revenge wears no wristwatch:

road movie.

We follow a girl on her journey.

It is intensely philosophical.

Dreamlike, intense.

We see images of a dead lover.

She is a dancer.

Every night her dreams are like comas

Full of colors and light.

There is no boundary to what we see.

She is trying to establish a reason for living.

We penetrate deeper and deeper into her 

consciousness.

She contemplates suicide on cliffs.

She dances in fields.

She begins to develop a regimen for the dreams.

They tell her something.

She meets a woman who tells her she needs to listen 

to them.

They sleep side by side one night and in her dream 

sees the old woman leading her through the desert.

Then they begin to travel together.

They discuss being a woman in the world.

Sometimes she dreams of a man.  Her beloved.  In a 

field.

"I am the sound of a lost generation dying.  You 

took my people away from me in the flood and I am 

the house there after, a collection of wood, 

arising roofless from the disaster."

Sometimes I cannot stop saying to myself, over and 

over and over, 'I wish I were dead,' 'I wish I were 

dead.'  I get into a rhythm and imagine the gun in 

my mouth, like a savior, a lover, a friend.'

There are cities of people here without a voice, 

without a home.  Sometimes I believe I am their 

messenger, sometimes I think they want me dead, 

sometimes I desire them, their young men, their 

young bodies against me, and then I can see the 

match in my hand as the world goes up in flames . . 

. 

She pitches camp.

Starts a fire.

Listens to the sound of the trees.

She reads to herself from the book of revelations.

She dreams of her parents that night, a charming 

and unassuming fundamentalist christian couple 

living an upright life, rigid and proper.  She is 

dressed primly and prettily, a little christian 

angel.  We see her courted by an upright young 

christian boy, we see them at dinner, talking.

She is dancing with the boy.  They are looking at 

the stars.

She is packing her bags.

She is taking the family car.  She gets a haircut. 

She is leaving.

We see her putting lipstick on her lips in the car rearview mirror, for the first time.

She is being hit on in a bar her first night out.  

She doesn't know what to do exactly, it's a new 

experience for her.  He moves too fast, though she 

likes it.

They make out in her car.  She gets upset, pushes 

him out of the car, drives away fast.

She is dreaming at her campsite.

She sees an angel sitting down beside her.

"Why are you so sad?"

"I'm always sad."

"Such a pretty girl shouldn't be so sad all the 

time."

"Go away."

"God wishes for you to be here.  He wants you to be 

here, now.  He's part of you, even part of your 

sadness."

"You're full of shit!"

She begins to have visionary dreams, dreams of the 

apocalypse -- she awakens, shaking.

We keep a dreamlike feel throughout.

She is becoming a character in her own dream.

She is talking to a double image of herself across 

a table.

"Were you here before?"

I was always here.

When weren't you here?

I was always here.

Liar.

cut to her in car:

Every time I look here, there is a voice.  I wait 

for it.  It's gotten to know me now.  You think, 

now, Julia, that there was a way out of this, but 

you're wrong, you're wrong!  I was always there.  

Always there waiting.  You think you knew 

something.  It's like this:

dissolve to:

Julia backstroking in sand.

I could see you there, when my parents were home, 

and they couldn't see you.

CUT TO:

We see the angel waving happily from behind an 

armchair, the parents having a domestic scene.

CUT back to sand:

I can feel now . . . I can feel now a 

mountain rising, out on the edges of experience, a 

mountain that is rising for me out of the void.

cut to car:

She is moving closer to me.

I can see you there John!  I can see you there on 

the stairs!  I can see you staring at me!  I can 

see you . . . I can see you . . . I can see you.

CUT TO:

She is vomiting into a stream, milky colored fluid.

She collapses, sits there, wipes her mouth.  Takes 

out her cel phone.

CUT TO:

The phone rings in an office.  A man answers.

Julia:

John?

M: Julia?

J: What was it you said that one time, about the 

journey being its own fulfillment?

M: What?

J:  Only there were no doors at the end of it, the 

doors were an illusion.  

M: Julia?

J:  she laughs.  Never mind.  How are you John?

M: Where are you Julia?

J: I'm on the road.

M: Are you ok?

J:  yeah.  yeah.  I'm ok.

M: Are you taking your meds?

j: I've gotta go John.  Think about what I said, 

ok?

M:  Julia!

Cut to:

her parents are tucking her into bed, at 18.  She 

says her prayers.  She falls slowly to sleep, 

slowly slowly slowly in her perfect room . . .

Cut to her, sunrise, in her car.  She is drinking 

hot coffee from a to go cup.

Julia: 'Dear God, please tell me what I'm supposed 

to do.  I need to . . . . I need to know . . . what 

the heck I'm supposed to do.

She turns her head and a girl is standing there by 

the road.

She is carrying a mirror that she brings slowly 

towards the car, holding it up to Julia's face.

In the mirror she sees the face of a small boy.  He 

growls at her:  "I don't like the way you're 

looking at me!"  he snarls.

Cut to:

She is walking down the stairs.

She is drinking a glass of water.

She is walking down the stairs.

She is drinking another glass of water.

She is walking down the stairs.

She is drinking another glass of water.  Her mother 

comes up behind her.  

The water from the glass is flooding down her chest 

onto her nightgown.

Her mother slaps her.

Cut to:

her in the car. 

"and I will not accept death.  And I will not 

accept death.  And I will be a fluid part of the 

time that rushes over me, I will look backwards and 

see its path.  Only I will remain."

Cut to :

her father in the front yard:

"Julia?    Julia!"

Cut to her in the car:

I was a small girl.  I was a small girl in a small 

town.  I had a small life, in my small room, with 

my dolls.  I was a small girl in a small room in a 

small town and I had a piece of life that was mine 

and a piece that wasn't.  I wish I could say to 

that girl, I wish I could say to that girl, stop, 

stop, don't do it, don't do it, don't . . .

Cut to:

We see the little girl crawling into a small hole 

in the side of a grassy hill.

Cut to:

she is dancing in a club.  A man dances close 

behind her, rubbing up against her.

Cut to:

her in her sleeping bag, moaning gently, twisting 

in her dream.

Cut to:

The dancing man kissing her.

Cut to:

she awakens.  She takes a long time to adjust to 

being awake again.  She begins to write a letter.

"Dear Mom and Dad,

Don't worry about me, I'm fine.  I needed to take 

this trip.  It's doing me a lot of good.  Don't 

worry your car is fine and I'll be back soon.

Love,

Julia"

We curve around a campground road, the camera pans 

along with the car.

An egg drops into a camp stove pan.

We hear "there you go" off camera.

We see the car moving further along.

Julia examines her camp map.

We see aged fingers manipulating the camp coffee 

apparatus.

We see Julia's car round a bend and see the old 

lady, who looks up from her stove.  She smiles at 

her.

Cut to:

25 women, arranged in a diagonal V stemming off 

from the main old gal, of various ages and 

ethnicities.  They are standing in a grove with 

Greek architecture, perhaps the san mateo water 

temple.

The camera glows and the old gal smiles wider.

CUT TO:

Julia parks and approaches the camp.

Julia:  Hi, umm, I think they told me this was my 

site, but since you're setup, I'll just go ask for 

a different one.

Old gal:  My name's Sandra, what's yours?

Julia:  Julia.

Sandra:  Come have a seat.  Coffee's almost ready.

Julia:  It's funny seeing you here, I feel like I 

know you from somewhere.

Sandra:  Really?

Julia:  Did you ever come to our church?  The 

Church of Our Lord in Eveleen?

Sandra:  Well now I've been to a lot of churches.  

Could be I've set foot in yours too.

They pour coffee.

Sandra:  What brings you out this way?

Julia:  Just wanted to get away.  For a while.

Sandra:  Yes.  This is a good place to get away.  

You're having problems, I can see that.  Young 

girls don't have the easiest time of it, I know 

that.

Julia stares off, unable to find the right words.

Sandra:  Drink your coffee while it's hot, honey.  

No microwaves out here.  An ingenious invention, 

the microwave.  My husband Kramer told me it would 

zap my brain with radiation, but after he passed on 

I bought one and I tell you it is the blaziest 

beauty of a machine!

Julia smiles, sips her coffee.

Julia:  Did you ever have strange dreams?

Sandra:  Yes.  

Julia:  What kinds of dreams?

Sandra:  When I was a girl I dreamed of a 

particular landscape, one I can still see.  I 

thought in Italy, once, that I'd found it but it's 

a landscape of the mind, really, and I've kept it 

there all these years.  A smart girl like you 

should know  that dreams are powerful things.  What 

are you dreaming of, honey?

Julia:  There's lots of different parts to them.  

But they're so vivid now.  They're scaring me.

We have a bright fuzzy light that seems to exude 

out of Sandra's pores for a moment.  Julia looks 

more nervous.

Julia:  They're so real.

CUT TO:

Driving, she lights a cigarette, examines its 

burning.

We examine its burning in CU.

We watch the road roll before us.  We watch as she 

passes farms, grasslands, open country.

CUT TO:

She is dancing with her conservative boyfriend back 

home.

Cut TO:

She is shaking her hair in the car, blowing.

Cut to:

her moving into the horizon.  The sky is an odd 

hyper-color, quivering.

CUT to:

We see her parents, their lips moving as they talk 

to her in the living room back home.  We do not 

hear their voices.

their faces seem to blur together.

CUT to:

her at a gas station.

The owner leans over her window as she's filling 

up.

"I need a secretary."

"That so."

"You'd do just fine."

"You think so?"

"Most assuredly."

We see him take some cash out of the register.  We 

see him slide it across the counter towards her.

She is walking out of the quick-e-mart now, wearing 

a secretary outfit.

Owner shouts oddly after her:  "All we know out 

here is how to exist.  We need to live."

She sits erect behind a desk.  She faces the 

highway.

She polishes the stapler.  She rearranges the 

papers, which we see in CU.

She twirls her hair around her finger.

Slowly men approach, farmers with dusty hands and 

clothes, looming out of the gully on the side of 

the freeway, coming up to her desk.

"Not in the office right now, may I take a 

message?"

They come closer.

"There's no time right now, gents, later!"

And one looms very close now, and sports a maniacal 

grin.

CUT TO:

her smoking her cigarette in the car, looking 

onwards.

CUT TO:

her father kneeling beside her bed with her.

"And God art with me.  All the days of my life. May 

he smile down upon us.  May he anoint our heads 

with oil.  May we be delivered from the dross and 

saved from the almighty fire, may we be forgiven 

our sins."

"Amen" Julia says, and looks at her Dad, lovingly.

CUT TO:

Mother and Dad:

Louisa:  "There's nothing for it, Elmer.  All that 

we do is like a mirror, and it shows her exactly 

what she wants to see and no more."

They are sitting over coffee in the kitchen.

Elmer: "She's nearly a grown woman now, Louisa."

Louisa: "She's my daughter."

Elmer: "The Lord will take us from her eventually, 

my darling.  We have to be ready for that."

Louisa, almost hissing:  "There's sin in her heart. 

 In her heart, Elmer.  In her heart she is 

sinning!"

Cut to:

Julia sleeping, dreaming, at home.

She dreams of a large black man coming in through 

her window and ravishing her.

Cut to:

On the roadside, she picks up that same black man, 

down on his luck.  A handsome face, a devilish eye.

as they drive off:

"My name's David."

"Hi."

"What's your name?  No, let me guess.   Jessica?"

She shakes her head.

"Susan?"

She shakes her head again.

"Alessandra?"

She laughs, says "no."  "It's Julia."

"Julia."  he nods, satisfied.  "You know, Julia, 

you shouldn't pick up strange men on the road.  

Might get hurt that way."

"I can take care of myself."

"Sure you can."

"I can!"

"Ok."

"Where are you going?"

"Wherever you are."

"I don't know where I'm going."

"My dad used to tell me that the we're all going to 

the same place in the end, and the middle roads we 

take are all just other names for death."

"What did your dad do?"

"He was a car salesman.  Cheery at work, homicidal 

at home."

"My daddy is a very very religious man.  I've 

turned into a sinner."

"You look like an angel."

"you shut up."

"You're pretty when you're angry."

"Shut up."

"I'll bet you're a virgin."

"You want me to put you back on the side of the 

road?"

"No, no.  Can I have a cigarette?"

Cut to:

They are eating hamburgers in the car.  It's later 

now.  David gives her a kiss.

“I am an aspect of waking.  There is a time at morning when the sleep is still in my eyes that I can hold the beating heart of my ka in my lungs like cool summer air and open my eyes to greet the day like the first day.  The very first day.”
She looks over at David, asleep.

CUT TO:

She runs out of her bed at home, and into her parents’ room.   Her father’s arm is out of bed, working a key in a lock of the cabinet by his bed.  His arm seems to do this of its own volition, though he is asleep.
She grabs his arm and opens the cabinet, where there is a steel box that will not open.  AS they continue to sleep, she throws the box as hard as she can at the floor.
She continues to do it, almost to the beat of some unheard drum.
CUT TO:

In sleeping bags, under the stars.

Julia to David:  “Hold me.”  She curls under his shoulder.  David looks up at the stars.

We watch her eyelids begin to move.

CUT TO:

We see an enormous fat man dressed in red.  He is in a garden.  He cuts a rose, and smells it, looking seriously into the camera.
We see the little girl from the earlier dream, she runs away from the camera and we follow her from below and she runs deeper into the garden, laughing.  

We glance back briefly, and the fat man is looming there.  He says:

“I remember you.  I remember you from before.”

The camera tilts back to look for the girl, she is barely still visible in the distance, disappearing behind some brush.

CUT TO:
A memory from mid-adolescence, with her girlfriends:

Julia, Sandy and Gloria are jogging together.

Gloria:  “I just can’t help thinking that Jesus wants me to marry Robert.  When he slipped on my front porch it was a like a sign!”

Sandy:  “Everyone wants to know what God wants for them, Glory, but you can’t just decide that God has spoken to you when he hasn’t!”

Gloria:  “But he has!”

Julia:  “What did he say?”

Gloria (misty-eyed):  “I was staring down at him and a light flooded my brain, I felt like I could see Jesus’ face on top of Robert’s and I could hear his voice, so beautiful . . .”

Julia:  “God didn’t speak to you.  He’s stopped speaking.”

Her friends eye her warily.

CUT TO:
David strokes Julia’s head as she continues to dream.

CUT TO:

Julia is clinging to the side of a rock.

Julia is watching TV, her father points at her threateningly in a stylized pose.

Julia is wandering into a cave, eating a ripe mango.  Dogs sniff her.  She is standing in front of an epitaph.

She is standing in front of a series of gates.  A Mercedes drives through.

She wanders through the gates and stumbles on a grand party.  Her cup is filled many times.  She socializes, she grows giddier.

In a corner of the grand palace, 5 or 6 large bearded men who look like bloody Vikings in suits, laugh uproariously, eyeing her.

Then she refuses another cup of wine, and wanders through another gate, where she is swallowed by bright and searing light.

CUT TO:

Julia and David driving.

Julia:  “I told you about all these dreams I’m having.”

David: “Yeah.”

Julia:  “I met this lady a little while ago, a wise old lady, she thought I could . . . harness them somewhere.  Focus my attention to learn what my dreams wanted to tell me.”

David:  “How do you do that?”

Julia: “She said something about recognizing the inter-penetrability of dreams and real life, and believing that they’re equally real.”

David:  (grinning)  “That’s crazy talk!”

Julia:  “The problem for me is that the dreams seem realer . . .”

CUT TO:
Her at the party with her cup being filled.  She smells it,

We watch in XCU her lips meet the cup.

AS she stares at a wall, it seems to fade into a vista of the sea.  We hear the ocean.

CUT TO:

The car is moving over the horizon.  We watch in fast forward.

A man says into her ear:
“There’s a kind of patience here.  You can feel it growing like a plum tree, growing large in the heat, thick with juice, numb with the aching of its roots grasping down into the soil.  Open your eyes and see it there, waiting, listening to you walk towards it, needing you there . . .  we have been waiting for you . . .”
[and the wall movie fades now from ocean to the plum tree]

CUT:

Julia and David are staring at the horizon, the car stopped.

David:  So you think you’re seeing God, through your dreams.

Julia:  No, it’s not God.  And I see it when I’m awake too.

The horizon seems to shimmer again, turn a fluorescent, pulsing blue.

Julia and David are climbing a rock outcrop, on the outskirts of Utah.

She is moving apart a pile of rocks at the top and finds a box.

There are papers inside, photographs.

David:  Did you know that was supposed to be there?

Julia:  (softly)  I dreamt of this place . . .

They are black and white photographs of a desert-dweller and his wife, both looking scruffy, in the early 20th century.  They show them standing on the same mountain where David and Julia are now.

David:  Who are those people?

Julia:   I feel like I know them . . . but I don’t know.

David:  You really are a crazy girl, you know that?

Julia:  Define crazy.

David:  Walking up mountains, and digging up old photos you had a dream about.  That comes pretty close, I’d say.

Julia:  Yeah, I guess it does.  So you think I’m crazy?

David:  Does it matter what I think?

Julia:  (hesitates)  I don’t know.

Julia closes the box, puts it in her backpack, zips it up.  She stands up, brushes off her hands, slings her pack back on her shoulders.

Julia:  Come on.

CUT TO:

We watch the two of them descending the landscape, the sky enormous behind them.

(NOTE:

Have a scene where the ancestor (the man in the photos) has a strange vision of a another man digging himself out of a grave, wearing a suit, pale faced, who then talks to the ancestor.

Then Julia sees this same man as a clerk at a store of something, has a fright.)

CUT TO:

In the car.

David:

I love looking at you.

Julia:

Don’t love it too much.

David:

Why not?

Julia:

I don’t want to hurt you.

David:

You won’t hurt me.

Julia:

I might.  And don’t say “Oh, I’m willing to take the chance.”   I don’t like risky men.

David:

Picking me up by the side of the road was pretty risky.

Julia:

I already knew who you were.  Like God had told me.

David chuckles to himself.

CUT TO:

David and Julia are eating in a diner.  He watches her, she stares out of the window.

Julia:

What are you supposed to do in life?

David:

What do you think you’re supposed to do?

Julia:

Don’t answer a question with a question.

David:

Ok.  I think you’re supposed to make up the rules as you go along.  I think we’re lost at sea without an anchor, and it’s our dreams that give us the wind we need.

Julia:

What do you dream about?

David:

My father.  Dying.  He’s in the hospital, and he’s dying, and I think before waking up that I really want to give him a shave because the nurses have forgotten to, but I never get a chance to.

Julia:

Is your father still alive?

David (smiling)

Yeah.  He lives in St. Louis.

CUT TO:
Julia is talking with the old lady.

Whispering.

The old lady takes Julia’s head and cradles it against her chest, and continues to whisper to her.

CUT TO:

Julia’s mother is standing on the porch, staring at the horizon at dusk.

Mother:

Our girl is out there, James.

Father (James):

I know.

Mother:

The Lord will have us enter a dark territory.  And in the darkness we must seek the light of the savior, the light of love.

Father:

She’ll come back to us, honey.  

Mother:

No she won’t.

The father looks at her, moodily.

CUT TO:

Julia is twisting in her sleeping bag next to David.

CUT TO HER DREAM:

Julia is standing on the mountaintop holding the aged photograph.

She throws it into the wind.

She is walking down a hallway, with various figures and faces popping out of doorways speaking to her.

Old men in white robes, small dark men, women in bright dresses and men who look like butchers, accountants, preachers, visionaries.

She dances with them all in a tight succession waltz, moving from the arms of one to another as he advances through the hallway.

Looking into the eyes of one women, she hears the woman’s voice:
Bright angel.  Bright messenger.  God gives you life.  Terrible, bright life!

She is spun on the final arms of the line out of a door which closes behind her.

She is in a dusty room.

Her father is there, artificially aged, crumpled in a thin wooden chair.

He looks up at her with terrible, haunted eyes.

The angel of her visions then appears from a side room, wearing a predatory smile.  The angel whisks her father under its cloak, grinning its evil grin. 

Julia protests but she is mute.  The angel tosses the old man through a black door that seems like a black hole, grinning.

Then the angel advances on Julia, grinning wider, its eyes sparkling.

CUT TO:

Julia jerks awake.

It is still night.  The crickets are singing.  She looks up at the stars.

CUT TO:
Julia and David in a diner.

Julia:

It’s like these angels keep speaking to me.  They want to tell me that I’m their messenger, that there’s something I need to do.

David:

But Julia, what if there’s never just one thing to do?  What if you’re going to be looking for these signs forever, always convinced God is telling you to do this or that, or change this or that?

Julia:

Then that should be my mission.  I should be able to commit to that.

David:

And what about living your life?

Julia:

If that is what God wants me to do, then that will be the life I should live.

David:

You know it’s all very circular logic.

Julia:

Faith isn’t logical, David.

The waitress brings coffee.

David:

Well, I’m an American.  I think you should do what YOU want to do, not necessarily what your parents raised you to want to do.

Julia:
You know, the one thing you don’t quite get, is how HARD it is to have faith, when everyone else has let it go.  When everyone else is ready to let it die.

David:

You’re practically in the majority, Julia!  Americans are in love with your brand of faith-based thinking.  Just don’t let it brainwash you.  If faith is what you want, make it be faith on your own terms.

Julia (sighing):

Yeah.

CUT TO:
Julia and David in the car, entering a city.

We see people walking by the lake.

Voiceover of Julia:  I am not crazy.  I am not who they say I am.  I am not crazy.

You are only as wide as the heft of your skirt.  That’s what my grandmother used to tell me.  I think she meant that everybody is a skirt.  Everybody is made of plaid, lengthwise and longwise, purple and shiny.  Everybody is woven and woven and worn.

CUT TO:

Julia on the edge of a building in a dreamlike landscape.

VO:  I am not going to jump.  I like standing here, at the edge.  At the edge of things, you see.  I am on the edge.  I am free.

It’s not everybody who knows what it is to be alive.  I’m starting to figure that out.  

CUT TO:

An antiseptic interview chamber, a small window, peeling yellow paint.  A dingy desk.  An unhappy schoolmarmish lady tries to smile at Julia.

Lady:  Have you been taking your medication?

Julia:  Yes, ma’am.

L:  Do you feel you’re ready to begin the next stage of your treatment?

J:  Yes, ma’am.

L:  Unfortunately, your qualifications limit your options, as you know.  I’m afraid we don’t have any openings right now.  Stick with the program, we’re looking for something for you.

J:  Yes, ma’am.

VO:  And then I am a ward of state hospital C.  I am putty in their hands.  Everything just sort of shifted one day, and then I was here.  You ever feel like that?

CUT TO:

Julia is standing, staring at the lake.  David stands next to her.
CUT TO:

A man walks swiftly down the sidewalk, humming to himself, playing with change in his pocket, checking his watch, looking around, adjusting his sunglasses.

He stops outside the apartment building.

Julia and David are walking on the opposite side of the street.
The man stops outside the apartment building.  Another woman is standing outside the building.

Man:  Is this 1509 Jackson?

Woman:  Yep.

Man goes over to call box, punches a number.  He calls his girlfriend who answers.  We hear her over the box.

Girl:  Hello?

Man:  Baby, it’s me, let me up.

Girl:  Go away!

Man looks over at Woman, uncomfortably.  

Man:  Buzz me up!

Girl:  Go fuck yourself, you faggot!

Man screams into box:  “Fuck you too, you stupid cunt!”

He adjusts his tie.  Clears his throat.  Smiles at Woman.  He mosies over to stand by her.

Man:  “She’s having a bad day.”

Woman:  “Why’s that?”

Man:  “I think she’s pregnant.”

Woman:  Oh yeah?

Man:  Yeah.   
Woman:  SO, you didn’t know where your girlfriend lived?

Man:  No.  *laughs a little*

Woman:  But you’re the father of her kid?

Man:  We don’t like to look at it that way.  I’m not a father exactly, I’m a social worker, no, let’s say I’m a society man.  I socialize.  Sometimes I socialize a bit too late into the evening.  I must admit that much.

Woman kicks the man in the stomach, throws him against the wall and begins to punch his kidneys.

The man screams intensely and painfully.

After a few screams, the girlfriend emerges.  She’s moderately pregnant.  

Girl:  Stop it!  Stop it!

After another punch, Woman stops.  The man groans.

Girlfriend:  OK, now hit him again!

CUT TO:

Long shot of Woman continuing to kick the man.

VO:  I tend to get myself into trouble.  That’s what my dad told me.  My doctor too.  

CUT TO:
We see Julia’s parents giving her a group hug on the couch, holding hands, when she was a few years younger.

[consider putting bits from the novel in here ]

CUT TO:

“I am a prisoner.  I am a daughter.  I am a child of God.  And I’m not sure I want God any more.”

We see her approaching the old woman in the dusty room again.  The old woman lifts her head to speak.

CUT TO:

We see David and Julia driving down the highway together.  

CUT TO:

She is walking into a church.  An angel is at the altar.  She is walking towards it.

CUT TO:

Her father, sitting with her on the couch.  A bible is open before them.

Dad:  “There are so many things I could tell you.  Things I want you to be.  God wants something from us.  WE are his eyes, his hands.  We have to listen to him, you understand me?  We have to listen to him.  You listen to him and lift your eyes up to heaven and let the will of God flow into you.  You listen to him.

CUT TO:

We see her approaching the angel in the church.  We see it smile and beckon her forward.  She smiles, hesitantly, and she approaches.

The angel bares its teeth, and it has fangs.

CUT TO:

She is waking up next to David, and she shakes him awake, panting.

Julia:  “David.  David.  David.”

She blinks away tears, blinks away fear, and stares out at the night.”

David:  “What is it?”

Julia:  “Were you raised in a religion, in St. Louis?”

David:  “My grandmother was religious.  She’d pray, every night.  I prayed with her sometimes, it was a sort of peaceful feeling.”

Julia: “Did you ever have visions?”

David:  “No, never had that.”

Julia:  “I feel like I’m going to die.”

David:  “You’re not gonna die.  I’m here for you.”

Julia:  “But I feel like . . .  it’s what God wants me to do . . . “

David-  ‘That’s pretty stupid.’

Julia: “Yeah, I guess it is.  But I feel it.”

CUT TO:

It is night.  The angel, bearing a sword, is leading Julia out into the night.  The angel leans against a building, and lights a cigarette.

Angel:

HBO is the only good TV network these days.  So much horseshit on the boob tube.  WE give you eternal life, and you give us soap operas?

Julia:

What do you want with me?

Angel:

You need to relax.  Not everyone is a messenger of God.  Like everyone who loses their marbles, believes they’re the reincarnation of someone else, it’s always Napoleon or Jesus, isn’t it?  It’s never some poor schmuck, down on his luck like everybody else.  You guys are fucking amazing.

Julia:

Am I messenger of God?

Angel (gesturing pointedly, viciously, with his cigarette)

You’re whatever I say you are.  Don’t you forget that.  You do what I TELL you to do.  And I’m gonna climb right in here, honey, right between those pretty young breasts of yours, right inside that white innocent little soul, and I’m gonna hang on tight, you understand?  I’m gonna hang on tight, and I’m NEVER gonna let go.

They are walking past a table in a forest, with a still life of fruit placed on the table.

They are in a painting.

She meets David, and they dance.

The old lady watches in the distance.

Old Lady:

"You think you are lost.  But what would it mean to be found?  You can't know who you are on your own.  You think I figured it out all at once?  I am a gryphon!  I eat destinies for breakfast.  Just open your eyes, girl.  Listen!"

They awake at a motel one morning.  The car will not start.

David-  “Shit.”

We see them dickering with a nice looking repairman.

They walk into town, get breakfast.

Some religious folk approach them.

A middle-aged balding man (Jessop) leads a 30-something blonde woman, and a younger blond man, in his 20s.  They are all neatl dressed

Jessop-  “Good morning, ya’ll.”

Julia-  Good morning.

Jessop – “My name is Jessop Peterson.  This here is Sally Peterson, my wife, and this is Jeremy Rockwell.  We’d like to share some words of the Lord with you, if you have a moment.”

David – “Oh, I don’t think we’d really like to converted to—“

Julia-  That’d be all right.  Have a seat.

The three sit down.

Jessop – “Thank you kindly.  Glad to know the spirit of welcome is still alive in the world.  As it is here in Angel.  That’s the name of our town, did you know?  Our blessed land is named Angel.”

Julia-  How pretty.

Sally Peterson smiles, and pats Julia’s arm.

Sally-  “Tell me, darling, have you been saved?”

David rolls his eyes and stares out the window of the diner, sipping his coffee.

Julia-  “My parents were.  And I was baptised a Christian.  I don’t know any more if I’d consider myself saved.  I’m . . .  sort of trying to figure that out.”

Jessop- “The Lord knows the world is full of trials and tribulations.  That’s why he sent his only son to lead us away from the sins of the world and deliver us to salvation.  But of course you know that honey.  It’s tough out there, I know, but everybody needs a helping hand once in a while, don’t they?”

Julia smiles non-commitally.

Jessop-  “Well you seem like nice folks, and if you’re staying for any length of time, we’d be honored to have you at worship.  The Church of the Rising Lord is right down the street, you can’t miss it.”
David- “We’re gonna be on our way as soon as our car’s fixed, so ​– ”

Jessop – “Oh I know you folks have your own plans, we wouldn’t want to interfere, but the Lord has a plan for you too.  I want you to know that.”

Julia-  “We’ll try and stop by for a visit, Mr. Peterson.”

Jessop- “Jessop, please.  And you do that.  Free cookies!  My wife baked them herself!”

With that, the threesome exits.  David turns on Julia.

David-  “Christianity is a slave religion, you know that?   Just shut up and take what power offers, and turn the other cheek, and render under Caeser, and you’ll receive your reward when you’re dead!”

Julia-  “That’s part of who I am, David.”

David- “You left that behind!  You ran away!  Don’t get sucked in all over again.”

Julia-  “Revered Daniels used to tell us about the struggles of Christians in South America.  And that liberation theology could help them see Jesus as an agent of revolution change.  Christians are activists as well as slaves, Daniel.”

David- “Yeah, too many of them are activists these days . . .”

She is digging into the ground, with her bare hands, frantically

She is rolling over, exhausted.

CUT TO:

The car is rolling away, peeling off rubber.

More shots of hair in wind.

She falls asleep

David is approaching in the dark, naked except for a tattered loincloth of some kind.

He is moving towards the camera against a black background.

He opens his mouth upwards and shouts.

We watch his vibrating vocal cords in his throat.

CUT TO:

Julia's father is sitting in his armchair, quietly, glaring at the camera in a dim room.

CUT TO:

More of David's vibrating vocal cords.

CUT TO:

The camera slides towards Julia's father.  

The colors begin to bleed in the image.  Her father seems to alternately smile and snarl.

We hear urgent words whispered over intensifying music.  Her father is whispering religious indoctrinatin, scolding, urgently, quietly, intensely.  He is bent over his daughter who is kneeling, leaning against him, her knees on the floor as her father sits on the couch.
“God is the scepter and you are the palm.  Let God guide himself into you.  Evil lives in your heart.  Evil lives in your heart.  You heart is evil.  Open it to the Lord.  Let him fill you with light.  Let the light fill every last part of you till you are bursting with divine favor.  Let God move into you, and let your soul pass out of the station, away from sin, out towards the Godhead on the horizon . . .”

CUT TO:

Julia is lying along in a field and the camera pans slowly upwards.

"I am a vase of flowers tilted towards the sun.  I am my own mother's memory.  I am a vessel.  I am an empty space.  I am paper.  I am paper and my father and mother shall write on me."

CUT TO:

we see Julia standing still in the bar

people are dancing all around her, in slow motion.  But she is motionless.  her head droops, and she looks at her hand.

Her hand speaks to her.

Her fingers twitch, as a mouth.

"Having fun, are you?  Don't be a wallflower!"

we are running amidst a group of children, in a field, the camera down amongst them.  The light is bright and shining.  They are laughing and shouting.

They arrive at the body of Julia, lying in the field.  They gather round.

girls and boys are swinging on a swing set

one small blonde girl watches the camera

she tilts her head back and looks into the lens upside down

a worm is crawling in her open palm and she watches it

she looks up at the sky and the sun seems to expand

two men are standing in the forest.

They tell each other these two stories stories.  it grows darker and darker.

GIrl and black companion listen, speechless.

-----------

1

They are approaching the sand dune in the distance and they will not stop.  Nothing can make them stop.  They could remember it for years and it would not make them stop.  There is everything in the sand dune.  And it is waiting there, stubbornly, for them to find it.  For you to find it.

The years, being long, are also wide, and they fill the spaces between the dune and its being found like a second wilderness that re-encompasses the first, a second desert of time in a desert of sand.

There is no name for this desert.  There is no music there, or voices.  It is not a place from which you can escape.  And yet, it is not lonely there.  It is not an empty place.  Every step you take in the desert is an important step, full of meaning and life, and awareness and the awareness of life, and the life of awareness (that of a philosopher), which is a strange and shapeshifting thing, like an amoeba, or a stone seen in geologic time.

They are there in the desert.  You are there in the desert.  It is a desert that can fill you, and it is a desert that you can fill, for it is shaped by your thoughts and trained by your movements.  It is a kind of wakefulness which will overtake you, the sand and light are drugs, and your trip to the dune can only be a long and strange one.

There is also no one in the desert.  The dune, unfound, will never speak to you, or you to it.  It cannot speak because you have silenced it in wanting the desert to be silent.  Deserts are hard to listen to.  They speak to the soul.

Every step you take in the desert, when you are in the desert, is beautiful.  It is a step that should be taken, because a desert without step is a graceless thing, a husk of an idea.  Every step there will be remembered and then forgotten and then remembered again, and both the remembering and the forgetting of their steps, and of your steps, will be sweet.

The dune is the sweetness in the desert, though it is only in the walking towards it that the dune becomes so.  And because the journey is long, we can sicken of sweet things, and neither their steps nor yours will be worth remembering once they are taken in bitterness.

There is sunlight on the dune now.  The grains are few.  You can almost count them.

2

There is a pattern in their movements.  They seem to cry out for attention like children, lost and alone as they wander through the Museum of Natural History, or the Place de la Concorde, or the Empire State Building.  They are needy.  They bring lists.  They bring remedies.  They bring stories.

All of their stories begin the same way.  “Once when I was young and in love, the spirit moved me and a great happiness came over me, followed by a great sadness.  They were great feelings, the greatest I have felt.”  All of the stories begin this way.  The details subsequently diverge into trivialities and place name and events, but they all return to love and loss, a horse to water.

They do not stop talking.  As the evening grows late and the guards at the Loews Theater or the Riviera or atop Maccu Picchu grow stern and tell them to leave, their gestures grow even more emphatic and their voices grow even louder, and the guards even angrier.  They cannot stop their tale telling, like they are diseased and the poison is its own cure, the cure a poison, talk.

They are not seers.  This is frustrating and still haphazard guesses remain central to their discussions, the stock market, their careers, the names for their children, the houses they will buy, the lovers they will have.  They are not seers are so instead they tell lies about the future, lies which are beautiful, and sometimes true, like “it will be OK.”

One of them, much older than the others, has stopped speaking.  He merely rubs his cane while corn futures and capital punishment and desert ecology have their say.  His cane seems to have a voice of its own after a while, and he rubs it in a rhythm with their movements, a syncopated percussion instrument, with a curved wooden handle.

Sometimes I watch this one with the cane, and I listen to them as they recite their rhymes of children and wars, and I am no longer myself because there are too many oceans that live inside their thoughts for me to be myself in the face of them.  I look at them and it makes me thirsty for water.

------

Then the girl tells them a story about her childhood.

Afterwards they hold hands and bathe in a stream.

Then they smoke cigarettes together.

Then they part ways.

