Catharine made a small fortune in the Via Intermina selling strips and stills which she claimed
were genuine fragments of the lost silendmmibals Those fragments have been reassembled
into a wide variety of different versions that have surfaeethewears. Many dialogue or
narration cards were separated from the images they were supposed to accompany, so that it was
unclear who was speaking, or what was happening, which gave rise to wild contradictions in the
many versions. Certain sequenostain parts that obviously had been culled from other silent
films. These might have been swipes or stock footage Bertrand Market had incorporated into his
original version. Or they might have been adulterations that Catharine included to bulk up her
product, much in the same way she used to add generous portions of baking soda when she was
pushing cocaine.

A shatft of light strikes a crystal ball, projecting the opening credits into its depths, where
letters and words twist and warp. The imagstofted words congeals into the image of the eye
of a snake. Bloated with magnification, the snake eye looks outward, past rows of smoke haunted
theater seats, to a screen where the credits begin to roll in earnest.
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As the movie begins, it beginstaraine itself.

Those who know the movieds history will ask
of the | egendary failed movie? Or are the man
release, prophecies that have since conass@ p

Mot hs encircle the projector. Their burnin

uncertain light. Whorls of smoke rise into the bright shaft streaming from the projector. On the
screen, snakes knot themselves into a Gordian tangleeas tmeyanother. The illuminated
smoke writhes in the same patterns as theossliming snakes. The twists and coils of smoke and
shakes dissolve to the boulevards of Hollywood, California, where we see Bertrand Market for the
first time. He pondewscontract presented to him by the head of a studio. The document rolls out
endlessly in his hands.

The story behind Cannibals is the story of an obsessed artist consuming himself over his work.

Bertrand Market comes to Hollywood full of inspirati@ayréo make the movie that will
become an undisputed masterpiece.

He will gain immortality, but solely on the basis of rumor and speculation.

The movie itself is already lost forever.

What you are watching is the ghost of a ghost.

Bertrand Market appsan a darkened studio. He contemplates his own movie, pulsing upon
the screen.

When you are finished watching,
you will not remember anything

about this movie, other than
it is very long and terrifying.

There are various versions that purfobie documentaries. Among the many documentaries,
there is a history of Magic and a history of spontaneous human combustion. There is an
examination of Annabelle Schillerds famous mu
(which may haveeen a documentary about the making of a fiction, or a documentary about the
making of a documentary). They all begin with the claim:

You are about to see

the absolute truth.

We shift from Bertrand Market to August Schiller, the noted sciehigsglaessively
searches for a simple scientific answer that will reconcile all the seeming contradictions that have
plagued every field of human inquiry since the dawn of man. Pausing over a turbulent array of test
tubes, he lifts his sunken eyes upwaia place where electric arcs dance amid plumes of rising
steam, above the dynamos and their steady churning. He yearns for something that might explain,
through basic and universal rules, how chaos transforms into atoms, molecules, cells, plants and
anmals. He imagines grasping a unified system that applies to all of physics, chemistry and biology.
Only by doing so, he reasons, could he solve the greatest of all scientific mysteries: the source of
consciousness.



Perhaps he seeks to transceadithitations of the physical world.
Does he think that merely preserving his ideas might provide an escapatfi@m De

Immortality.

Paradise.

August Schiller runs through the street in a rainstorm. He flees a ragged, shadowy pursuer
who calls aér him. Shouts fill the air. The cracking voice is not heard, but its presence takes the
form of old stains and scratches on the fil mbd
thunder cause subtle vibrations on the silvery images.
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oWhyyaw run when | 6ve offered you exactly w
know what you waiit some simple, basic principle that explains why thing are the way they are. |

could tell you. Why do you fear the answer?
oladsrick. o
ONo trick. Arendt you interested in the tr

His posture roiling with confusion unbecoming to his reputation, Schiller turns to face the
ragged figure. The horrid Knight of Ten Thousand Years [or the insane Bertrand Market]. The

bannersof he ol d mands torn cloak flap i n the wind
OMayhap you suspect the truth wildl make you

my confidence and frustrate you with something witty, yet utterly foolish? Are you afraid the

universal answertoevg pr obl em i s that there is no unive

The cloaked figure gesticulates wildly. His bones seem loosely bound within their sacks of

wizened skin.
Schiller responds somberly, oHalf the ti me
other half of the time, | think 16d distrust it
The Knight leans closer. His face contorts into an awful semblance of smiling, as much as he
could muster without a jevan upturning of the myriadinkles.




0OAnd if there is no universbhbtansweontthdt c
He tilts forward; his poorly connected and disjointed skeleton teeters, threatening to collapse

into a heap.

oTel | me, then. o

0l donadet aknmsowe rt,h yet. When | said was that
work it out together.

ol have such tales to tell, long flights th
prophets, and martyrs, those that | have loved, or fought, gramddstroyed, what | have done,
what | have witnessed over thousands of years

For a moment, one could not doubt the ancient truths burning in that studied eye, or written
across the agitated wrinkles consuming his face like worms fightingrendareoshare of
rotten meat. But in the following instant, he ceases to be an icon of living history, and becomes a
scarecrow, an empty threat, a cartoonish parody of wickedness. He is not an old man anymore, but



rather a young one, and all of higpespd gravity has been accumulated not from the passage of
centuries, but rather from the mass of his suffering, the weight of his madness. Not an instrument
of biblical wrath, but a salesman. A bible salesman.

0The problem | i est wietlhi gReolnisgidoonn.dt Twhoer kg raenay r
di splaced by science. 0

Schiller shrugs and turns away. Hi s arm s wi
what ? Purposeless matter and energyyinstoeads
the truth, but it seems a sorry bargain.o

Again the ragged figure has surged ahead of
new religion. Not a religion based on scienc
isndt working, is it? I n particular, it isnbd

Schiller recoils, perhaps from the words themselves, perhaps from the fetid breath that
transmits them.

0l propose that we work together. he We have
science and the science within the magic, and the way the two feed into one another. That is the
only way to reach the modern mind. Our goal should be to create a new kind of story that will work
in the way the old stories workeado s h o w leahd aayné thing pheirbancestors saw in
ancient times. o

Schill er: 0And what might that be?50

0The truth. o

Schiller raises his arms, as if to ward off the astonishing word. Then he reconsiders.

0The ancient times, t he bktofindtruthrmore easigtean Our
we, but that was because of what they didnot

o0Yes and No. o

The old man holds strips of his film to the light, inspecting images hidden within the blackness.

0The truth. Yes and nhensible trlith. A highereomdris bl i ndi |
revealed, a better way to be, and a better way to do. That was what the Bible did originally, through
its perfect integration of what was then a complete statement of science, philosophy, history, law,
art, and magic. o

oMagi c?6

o0l mean, theology.

oWhat we need is a new Bible, a new vehicle
we are past the age of books. Our new Bible must be a film, to achieve the same end, but at the
same time, to update it with neshteology and new information, and new insights into the nature

of things.

OModern people accept science on blind fait!]
believe conclusions based on experiommbeyand t hey
the scope of their understanding. They accept, on faith, the testaments of intermediaries. Listen,
Schiller, when you explain things in scientif

you. When you trespass out of the realayafdmprehension, your words will carry even greater
authority. Your incomprehensible scientific jargon resonates with the same effects as a liturgy in a

forgotten ancient | anguage. Magi c becomes sc
Schiller shuddette He sidestepped and dodged the old man, unable to understand why he
couldnoét outpace this fragile invalid. Force

of breath, OA new Bible? of fiem? It denodt &
believe in God, or any of that nonsense. But if | do as you ask, my colleges will never take me
seriously again. And the masses wil/l turn ag



The old man ponders this new obstacla fooment. Then he leans forward, full of menace,

even though heisdifal anc e . olf you dondt willingly giV
you. O
The scientist shrugs. 0OTake what ? My i dea:

0Yes, al | thiodthatdkfiads you askourself.yThe very stuff of you. The memory,
the being, the soul and the flesh. The very idea of you: the information. Why do you think you
have somet hing that doesndét alreadentflorel ong t o
what | am?5é

At that instant, the old man seems to be entreating an earlier version of himself, trying to
persuade him to surrender the missing portions of half remembered secrets, and other mysteries lost
in the passage of youth.

OWho are you?bd

[In one version, the Knight of 10,000 Years magically transforms himself into August Schiller.
Deft trembling fingers knot into mystic configurations. Beneath their touch and dance, wrinkles
disappear, hair grows, and a jaw juts into a vacantBpacequence plays with all the excessive
jerks, sputtering shadows and spastic light characteristic of early stop action photography. A
different version plays the transformation in reverse at high speed, which makes the figure appear to
be consumed bjaime.]

The man who had been August Schiller disappears into the merciless emptiness.

Annabelle Schiller searches the street, vainly looking for her husband, mouthing his name,
though the only sounds emerging from her lips are the melodramatic ch@ida@that plays
itself.

Mar ket ambles past the studios of Holl ywood:
bright overhead, but the light has an artificial quality, and the shadows fall in random patterns,
defiant of geometry, as if paint@dhe boulevards, for all their expansiveness, seem to roll through
an interior space. [ What appears to be Holly
constructed inside a lunatic asylum.]

[In one version, an actor identified as Bertrandetjarlbalding man of about 35 years with a
partially shaved head, appears without the-upaikewounds or other stigmata associated with the
Knight of 10,000 Years. He looks remarkably like the historic August Schiller.]

Bertrand Market has been in Mwlbod for what seems an eternity, eking out a bare existence.
A string of failures marks his career. Many aborted projects lie festering in film canisters or wadded
into desk drawers. He actually completed a few films, but they flopped at the box office

Market examines strips of film, his ambitions welling within him, along with his regrets.

Bertrand Market [or August Schiller] tries to assemble bits and pieces of his failures [films or
treatises] in a variety of new packages. He has been in mgdsausasent, or a doctor], and he
is familiar with the curious behavior of certain aphasics who collect string, and then obsessively test
different ways to organize their strands, until the task of order becomes an ordeal. First they try
sorting by legth, then by thickness, then by color, then by material. Then they become frustrated,
and conclude by balling their collections into an inseparable knot. And so Market [or Schiller] edits
and reedits projects which a saner man would abandon.
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BertrandVarket, a huckster [or Schiller, to escape the adoring crowds], creates alternate
identities for himself.

Taking advantage of his uncanny resemblance to August Schiller, Market impersonates the
noted scientist.

During one of Scéhadadrcds, pdarchat aflr @dudalpent |
bank accounts. Never hesitant to sacrifice scruples for the sake of art, or to casually undertake a
dreadful risk, he uses the money to finance his film ventures.



The man who looks like AugushiBBer slouches as he walks, hands in his pockets, agitated,
constantly looking from side to side and over his shoulder. He fears the horrid shriveled demon who
pursues him through the shadows with a brittle, unsteady, but unexpectedly swift pace.

[There is another version of this sequence: Bertrand Market is not impersonating August
Schiller, but rather Market is an identity which Schiller adopts from time to time. Schiller would
become Market during his many disappearances. When Schiller shedt biisdWigse, and tries
to resume his true identity, no one believes him.]

In one version, Market falls in love with Annabelle Schiller. He passionately adores her, even
though she has been convicted of murdering her husband. He begins a crumaklertoariee.
During a dramatic courtroom sequence, Market shows a film, photographic proof (which may or
may not have been faked), of August Schiller losing his way while exploring parallel worlds. With
this film, Market exonerates Annabelle Schilleuader charges.

In a closely related version, the jury is shown alternate footage which reveals that all these
scenes offered to exonerate Annabelle Schiller were faked using trick photography. Caught in the
act of committing fraud, Market defends hlinbyesaying:



There are things that are simultaneously real and not real.

Every truth is infused with elements of its contradiction,
so that no truth is universal.

ol have captured proof on film, i®e the alte
glimmer of the dimensional barrier, the dream with as much substance as the waking, the different
versions of August Schiller altering one anot

Annabell e boldly asserts: ONo matter what vy
whether it magic or science, this film proves | am innocent. For here, before your eyes, is the man
| supposedly killed, alive. o But she is poin

[In another variation, the real August Schiller plays himself vargion, Annabelle
Schiller has not killed her husband, but after all the accusations hurled at her by the police and the
press, her mind unhinges. By the time August Schiller turns up, it is too late, and her fragile sanity
has been shattered. Attfgke will not accept the testimony of her own senses. She comes to
believe that he is an alternate husband, arrived from a parallel world.]
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During the course of the trial, Market watches with fascination the workings of the law, that
curious intelldnal discipline. Law is all about conflict, how the clash of showmanship and intellect
might yield truth. But it operates under rules of evidence radically different from those of science.
These rules of evidence are designed to work somewhat méchgnarahg what is actually true.
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One of the more puzzling title cards reads:

So lies were used to prove the truth and fabricated evidence
was used to show what was real.

Everything was fake or delusional,
but it roused something in the fabricexlity.
The lies compounded, and something utterly strange happened.

In another version, Market terrifies his audience with a film in the German expressionist style.
Exploiting his own ghastly visage, he plays the Knight of Ten Thousand Y earefiwciads
and wizards feasting upon magic.

In the courtroom, he watches the film unfold upon a glowing screen.

A lunatic intrudes upon a beachfront row of ramshackle stores during the filaingilodls
This sequence may have been a series d&esutam an interrupted shooting or it may have been
a deleted scene. [The sun over the ocean might have been twilight in California or dawn in Florida.]
The lunatic distracts the director, who was otherwise engaged in coaching [or seducing] the real
Annabelle Schiller [or an actress]. The film crew and a cameraman look on, alternately amused,
bewildered, frightened or shocked.

The |l unatic says: ol have come to warn you.
youdve beenrisefllfi atnidng hen wyoyou d. Youdve been
Your genius has been turned to demonic ends
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[The lunatic appears to be August Schiller while the Director appears to be the Knight of Ten
Thousad Years, but in alternate versions the dialogue cards are reversed,; it is vice versa.] The
younger man tenses and stands his ground before the ragged figure whose face crawls with shadows
and wrinkles, and whose limbs shake with rage, infirmity, andténetslipping sprockets.

OYou need to understand my side of the story
deprivation, the depravity, and the horror. 6
The lunatic claims: o0l am the real August Sc

This is the first step in the Final Judgment.
It begins with you stealing

my | ife and my | ifeds wor
It ends with the end of hu

The director, obsessed with the message, sets off on a quest to make a documentary about
magic, its nature and itstorg.

One of the documentary versions affects an air of academic seriousness, purporting to be a
factual study of the history of Magic, though much of it deals with the topic of religion. The
framing sequenceset on the banks of the river Cam, artdenNren Library, the Trinity College
Chapel, and the Great Cdutiave a very different look from the other versions of Cannibals. Itis
staid, sober and solemn, with none of the wilihsleligences and German Expressionist affections
thatarecommonys soci ated with Bertrand Marketds wor k

The documentary owed a deep debti® Golden Bough.

OHence the strong attraction which magic and

hence the powerful stimulus that both have given to thét pfilstowledge. They lure the weary

enquirer, the footsore seeker, on through the wilderness of disappointment in the present by their

endless promises of the future: they take him up to the top of an exceeding high mountain and show

him, beyond the dadtouds and rolling mists at his feet, a vision of the celestial city, far off, it may

be, but radiant with unearthly splendor, bath
Sir James George FraZdre Golden Bough

In this documentary, Bertrand Market is simpaftanego of August Schiller.
Schiller had studied with Frazer at Trinity College in Cambridge, and had witnessed the birth
of a new science, Anthropology, as it emerged from the compilation of an encyclopedia of magic.

Frazer, with a view to show howmkind progressed from magical to scientific modes of
reasoning, began with the premise that both spring from the same-thgpulgge to understand
the mysteries of the world and influence them. Frazer proposed that there are three stages of
civilizaton. During the first stage, people believe in magic. This leads to the second stage,
characterized by organized religion, which acts as preparation for the thifalitstag¢he
powers of science.
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[In one version, Frazer is played by an actopvdsents a mythologized version of the great
scholar. Outrage over the sham documentary causes the film to fail.]

A montage shows the masked film maker voyaging from the shattered thrones of the Etruscan

kings, to a twentypn stonehead splattered twithe blood of Mayan sacrifices, to the colossal
winged bull guarding the burial palace of Sargon I, to the baptismal font of Clovis the Frank, to the
flagstones of India, to the heaths of the Druids, to pillars that mark positions of the Moon.

The flmmaker wanders amid temples and ruins, his mask shining with a tinted yellow
flicker.

He observes: OEach civilization forms its
way its people view the world. Like other forms of magical thinking, Rehgsgstematic
approach for dealing with matters that cannot be seen, heard,aowigjtof thinking in concrete
terms about the unknown or the unknowable. That thought process becomes ingrained; it creates
structures in the mind, and then itinfermt he senses. 6

To demonstrate this principle in action, the film drops its aura of seriousness and revels in
visual excess. A remarkable costume designer fashions miniature clothes fitted for ants. Abstract
ideas are conveyed through a bizarre conanirmdtcartoons and costumed living ants.

Market [or Schiller] explains how science was shaped by the concept of a perfect deity, a
blessed incorruptible force residing in a realm divorced from physical laws. He explains how that
very notior- just by bang imagined facilitated the great leap from the physics of Aristotle to the
physics of Galileo. These curious sequences reveal Galileo [played by an ant dragging a beetle
carcass three times its size] analyzing problems in a way that ignorestltewear&/moving
objects have to deal with friction. His insi§ipiesented as abstract and surreal cartconse
from imagining how objects might move through a perfect Euclidean space. The same combination
of costumed ants and cartoons showstyefrom Newton to Einstein, the great revelation of
relativity- which owes much to the view that God can see the entirety of Universe, while man can
only grope at single portions at a time.
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Thrusting illuminated scrolls before the camera, SchillearfatMarefully unwinds friable
papyrus. He offers ancient writings, supposedly newly discovered, as irrefutable proof of modern
scientific insights intuited in ancient times. But the scrolls flicker with blinding brightness on the
screen and the papgrerumbles before the audience has time to read it.

The film transports the viewer to ancient Greece, there to confront Empedocles [or perhaps it
was Sargon Il in Sumer, or Imhotep in Egypt], an ancient philosopher, or god, or priest, sorcerer
king. The prported ancient insights include the notion that species had not been created in their
current form wholeloth, but rather were shaped over time by necessity and competition. This
ancient character [perhaps an earlier incarnation of the Knight ofblisarkhYears] also
conceived of primary particles of which all matter and energy were made, infinitesimally small units,
represented in exotic diagrams as shapes and patterns akin to Yin/Yang symbols.

But this documentary version contains a documeitay the making of the film itself. In
one scene, the documentary is interrupted by August Schiller. The scientist accuses Bertrand Market
of trying to imbue the film with a falsified prophetic aura, using faked evidence of ancient
documents that nevexisted. [There is some suspicion of fraudulent contributions from an even
later contributor, who added further sequensemie going so far as to suggest there was an
ancient scholar who had used symbols for primary particles that resemble binary code.]

A series of disasters befalls cast and crew.
[ or Mar ket ds] propositions and philosophies b
comprehensible. The elaborate sets fade from viewgamgpensive cameras and high quality film
gives way to stock footage and stills. The script loses any semblance of academic pretention and
devolves into simplistic statements, platitudes, and propagandistic assertions about the relative
values or scienoe magic or religion.
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Il n a naked moment, the frustrated creator c
answer to all the questions that have been troubling me for so long. But when | tried to set down
what was in my head, itallcameouwt oo qui ckl y. I know it is tru
and | candot explain how | know it, and | <cano

Professional actors, actresses, and technicians refuse to work with the creator, so that he is
forced to recruit labor from asylum. In one version, Schiller films bitter arguments between his
wife and himself, a diary of their marriage collapsing, all the way up to the point where Marilyn
Schiller sets him afl ame. The c ammvalascaneey eal s
the horrific result which lends him the grisly aspect of the Knight of Ten Thousand Years, and his
eventual commitment to the very asylum from which he had recruited his players. He comes to
view these misfortunes as a form of divine lponast for his cavalier blasphemies.
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The ghastly Knight turns to face the audience. He reveals that his true purpose has been to
manipulate the thought patterns of his viewers, to train them in the waysfotmeagiy to turn
every viewer into fodd&ar unseen, ravenous wizards. The slow transition in tone, from a
seemingly factual presentation to aouaffiction, or madness, combined with the gradual
deterioration of Schiller from esteemed scientist to babbling lunatic, makes the work even more
terrifying- but no less so for the implicit threat that he may not be mad at all, and he may be out
there, somewhere, hungry.
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Il n anot her ver si on, the director scoffs at t h

Director: oWe all n e dt grovides a forendl designationitaithea J u d
end we know must come. We take comfort in the notion that the end will have some meaning, that
there is still an organizing principle to sort information from the ensuring mess, and somehow a
record willremainafte cr eati on has run its ultimate cour ¢

0Science, not a vengeful
will bring us to the end.

0Judgment Day will come i
of an all destructive wead

A blinding bomb explodes upon the screen.

00r a filthy poisonous ener
too cheap for people to resist,
like a voluptuous,
but pox ridden tart,
or |Ii ke an opium of power

Smoke pours thick and black from industrial chimneys.

00r worse still,

cause the end of mankind
by devaluing morals,

breaking htumanityds spir
and then producing

some device that unleashes
a hitherto unknown capacity
in the human mind,
something thought to be
a healing mechanism, but in reality,
flings open the portals to

The screen dissolves to avenues lined with brass spgmieg steam from fluted bronze
horns. Long rolls of tape churn out of the engines. As the tape rolls out, it is laced with holes that
resemble Empedocl esds symbol for the primary
themselves to these machinBseir brains are revealed, infused with steam, tubes, and wires.
Steam leaks through the ears, flows from the eyes, and pours from the pores. To contain the steam,
the men don golden masks.
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In another version, the Lunatic tries to take the Directohisiconfidence. They might be
sitting in a bar, a studio, or an asylum.
0l dm going to give you the answer to everyt
guestions that consumed you over the years, but also the secret meaning af theédfilmey ma ki n g
OA scientific answer ?60
oYes and No. O

OoThat 6s exactly what | would have expected
and No, Il ndeed. There you have it. The answ
trick oflang age . 0

0l 6d be delighted to give you simple answer
keep getting in the way. Whoever made the un

He winks.

The snide dismissal provokes a sudden outburst.pfofistn ds on t he tabl e.
supposed to be a coll aboration. Youdre fight

oThat s the only way we can coll aborate. o

The two men grip one another. Caught in an unbreakable embrace, they rock back and forth,
laughing [or weeping].

[In an altemate version, the lunatic appears not as a dread specter with a warning, but rather as a
messenger of hope and encouragement. The frail wizard shakes with power which his collapsing
form can no longer contain.]

Lunatic: oIl t ends mysiictstate khndwe as&aklinnee ve ment of a

OThis chain of events will

the repository of all human experience, all wisdom,
and the return to |ife of ever

The director rebuffs him:

ol f mankind pasadisever to achi
it will be through science and rationality.
Even now, we are on the brink

The lunatic:

0Ah, but | can ful
Right here. Right now.

Just believe.
No matter what your senses tell you.
Believe,evenf it defies | ogi c.
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The director and the lunatic begin to argue with increasing ardor, as if not only their
individual lives and sanity were at stake, but the fate of all humanity.

The argument between the two men dissolves to a debate onamndlblstbric scale, as
the director and the lunatic conscript scientific and mystic authorities to support their respective
arguments. The projected images of the authorities join the debate through the use of cinema (or
real) magic. [The individuals velppear as scientists in some versions appear as wizards in others,
and as lunatics from the asylum in others.]

Three wizards [or scientists] study a scroll covered by runes [or equations].

acy of Magi c i s elirgenerouslhapsoyided, soondr@rt e c t

0éthe fall
the effects which the Magician fancies

|l ater ,

Or

o0éthe fallacy of Science is not easy to detec
later, effects which the Scientistfarcs I s Nat ur e ¢é6o6
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Within an observatory teetering on the edge of precipice, a scientist wearing a beret looks into
a gigantic telescope.

0OAnd so we | ie planted upon a mote rotating i
ourfeetandtheegavi ty glittering above, pulling us f ol

The figure huddled at the telescope trains his vision upon an elusive constellation, its
blackness obliterating the screen, save for little smatterings of light dispersed upoishieevoid.
struggles to catch the prickling stars, it becomes apparent that he is gazing upon an overexposed title
card. Weary remnants of white letters bleed into blackness.
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He peers into the telescope lens as lightning strikes. The flash blind®hewdision, he
never was a scientist; he was merely a madman with a delusion. The doctors try to convince the
madman that what he thought was a gigantic telescope was nothing more than a useless prop, a
mi ni ature i n one of Mrafusksaabélieve thheau Heyholgsttodid uct i on
observations about the heavens despite the contradicting testimony, and through the sheer power of
belief in a falsehood, his eyesight is miraculously restored.]

A wizard holds captive a bound woman who repsetbenspirit of Science. He argues with

another wizard (or a scientist): 0So |ies we
used to show what was real. Everything was fake or delusional, but it stirred something in the fabric
ofrealtyThe | i es compounded, and something utter/]l

Silk robes flap in the wind around a fat, mustached wizard who contemplates sand sifting
through his fingers. The huge turban atop his head throbs like an overgrowth of his mind as he
hurts for messages and meaning in the escaping grains.

0The purpose of faith is to |Iift man above
his animal origin.?o

Ants comb through ancient scrolls, occasionally tearing out strips of papyrus dahemeating

oOMagic is real. | 6ve tast

The argument between the director and the lunatic has reached a state of frenzy. They are
yelling and gesturing, while the projected images of scientists and wizards play around them within a
hectic montage dioiling beakers, bubbling cauldrons, phantom fingers exploring steaming entrails
of newly opened living beings, scribbled formulas, calligraphy, pictograms, and runes.
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