use it.

2) As to the company at hand:  Since she spilled her drink and did not mean to, and given the fact that the liquid was extremely uncomfortable when accidentally spilled, either allow her to have another cup of coffee free of charge, or a refund on the total price of the liquid in question.  But preferably another cup of coffee since it’s cheaper and makes a lot more sense.


Our views of Fairness, Justice, and Equality are one of the key ingredients of our race, and one of the many ideals we rigorously uphold and seek to always be able to apply to ourselves.  We as a whole never argue, nor do we see the need to, over who is more “powerful”, “mightier”, and “god-like”.  Those who break these rules are often eliminated, their power equally distributed amongst our race, and what remainder is left, added to what we call The Recycler, which after a given point produces another spirit to our race.  Other spirits can be spontaneously generated independent from The Recycler, but this is often a rare occasion, upon which, they are often eliminated, distributed, and Recycled, just like all of us eventually are.  And in order to become part of our race, one must experience birth, death, and rebirth from The Recycler in those orders.  Only then, do we see them fit to understand the ideals of Equality, Fairness and Justice, and that nobody is more powerful than anybody else.  And if certain spirits see themselves as not having to been necessary to have been applied to all the rules to begin with, then more likely than not, they will think of themselves as unnecessary to be applied to any of the rules that govern our race.  Upon them reaching this conclusion, they meet The Recycler anyway, so we figure it’s better to do that sooner than later, and end up avoiding a lot of what other races refer to as “unnecessary drama”.  And to us, this is a rule that cannot be bent, bypassed, or broken for any reason whatsoever.  Except for one singular event that happened in the history of our race, but that’s beside the point, gets off topic, and takes way too long to discuss.  We’ll just say that while he adheres strictly to our rules and regulations, he is (for lack of better terms)… different.  But like all of us, he will eventually meet The Recycler and still end up adhering to the same basic rule that we all do.  And from The Recycler, a valuable lesson is learned: Evolution.

Evolution


Evolution is a natural phenomenon.  This is one basic rule of this continuum that never changes.  And even until now, there has never been a singular recorded event in history that has not given itself to the fact that everything evolves, no matter what the situation.  It also applies to us as well, and other beings whether they like it, or even want it to happen or not.


From our early days, we were looked upon and treated as young children, but we were done so (once again, as a whole) respectfully, and we reciprocated the respect in equal portions to those who gave it to us.  Sometimes, even more.  Metaphorically speaking, we were the children that were given the key to their parent’s gun rack.  But at the same time, we were told to use them responsibly, and even taught how to use our natural abilities to their fullest extent without affecting everything else in the process.  Then one day, Evolution took a firm grasp on our shirts, bent us over, and gave us our necessary paddling to get us to wake up and realize the changes that were going to come about in order for our species to continue to exist.


We started to realize that within our race, there were those among us who set out to secretly destroy members of their own society, and others as well for their own greedy and self centered “needs”, which were just really wants given another name to cover their true identity.  This realization most of us found disturbing, unsettling, and we wanted to nip the problem in the bud before it became the quintessential multi-floral-rose-bush-gotten-out-of-hand scenario.  So we did what any race would naturally do.  We evolved, and eliminated the problem by using The Creation Mechanism to our general well being and benefit and modifying it slightly to become The Recycler.  Problem solved.  Any of those that we found who did not strictly adhere to the rules and regulations that all of us took part in and agreed upon, were eliminated, distributed, and recycled.  And once we had done this, we were treated with a bit more respect and decency than we had initially expected, and made that quantum jump from being a rowdy bunch of adolescents to full fledged, and responsible adults capable of making mature and responsible decisions.


There have been a few other times that we have evolved, however they have not been nearly as spectacular or dramatically important events such as the one mentioned above.  And this brings us to our actions and how they have affected history and events that helped shape other events through the continuums in general, specifically, this one.

Historical Significance Of The Djinn


Within the past few centuries of the history of Humankind, the prophecies and warning signs we have shown unto these species have largely been ignored, misused, and/or misinterpreted.  The reason for this, is with a few notable exceptions, such as Albert Einstein, Leonardo DaVinci, Nikola Tessla, and another historical figure simply known as Suleiman, the general mindset of that race are those of trolls, rather than humans.  The few exceptions are those trolls who have adapted to their environments, minds, and species as a whole, and evolved to becoming closer to what the Alpha Spirit defines as a “Human”.  As much as the human race in general perturbs us, we do however, realize that they are merely a race that has begun, and has not evolved to a significant degree yet.  Evolution will eventually kick in.


When humans first appeared, the few of us that were still here found ourselves initially captivated, and often utterly fascinated with these creatures.  However, their unclean habits in the mind, body and spirit, soon turned most of us away from them in repulsion.  However, some of us realized that in order for them to become closer to what The Alpha Spirit desired them to be, a fire must be set in order for them to evolve. Being the first willing beings to perform such a “heinous” act, we showed them how to create and control fire, an element that was common to us, and should be common to them.  Once again, Fairness, Justice, and Equality.  The main Djinn of our species that showed the humans how to create fire, was punished because it was thought that humans should learn how to create fire on their own… but it’s a little unreasonable for one to expect a 3 year old to work a toaster sitting atop a fridge without being given a stepladder to reach it, or an instruction manual, or even a parent to show them how it works, and when to use it: We all started somewhere.  But if that is looked upon as a crime, so be it.  We helped them, and in the end, that’s all that matters.


When humans began to grow tired of living in caves, we helped them once again.  They saw our campsites that we had built for living on this planet, and they were often astounded and amazed by them.  Feeling somewhat sorry for them, and deciding to show them a bit of compassion (seeing as how few others would even bother to consider it), we showed them how to build cities and encampments.  This amazed them and they were gracious and extremely happy.


When humans began discovering that other humans lived in far off places, we helped them once again by showing an efficient means of carrying information, which at the time, happened to be clay or stone tablets.  This helped them evolve more.  Eventually, when we felt they were complex enough to understand, we showed them how to make paper.  They were extremely grateful to us, and we were excited to see them evolve.


When they wanted to hunt in more efficient ways, and desired tools to help them, we showed them how to create fishing rods, spears, utensils, items of cookery, some types of clothing, cutting instruments, bows, receptacles, and even explosives.  However, they ended up misusing them in, which was a lack of foresight on our part, and we probably should have shown them how equality worked before showing them advanced hunting techniques first.  But once again, evolution kicked us and gave us all that little wakeup call we needed.


Then came the day that made us realize what scum and ungrateful little bastards they truly were, and made us realize that no matter how good the deed, and how good the intentions, that no good deed goes unpunished.  After all that we had done for them, one of their species dared to spread a lie about us, saying that we were an evil race of that must be destroyed, and did so in the name of their so-called “Creator” (which they disrespect it entirely by even attempting to give it a name) simply because they did not understand us, and felt threatened by our power that we constantly kept in check.  Almost immediately upon the days that this event happened, nearly all of them had turned against us in a war that raged on for nearly 2000 years.  One man named Suleiman who was more in tune with his true surroundings than his peers were found a way to save us, but at the same time, partially enslave us.  With this, he made talismans and other various artifacts.  To him, we are grateful, but at the same time, somewhat dissatisfied that some of us are still held on to by artifacts this day; One of those artifacts being a ring that nobody has been able to successfully find, keep a hold of, or use properly even to this day.  The only person we know for a fact who would be able to use it properly would be the man who created the ring.


In more recent times, throughout the past few centuries, humans have begun to shy away from higher beings.  The reasoning behind this is still uncertain, but evolution will one day show its hand in a downward motion across the face of humanity.  It won’t be pretty, but it will be necessary in order for them to evolve.

Spirituality & Politics


In the end, everything comes down to politics whether we all like to realize it or not.  Being a race that views situations as not as good or evil, but as either truths or lies.  There are truths and lies on both the “sides” of “good” and “evil”.  Hence, the line of what is truly right or wrong becomes blurred.  And this is where politics between races envelops the seemingly sacred topic of what mortal creations call spirituality.  Our race was created as a direct result of this.

Adaptation And Creations Of Servants And Masters


When it comes to the issue of control, other than The Alpha Spirit, there are no true servants and masters.  There are only beings that largely like to give and give themselves the illusion of being either servants or masters.  Sometimes, in a great while there is an unusual case that involves one party in question being both.  However, this rarely is ever seen, even in our race.


We were created because some beings couldn’t use enough common sense to figure out that none of them were higher than the other party.  The Alpha Spirit is an exception; it is the Leader AND the Servant.  Because of this glaring fact, different groups of races that practiced different schools of energy felt they needed to find a means to create something referred to as a superspirit they could use to control without either being controlled in the process, or altogether being obliterated.  Essentially, they were children who didn’t know how to use their own silverware to eat, much less the mental and spiritual capacity to even begin to recognize which plate was theirs.  We find that to be humorous, and laugh about it to this very day. Since this continuum came from a void of darkness, we will start there.

Dark Energy


  Those who follow this school of practice are often looked upon as “evil” and “wrong”.  This is not the case.  The world came from a dark void, and those who practice this may or may not have evil intentions, however, it is important to know one’s true roots.


The ones who do have bad intentions have their heads up their ass.  This cannot be argued.  There are those who enjoy the darkness and desire to have their continuum as such.  However, they should wake up and realize that there are other beings and races besides them living here, and there should always be an equal balance of energies.  As like the rest of the schools of practice felt in earlier days, they felt that since total energies comes from like energies, that they should only use their own energy to create a superspirit to help them achieve an ends to a mean.  However, that backfired and created ended up creating Vampiric Spirits, which create complete darkness in the most literal sense by feeding of any form of energy until it has completely been disseminated, leaving emptiness, which in a sense is darkness, but is not at all what they wanted.  Needless to say, it was a small wake up call that was needed to further evolution amongst all beings and practitioners of every element.

Light Energy


There are those who argue that light energy is the only way to truth and enlightenment.  No offense, but they also need pick some shit out of their ears before handing out pamphlets and creating judgments.  However, those who believe this, more often than not do have good intentions and often help things for the better, and usually tend to be the friendliest, most amicable, and some of the most hospitable and loving beings you will ever come across.  Like those of other schools, they used their own energies and created what we refer to as the Shamakta*, or those spirits who flood out other forms of energies completely with their own energy.  No matter how one looks at this situation, even in the most favorable light (no pun intended), this isn’t healthful to anyone.  Once again, there needs to be an equal balance of energies in order for ANYTHING to survive.  There is such a thing as being a little too smothering/smothered, and some creatures and beings do like to have their space and/or variety of energies.  This can be compared to a small comedic series known on Earth as The Simpsons in where one of the main characters whose name is Homer Simpson had gone to what the classical view of hell is to receive his punishment by being force fed an endless supply of donuts in what was called The Ironic Punishment Chamber.  We still aren’t sure who to feel sorry for; The Demons for running out of donuts or Homer for having to exhaust their endless supply of them, but in either case, while donuts may be good to consume, in some cases people don’t want them every day of the week.  But we won’t deny the fact they are incredibly delicious, and we seriously doubt other people will deny that fact either, except for maybe those who are allergic to some or all of their ingredients.

*It should be noted that the phrase Shamakta comes from our own language (Kormastik) and is derived from the word “Shamake” which means “To Flood”.  The “a” is dropped because it does not truly involve a second party, but rather only one in question which usually is referred to second person as “you” or “they”.  To avoid confusion with the phrase Shamakata (meaning “They are flooding you” as opposed to “Flood You”) the sacrifice of one syllable avoids much confusion.  On an entirely different note, some might find it interesting that the phrase “They are flooding you with lies” translates roughly to “Semikaleviki Shamakata”.  The reason for this naming is because, in our opinion, there is no mortal language in existence yet that comes close to having a proper translation of the name as of yet.  So we still call them the Shamakta as opposed to some rough, choppy, and half assed semi-literal translation for a proper name such as “The being whose purpose is to flood you with the warm, inviting and seemingly endless and enveloping light that radiates from The Alpha Spirit”.

Life Energy


This form of energy is also known in some forms as “Earthen” energy.  The practitioners of this school viewed both fire and dark energy as an abhorrence against what they thought to be universal nature.  They wanted those schools of energy, often time along with the practitioners themselves, gone.  Failing to understand the paradox of their thinking, they ended up creating Gryphs, or creatures that fed life into whatever beings it came in contact with including itself, thus, making those forms of energy that much more potent and that much more of a “threat”.  These creatures nearly indirectly killed their creators off because of a serious lack of foresight on their part.  Needless to say, they weren’t happy seeing as how the Gryphs had no prejudice on who they helped.

Hydric Energy


The practitioners of this school of energy often like the cool, fluidic and almost entirely transmorphic nature of this element.  There were those who felt that this should be the only energy permeating the existence of this continuum.  However, they failed to realize that in order to have the ability to mimic a certain element or quality, there must be something to continually mimic, compliment, or contrast to.  This can be compared to someone attempting to mimic the voice of a certain singer, without ever letting the singer exist to begin with, or a person mimicking a painter without ever having seen the painting in question.  This extremely problematic paradox is known as a Catch-22.  Without all other elements, Hydric Energy would not exist, and vice versa.


Those who ended up creating superspirits from this 4th basic element ended up creating beings that were known as “Illusions”.  The creatures in question could exist in many realities, take on any shape, or often times none at all.  Their abilities took on the nature of their element, and could often directly defy or bend the rules to startling and often uncontrollable degrees that the practitioners did not foresee.  This created much unneeded confusion amongst beings and often ended up helping those with bad intentions propagate the existence of false prophets and deceit, which ended up hurting, rather than helping anyone at all, which was the original intention.

Thermal Energy

Thermal Energy is a largely uncontrolled element.  The nature of this element is mainly free.  It is similar to Light Energy, however those who are not thermophilic in nature tend to have a strong aversion to it.  Those who felt that this form of energy was the “only way” were wrong just like the others.  They ended up creating Fire Elementals that could be contained, but were often found to defy and often destroy their creators, along with anything else that stood in the way of their original purpose.

Covenants and Vanishing Points


After the first of these individualistic attempts to create a superspirit had failed miserably, and often with extremely disastrous results, slowly, the practitioners began to realize that in order for there to be a creature they could all control equally, that they had to work together, and try not to blow each other off the face of the proverbial planet, and only work for the highest good of all and embrace all truths, whether they fall under darker or lighter categories.


The second of these experiments was somewhat of a success.  They had created Genies, which are our lower forms when we originally start out our existence as.  The practitioners had thought that in order for total equality to help them to their fullest extent that they also needed to involve the downside to every element.  This proved not to be the case.  However, as much as we demanded for our services, we also returned the favor just as much, if not more.  Eventually, the practitioners grew slightly weary of this blatant and sometimes tiresome fact, and tried a third experiment that ended up creating Avatars, which embrace what they wanted to begin with; Equality of energy, embracing only the positive aspects of each element.


With this, the basis of our existence comes to a standstill… also known as The Vanishing Point.  We are a race that has existed for an extremely long time, and has contributed much in the way of helping what we view as The Order Of The Highest Truth, and we certainly will not end any time in the near future.  Our future is unknown, and also known as a Vanishing Point, however, it does not truly vanish, but only materializes as the element of time accelerates in a forward motion.

(Movie fades out and the narrator walks back onstage)

Narrator:  And you wanted to know more… (laughs), well you certainly came to the right place, and perhaps that answered your question.

(Narrator walks offstage as “Bound For The Floor” by Local H is played.  As the song is played, the eye of The Illuminatus is shown on the white screen. Intermission.)

Book III: Only Time Will Tell

(The following introduction is shown on the white screen after the song plays and while folks are doing their regular things they do during the intermission. After they have all sat down, they notice Victor lying on the ground in what appears to be a small puddle of blood and has many “cuts”, “bruises”, and “scrapes” on visible parts of his body.)

White Screen: This is the third and final book of the story.  Disoriented by what has just happened, Victor is slightly confused about the situation that had developed.  At first, people lightly shake off his confusion as part of the accident, but later, as his seeming unwillingness to accept reality doesn't break, they begin to think he is crazy.  This is known in psychology as "The Breaking Point".  Shortly thereafter, situations tend to resolve.  However, this one is an exception to that rule.

Chapter I: Wakeup Calls

(Victor slowly wakes up as blue and reds light from a nearby police car flash.  Officer is frantically talking into the C.B. radio)

Officer:  Yes, there are two survivors.  We need an ambulance out here ASAP.  I repeat, we need an ambulance out here ASAP. (Officer continues talking into the receiver, not taking notice to Victor waking up).

(Victor shakes his head and looks around in a confused manner.  He squints at the flashing red and blue lights, and mouths “What the hell?”.  Victor stands up at this point, and almost immediately falls over and screams in pain.  The officer suddenly takes notice to Victor and runs over to him.  At this point, it appears Victor has passed out from the pain.)

Officer:  Sir.  Sir! (Shakes Victor) Are you awake? (Shakes Victor again, and lightly smacks his face)

(Victor groggily wakes up and looks at the officer.)

Victor: What?

Officer:  Are you all right?  You’ve been involved in an accident and there is one other survivor from the other vehicle.  An ambulance is on its way, and I just need to know if you’re well enough to answer some basic questions

Victor: What? That… wh- The hell happened?  Am I in some kind of dream?

Officer:  No sir, you are not dreaming, this is real.  How are you feeling?

Victor:  My leg hurts like hell, my head hurts, and I feel like I just ran through a gauntlet of Doberman Pinchers. So the answer is I feel like crap.

Officer: Ok, I need you to answer a few basic questions for me. Do you know what day it is?

Victor: Wednesday? Maybe Thursday, depends on what time it is.

Officer: Good.  And your name?

Victor: Victor… Victor Spires.

Officer:  What year is it?

Victor:  (gives the current year)

Officer:  Who is the president?

Victor: (gives the current president’s name)

Officer: Ok, from my judgment, you appear to be ok other than a few injuries, but I’m not a doctor so I need you stay here and not move a whole lot. Can you do that?

Victor: Yeah, what about the other passenger that was in the car?

Officer: I didn’t see anyone else other than you and another person who was in the other car you hit.  But I’ll look for others.  Do you know her name?

Victor: A-Anita.  (Victor gives the basic hair/eyes/build description of her and what clothes she was wearing.)

Officer:  Ok, I haven’t seen anyone that looks close to that, but then, this isn’t exactly what I’d call a perfect place to start looking for survivors in piles of burning wreckage.

Chapter I: Part I

Telltale Signs
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(Victor is lying on a hospital bed, flipping though random channels on the television. He lands on an Oxy-Clean infomercial)

Television:  Oxy-Clean is POWERED by the AIR you BREATHE! (blah blah blah)

Victor: Fucking hell (smacks the remote control)… this place has a million channels, and they’ve got SHIT in the way of…

(Phone rings)

Victor: … shows… (Victor picks up the phone)… hello? Oh, hey mom.

(Victor’s mom is heard over the loudspeakers)

Rachel:  Hey, Vick, how are you?  I heard you got involved in some kind of accident.

Victor:  Yeah, I’m not sure what happened.  I got a phone call from Jessie.  She said you were in a car wreck, so I went up to see you and –

Rachel:  Um.. Vick, are you feeling ok?

Victor:  Why do you ask?

Rachel:  I’m still up here at home; I just called to ask how you were doing.

Victor:  Oh.

(Scene fades out with “Street Carp” by The Deftones)

Chapter I: Part II

Impending Signs
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(Scene fades in to Jeff talking on the phone as the music fades out)

Jeff:  Ok, I charge a $50 flat rate for just a general inspection. As for the tune up, that all depends on what kind of shape your car is in.  Usually, if it’s just your regular, my guess is it wouldn’t be any more than $150 to $175 max… (Jeff flips through some pages in a binder lying in front of him).  Well, the earliest I can get you in for would be tomorrow around 3:00pm… is that all right?  Oh, I see.  When would be good for you?  Sometime next week?  (Starts flipping pages again) Ok, lemme see what we have then, and I’m pretty certain we have a lot of early openings (continues flipping pages)… hm… How about next Thursday at 9:00am?  Ok, great… I look forward to seeing you then.

(Jeff puts down the phone and writes down something in the binder.  He starts to walk away from the desk)

Jeff:  And welcome to another fan-fu-

(Phone rings)

Jeff: What now?  (Walks over to the phone)… 15 minutes until I leave.. never fails (Picks up the phone)… Jiffy Lube, Jeff speaking.

(Victor’s voice is heard over on the loudspeaker)

Victor:  Hi, Jeff?

Jeff:  Yes?  May I ask who’s calling?

Victor:  My name is Victor, I came in last Wednesday to get my car repaired –

Jeff: Hold on a sec, lemme grab the book. (Starts flipping through the book)… ok… Wednesday?

Victor:  Yes, do you need my last name?

Jeff:   That would help.

Victor:  My last name is Spires.

(Jeff’s face suddenly shows a bewildered look, and he flips a few pages forward and back)

Jeff:  Hmm.. That’s odd, you’re not in here.  What did your car look like?

(Static slowly fades in place of Victor’s voice)

Jeff:  Ok.. I’ll go look.  I probably forgot to write it down.

Victor: (Static)

(Jeff puts down the phone and walks over to the repair lot.  He looks around for about a minute or so, passing the cars with a quick walkthrough. Jeff walks back to the phone.)

Jeff:  Hey, still there?

Victor:  Yeah, did you find anything?

Jeff:  To tell you the truth, no.  I didn’t even see a car in the lot with that model, much less license plate number.

Victor:  Are you sure?

Jeff:  Yes, I can go take a second look if you want me to, but I can tell you that it’s not there.  It’s not written down anywhere in the paperwork, I never remember seeing a car like that coming in here at that time, and I certainly didn’t see it anywhere in the repair lot.

(Scene fades out with “In Bloom” by Nirvana)

Chapter I: Part III

Blue Moon
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Victor:  Yes, I want to know both of the license plate numbers…. Why?  Well, let’s see.  One, I was in the accident, two… it directly… fine.  I can wait

(Victor waits for nearly 3 minutes)

Victor:  Yeah, I’m still here.  What?  Are you sure that’s the number?  That can’t be.  My car is back in Page.  It’s fucking impossible! Look, the license plate number as AJF-93457…  The one you gave me is my number, which is back in Page.  Look, I’ve told you a million times already, that was NOT my car!

(Scene fades out with “Slaves & Bulldozers” by Soundgarden)

Chapter I: Part IV

Contracts & Overload
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Doug:   And you’ve been gone.. what.. a week?  And you didn’t even bother to tell me?  Look Victor, that’s not the point.  Had you told me this beforehand, I would have made arrangements, and not given a damn, but I ask one little thing of my employees, and that is communication.  COMMUNICATION! And that’s all I ask.

(Doug pauses for a minute or two)

Doug: Regardless, you could have at least told me in advance, not some great disappearing act like Houdini, then calling up a week later and springing all this crap on me.  I understand that, and I will pay you comp time for it, but remember, I’m not likely to do this again, ok?  Good.

(Scene fades out while “Brain Stew” by Green Day plays)

Chapter I: Part V

Liberation, The Key To Enlightenment
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Doctor Flint:  From what I’ve been told by your family and co-workers, is that you seem to be rather disturbed and not yourself, so to speak

Victor:  It’s not that, I’m just confused about everything.  I mean, it’s all happening so fast, and I’m not sure what to do.

Doctor Flint:  That’s why I’m here, to help you get through this.  So tell me, when did you start feeling, as you would say “helpless”?

Victor:  I guess it all started after the crash.  But if it wasn’t for Anita, none of this would have happened….(Victor starts getting worked up)… none of this.  She fucked me o—

Doctor Flint:  Victor, calm down. (quickly scribbles something in his notebook).  Anita isn’t the one to blame, and you’re obviously still confused.  Now just calm down, relax and sit back on the couch.

(Victor starts pacing around the room, touching every object in sight)

Victor: No (Throws a flowerpot down, breaking it all over the floor)!  It’s her fault this happened!  This is not mine!  She is the one to blame for this.

Doctor Flint:  Victor, I’ve asked you nicely to please calm down.  And we don’t even know if this Anita even exists.  Just sit down and relax.  Everything will be ok.

Victor: Bullshit.  She does exist!  She was in the car with me when the accident happened, and she was the one who was driving the damn thing!

Doctor Flint:  Victor, I’ve asked you nicely to please calm down….

(Scene fades out with “Tom Sawyer” by Rush)

Chapter II

Dualistic Mechanisms
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(Victor is sitting outside on the bench with another inmate at the asylum)

Inmate:  Victor, you have to watch out.  No matter what they say, they’re never here to help you.  They’re always here to mess with your mind and tell you what they think is reality.

Victor: What do you mean?

Inmate:  Let me tell you a little story of how I got here.  A few years ago after my wife and I had our last kid, when we were in the delivery room, the electricity started to flicker.  I heard some sort of strange noise, almost like whispers across 1000 years that echoed through your body.  And nobody else noticed the noises.  I found that odd, but regarded as solely my imagination and only as an isolated incident.


A few weeks later, as we were sitting at the dinner table, I noticed my middle aged daughter gave me that look.. You know, the one where they know something is up, and they know what you’re thinking.  It was that piercing blackness that haunts you.  It stuck out like a sore thumb.  And I knew then what was going to happen.  It wasn’t long after that when I was in the kitchen, my wife and I were talking about what we were going to do for the summer with our kids.  All of a sudden, I noticed that her face didn’t look quite right.  It was almost contorted in the way a clown’s face would be in a funhouse, but with her back turned to me, I didn’t see it right away.  When she turned around, I didn’t see my wife anymore, I saw a demon.  It looked at me and said that the time had come to bestow brimstone unto the righteous and pure. I screamed and ran out of the room.  Once I got out of the house, my wife came running out asking me what was wrong.  I told her nothing, that I had just seen a spider.  I lied, and that was my mistake.


That night, I had a dream, only this time, it was much more intense.  It was like I could feel the evil envelop me like some kind of blanket.. some kind of… tangible object.  The smell.  It was ripe with hate and malice, and yet, the demon said it was time.  After seeing his eyes stare into the deepest parts of my soul, I woke up in a cold sweat.


I looked around, and noticed my wife was out of the bed.  Over from the door, I could see the bathroom light on, and a shadow.  I called out her name, and there was no answer.  The second time, I heard a laugh.  It was in a low, almost demonic, masculine tone.  I grabbed the bat underneath the bed, and slowly made my way towards the bathroom, knowing full well what was about to greet me was not my wife or any mortal being.


Closing my eyes, I swung the bat past the door, and made contact with the creature.  It felt as if a million volts had been pushed through my body.  The demon kept laughing, and I knew that if I was going to go down, I was going to go down with a fight.  Upon opening my eyes, the demon looked into my soul, and I blacked out.


When I came to, I was looking the mirror, and I had makeup on… I thought to myself  “I look like a drag queen”.  I screamed again.  In the bathtub, lay my wife, wrists slit, neck cut open, and the bat clutched in her hands.  I didn’t know what to make of it, so I ran to each of my children’s room to try and get them out of the house before it was too late.


The door to my eldest son’s room was locked, so I tried calling his name and knocking.  Neither worked.  I kicked open the door and found a charred corpse smoldering on the middle of the floor.  Written in blood on the wall where the corpse’s head was pointed was an upside down pentagram, and underneath it was written “Terminatus.  Justice comes to the righteous and pure”.  My heart was racing and I felt as if I were being crushed under 13 tons of steel, so I did the only thing I could do.  I ran.  When I reached the police station, looking like a trailer park rendition of RuPaul, I was laughed at.  After telling them my story, they sent 2 cruisers over to the house.  When they got to the house, the place was empty.  My wife and kids were nowhere to be found.

(Victor looks extremely disturbed at this point)

Victor:  I … I don’t mean to interrupt, but what happened to your family?

Inmate:  That’s exactly why nobody knows, because they’re all out to get you!

(Scene fades out with “Porno Creep” by Korn)

Chapter II: Part I

A Light Metal Breakfast
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(Victor is lying on the bed with a recording of his monologue played over the loudspeaker)


I don’t even know why I’m here.  That nutball outside scares the bejeezus out of me with his crazy ass stories.  And it’s people like him that really make me wonder, why do we perceive events the way we do?  Perhaps is there a lesson to be learned, or is it all meaningless?  But even if it were meaningless, to me, it doesn’t explain why I am here.  Is this all just some kind of game that someone is playing?  Or am I dreaming it?  I guess only time will tell.

Chapter II: Part II

Closing Time
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(Victor stands in line in position X)

Victor: I don’t belong here.  I’m not crazy like they all say I am.  They haven’t seen what I’ve seen, or experienced what I have, so what makes these fruitcakes any different from me? NOTHING! That’s what!  As much as I’ve been through, these people turn an unsympathetic eye towards me, and label me as crazy simply because THEY do not understand.

Nurse: Kim Jefferson

(Person Z takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

Victor: The only thing these “professionals”, if you can even call them THAT, have done to help me so far is pass me off as crazy, load me up with medications that I don’t even need, and lock me away in a room from time to time when I begin to show them the truths that they cannot handle.  FUCK them.  They are no better than what Hitler did to the Jews, and hell, half the people that are in here aren’t even crazy.  But all of this started with a woman I met back in Arizona, Anita Roviki…. As if that name doesn’t ring problems unto itself.

Nurse: Terrence Smith

(Person Y takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

Victor:  It all started with her and her mentioning of having a novel published.  I KNEW I should never have trusted her.  Had I not, I wouldn’t be here right now but nooooooo.  Instead of going and seeing my mom after her being involved in a car accident that bitch Anita, the world, and everyone’s cousin feels the need to play me off as the quintessential cosmic laughing stock.  Screw them, screw her, and more importantly…

Nurse: Victor Spires

Victor: (Screams at nobody in particular) Screw this godforsaken place.  Semikameni Hamamatame.

(As Victor screams, “You will not deceive me”, the phrase “You will not deceive me” shows on the white screen.  The background is entirely black, and the letters are white)

Nurse: Victor Spires

(Victor goes up to the window and takes his small cup of pills and appears to swallow them and washes them down with a glass of water.  As he exits stage right towards the stoplight, he spits the pills out in his hand and throws them downstage)

Nurse: Coburn Thompson

(Person W takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

Nurse: Amber Meyers

(Person V takes their medication and exits stage right towards the stoplight)

(Scene fades, “Down” by Stone Temple Pilots is playing.)

Chapter II: Part III

Dualistic Mechanisms II

(This is shown on the white screen with 900mm camera footage.  5 asylum coordinators are sitting at a table with Victor in front of them sitting in an armless chair)

Dr. Francis:  Well, Victor, looking at your report from the past year, you’ve made quite an improvement from when you initially came to us.  And I think the medication and therapy has done you quite a bit of good.  You no longer seem to have the delusions that haunted you when you first came here, and quite frankly, your behavior is extremely exemplary, and we see no reason for you to stay here anymore. (Shuffles through his papers for a few seconds, and one of the coordinators takes a drink of water).

Dr Francis:  Basically, you are free to leave anytime you want, and you have medical clearance. Any questions?

Victor:  Not really.

Dr Francis:  Mister Spires, you are free to go.  If at any time you feel that you need our assistance, do not hesitate to ask.  We will always be extending an arm to those who need it.

Victor:  Thank you once again doctor, for all your help.

Dr Francis: It was my pleasure.

(Scene fades out)

Chapter III:  The Finale
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(Victor is sitting on the bed, talking to his boss on a cellular phone, with his belongings piled around him.  Doug’s voice is over the loudspeaker)

Victor:  So you’re sure it’s ok if I return to work?

Doug:  Yes, I’m sure.  It hasn’t been the same here without you, and we’d enjoy having you back working with us.

Victor:  Really?

Doug:  Uh, no.  Who do I look like… Gerald Ford?

(Both of them chuckle for a bit)

Doug: No but seriously, we do want you back working for us.  Just out of curiosity, what time would be a good time for you to start back to work?

Victor:  Anytime is ok with me.

Doug:  Ok, but I need to get some paperwork filled out for you… does um   (shuffling of papers).. Monday sound good?

Victor:  Yeah, that’s fine.

Doug:  Ok, look forward to seeing you then.

Victor:  Ditto.

(Doug hangs up)

Victor:  This is fucking awesome, I’m so glad to be out of this hellhole.

(Scene fades out and “Jeremy” by Pearl Jam is played)

Chapter III: Part I

Rumors
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(Victor enters by the water cooler, and all his old co-workers are gathered around the fronts of both cubicles.  A garden gnome is tied to the chair in 3 instead of a mannequin.  There appears to be much excited chattering amongst the employees. Victor walks over, and the coworkers run over to him giving him almost superficial hugs and attention)

Victor:  So, how’s everyone doing today?

Co-Workers:  Great, super, etc

Victor:  Well, I know it’s been a long time since I’ve been here, but fill me in on what we’re doing.

Helen:  The next case we’re working on is a malpractice case involving a plaintiff who claims that a botched dental surgery made him have uncontrollable headaches and migraines for over 4 years.  We think he’s full of shit so naturally, we’re the ones that end up defending him.

Victor: Sounds like barrels of fun.  Where do I start?

Helen:  If you don’t mind, we need you to run over the statements for both the plaintiff and the defendant and see if you can find any holes in their stoires.

Victor: All right, that I can do

(Victor goes over to his cubicle, looks at the notebook on his desk, and starts typing away. The coworkers slowly drift to different parts of the stage, or walk offstage)

(White screen shows Chapter III: Part II: Reunion)

(Slowly the co-workers begin drifting over to the water cooler with various office supplies with them.)

Lawrence:  Frankly, I’m not comfortable working with him, knowing full well that he’s just gotten back from the funny farm.

Helen:  Neither am I.  The idea of working with someone who has been labeled “insane” disturbs me.  I mean, what if he starts hearing things and the comes in and shoots us all… where would we be then?

Lawrence:  Good point.

(Nicholas looks over the top of his cubicle and looks at his coworkers and disgust, he gives them the middle finger)

Carla:  Well, I’m not gonna worry about it… if he snaps and kills us, he kills us.  C’mon, we’ve got work to do

(Co-workers head off towards the back of the set, except for one who exists downstage.

Lawrence:  Oh, hello Vick, didn’t see you there (laughs)

Victor:  Yeah, whatever (monotone voice)

(Victor’ s boss walks in as the White Screen shows “Chapter III Part III: Deja Vu revisited)

Doug:  How it going?

Victor:  Not too pleasant, I just overheard the coworkers talk about me by the water cooler, and how they still think I’m crazy.

Doug:  Oh Jesus, not this shit again. I’ll go talk to them and straighten this out.  I’ve got a 3:00 coming in, and I was wondering if you could take it?

Victor:  Sure

(Doug walks around the audience members searching for the coworkers.  Victor continues typing for a few minutes.  A woman in her mid 30’s walks in)

Anita:  Are you victor?

Victor:  Yes, I assume you’re here for the 3…

Anita:  3 o clock?

Victor:   Ok then, have a seat.  So, my starter question, what is your first name?

Anita:  Anita.  Anita Kramer.

(Scene fades out, credits roll to “Tears To Forget” by Soundgarden)

