[Visual of Eagles Nebula, ominous humming, and as if falling backwards, getting farther away, impact on back of ground, and nebula just looks like the night star, looking up at the sky, night forest, trees partially cluttering view of sky]
Paul: Y’ever just look past the sky? Like, the stars are holes, and distance is kinda different
Ray: I don’t really care about the sky; I just close my eyes,

Paul: *smirks*what and dream about winning the lottery?

Ray: *serious* yeah.

Paul: are you fucking kidding me? Really. I mean could you ever get to the alpha centauri with 20,000 dollars?

Ray: why the fuck do you care about this shit. WE ARE NOT ON alpha centauri. Who gives a shit about it. We don’t live there.

Paul: I care. What if I don’t like it here? I want to be at alpha centauri. I would probably like it better there.

Ray: why do I even hang out with you? Everything you say is so fucking…… gone. Just gone.

Paul: I am different…… but…….. there might…….. be something…….

[Other friend riding towards clearing where they are lying, on a bike]
[Switches between view of sky and view from the gears for about 20 secs]
Fred: ‘sup fags, let’s go

Paul: why? I’m lyin here, in comfort. D’yever think how I might feel, when you insult me like that? It tarnishes my comfort.
[Ray throws rock at Paul]
Fred: Oh I am so sorry……..

Paul: Wait for it….. oh fuck it. Fred you never say anything smart.

Fred: Fuck you oh wait never mind, it looks like you’re already preoccupied with two 11 inch dildos right now.
Ray: yeah, what’s up, who’s got what?

Fred: Donovan want’s us to come over

Ray: where to his house?

Paul: You’re an idiot[get’s up and on to his bike] let’s go

[all of ‘em ride out of the woods , goin’ off jumps and stuff and go on to the roads, and there’s a bunch of chainlink fencing and dirt on the roads, Kyuss is playing until paul leaves]

[bikes pull up to donovan’s]

[Donovan opens door two inches, and invites them in with a chuckle]
[one kid takes a bong hit, (zoomed in) zooms out and takes a look, at them sitting on the couch, doing nothing. Zooming in on their eyes, which are at the ceiling.] 
Donovan: *giggles in high voice*

Ray: where’d you get this shit, man?

Paul: *surfer voice*dude,yeah man dank bud and shit yo..

Ray: you know what? Fuck you

Paul: fucking wigger

[Paul gets up and bikes home]

[Paul is lying in bed, and here’s a voice]

Voice: what do you think of nothingness? Have you ever thought about it? You die, your mind ends, you’re not a part of anything anymore. No emotion, no memory, no light, no dark, silence…….. Not even lying on your back, not lying, just not existing……. not having the opportunity to lament….. Sleep on it…… Complete nothingness…. Forever.  

[next day]

[paul get’s out of his bed and jumps out the window, (2nd story) jumps on his bike, and rides to school]

Teacher: Today we have to all go to the auditorium, Principal Reilly is going to talk. He’s going to be talking to us about life,…..and choices(uneasy chuckle). Soooo let’s make our way over to the au-auditorium.

[Zooms  in at Principal]
Principal: when I walk from my house, to our school, here in Apple Valley, I like to think of it as a nice, clean establishment, one that has a trusting environment, one with integrity. I walk down the halls and I literally see crumples [motions with hands] of paper all over the floor. Why? Why do we do this? Do we hate our own establishment so much we want to hurt it? We must realize, that this is about one thing. It’s about a system, a balance, if one thing goes “out of wack”, the rest is thrown off. We have to keep the [hand motions] “balance”……….
Donovan: (whispers) this is bullshit, let’s go dude.

[Ray, Fred, Donovan, and Paul sneak out]

[walking to parking lot]

Paul: did you hear what he said at the end? About balance?
Donovan: yeah?

Paul: THAT is bullshit. Napkins do not end the world. It’s too important for “crumples”
Fred: Dude he wasn’t talking about that, where are you?

Paul: about 1 and a half feet into your mother

Donovan:*chuckling*

[All biking to the place in the forest. What Dwells Within-Bolt Thrower playing.]

[visions switch in between them biking, and a figure hiking up a white mountain, staring into a pair of giant green eyes at the top]
[They all lay down, Fred pulls out a cigarette, and the camera points towards the trees, paul closes his eyes]

[the voice comes back]

Voice: Have you ever thought about god?

Paul: Have you guys ever thought about god?

Fred: yeah, the reverend says when you die, you go to heaven.
Paul: why do you give a shit about what he says (slightly offended)

Ray: there’s nothing wrong with religion? You, are being a dick.

Paul: No, I’m not, think about the world. Think for yourself. Don’t be a fucking hamster. Think about the reason that your parents will die one day. Why? That you will die. Why?
Ray: *earnestly* god wroks in mysterious ways.

Paul: don’t lap that bulsshit up like milk, I’m pretty sure that if there is a god, he doesn’t care about us or that he should be thrown out of power and reinstated by us. 

Fred: *scrunches up face* y-y-y-yknow what?

Donovan: *laughs* Who the fuck cares? *laughs* Shut up, just look at the trees.

[paul closes eyes, goes into hallucination #1, classical composition yet to be composed as background music]: There is a vision, swirling through a green vortex which plummets down into a world, volcano’s erupting, lightning striking, tortured landscape, dry ground, dark skies, and it all melts suddenly, and we fall into a great eye and then blackness for a bit….and then an eruption of color and screams, a view from a mountaintop, over the shoulder of a figure, down onto the chaos, which encompasses everything below the peak, it becomes violent and tortured hands try to grasp the edge of the mountain, and the figure cuts them off with his nails. Then, it goes straight through his eyes, into purple and grey flames, and then we see him on the mountain top, gangly, ribs showing, with wings spread, with a beak, two eyes, horns, and he’s raising his arms, with two gold torches in each hand, and the ground opens up and it swallows everything.
End of Hell Scene.

[peaceful music]
Sound of crunching gravel, view from above/right/a little bit behind, a person in a blue robe is walking towards a man in a white robe, sitting on a chair, leaning back. Once the man in blue gets there, he falls to his knees, and then to his forehead.

Slowly flying over green mountains, calm voice says: Welcome, safety, the light sunshine, are these sufficient? The light seas follow no rule of nature, but of love. These Green Hills roll on lazily with no doubt. The lands, fertile, provide an abundance. Praise… Praise, and be thankful, meander about these blessed hills, and Praise.” Fades to white and…..
[ Paul very slowly opens his eyes, the camera tries to sink into his brown Irises which are fiery, but retracts.]
Paul: AAAAAAAUGGHHHHHWAUUUGH[PANICKED] [TEARS OUT SOME HAIR, rides away (shostakovich’s string quartet 8: Allegretto Molto 2 is playing) he is crying, and it’s raining.

Paul: WHAT THE FUUUUUCK! WHAAAAAATTT?????!?!?!

Voice: Interesting isn’t it? Did you enjoy it? Oh I see, you’re speechless. Oh well then I guess I’ll give you some time to think.

Paul:*sobbing* AAAAAUUUUGGHHHHH. [Scratching face, knocking head, trying to rid himself of voice]
[Let’s himself into kitchen, places head in hands, and stares at table]

Paul: I am scared.

Voice: Yes.

Paul: Help me

Voice: There will be more…
Paul: Please don’t put more in

Voice: There will be more.

[Goes face flat on kitchen floor,  and a tear drops down onto the floor] 
[Paul gets out of bed and jumps out but halfway through sees the view from over “the figures’” shoulder and doesn’t land right. He lands on his hands and shoulders and rolls over on his back, he fishes out a joint out of his shirt pocket and lights it. He gets on his bike and rides to school, on the way he meets Donovan and almost knocks him over. They giggle about it, especially Paul, who can’t stop laughing. They Ride until an intersection, where Paul goes straight, and Donovan goes right. Paul stops, so does Donovan.]
Paul: Where are you going?

Donovan: Bernies

Paul: Bernies’……. Academy?

Donovan: c’mon fuck school, nothing important anyways, I didn’t have breakfast.

Paul: I didn’t either, and I got some….. muuunchies *says smiling, laughing a little bit*

Donovan: naughty, naughty,*wagging finger rolling eyes* *lehzigo!   * phoenetics for let’s go*

[camera later reappears looking on both of them, fat middle-aged woman comes up to them]

Waitress: shouldn’t you two fella’s be in school?
Donovan: Uhh, hmmmmm, school? Oh yes, school! That’s the one, yeah well, I donwanna. How’s that

Paul: *smirking* Yes, now please do fetch cigars and brandy.

Waitress: The future is gonna be mess, if kids like you are gonna be in it. You ungrateful little brats wasting tax money to bum around.

Paul: Actually I don’t learn anything in school, I learn more about life just observing everything. These teachers don’t care about teaching, they just want a pension. And you know what? The way society is made, is that I can take a standardized test, land in some community college, and get a day  job for 40 or 50 thousand, that is if I can make the interviewer really like me, you know, good watches, combed hair, smiling. But honestly I would rather not take part in any of that. It brings you so much farther learning anything about… life. Living within the confines of nature brings us closer to finding the truth, yet so much further.
Waitress: *tries to say something*

Paul: But if we stay primal, living off the land with bows and arrows, where do we go? Science? Do we keep the obesity gene in the pool? Or save lives? What do we find out about our purpose? Does science bring us any closer to the answers? Or does the natural way of life? Will we ever see, see anything that makes school worth it? Or not worth it? 

Is it literally just a tub filled with squabbling organisms, eating others so they can eat more? Does that squabble serve something? Who cares? Does HE care?*gestures* Probly not because if HE did, then we wouldn’t define learning, by sitting in a classroom.

Donovan: wyrd

Waitress: yeah, well, wuddya wan’t?

Paul: sausage and eggs, over hard, with OJ

Donovan: bacon and Milk

[waitress leaves]

Donovan: that’s some pretty d-d-d-deep shiit compadre *pronounces com-PAY-der-ray*

Paul: I’m just a confused young man

Donovan: word up nugga, hehheheheh *obviously high*, when schools out, we, you , fred, ray, are gonna go up the mountain and fry.

[cuts to fred and ray, in class]
Fred: where the fuck is Don

Ray: and paul as well? *winks at girl*
Girl: fuck off!

Fred: yeah where are they

Teacher: are you two boys talking?

Ray: Yes * tongue through V-shape fingers gesture at girl*
Teacher: Stop?

Fred: …. Unnnhhh….. no habla englais.

Teacher:GET OUT!

[fred and ray leave and are sitting outside in front of the school, kickin rocks and stuff, and Donovan and Paul ride by]

Donovan: whooooo!!!

Ray: whut up mah dawg

Paul: pffff shut up

Donovan: we gots uh stash, and we’re going up to Billmore Peak, and we….will…..fry.

[they’re walking up the mountain and Sleep’s Aquarian is playing, couple shots of them hikin out, shots of the sky, enjoyin the nature, they get to the top, and look out over the town]

Donovan: sure as fuck beats school

Ray: yerrrrp

Fred:*throws rock at ray*

Paul: *is just standing at the edge, staring up at the sky*

[Donovan lights up and passes it around and lies on his back, fred chokes on his turn, ray takes it, Paul walks over and takes it, there’s a profile shot of his face and the rest of the world after his hit.]
Fred: y’think that ellen is a virgin?

Ray: yeah right!......no, like, your chances.

Paul: yeah, you’ got no shot

Donovan: sure he does

Fred: yeah see fags, Ellen is all over me

Paul: hahahahahaha

Donovan: who cares, we’re up here, above most existence, just chillin’

Paul: do you care about anything?

Donovan: not really, there’s so much to be let down in that. There’s nothing to be had there. This way I get closer to………. I don’t know, answers. It’s like walking up a mountain you know? Just like that, everything, always.
Paul: *plops down onto the ground* You know what? I completely agree, that is just sooooooooooo *giggles*…….

[Paul goes to sleep and hears the voice]

Voice: you seek wisdom

Paul: yes

Voice: where is it?

Paul: dunno. Show me, tell me where.

[image of man turning through the pages of a book, candlelight, writing with a quill. Then a man sitting under a tree, he climbs it, sees light through its’ branches, sees knowledge, birds, beauty (colors and shit), he reaches for it and a huge pale hand swats his arm and he falls to the ground. Follows hand to a giant bearded face, half-balding with grey eyes. He is yelling, banishes the man, to the desert, where he wanders, grows old, and his bones decay, and he is miserable and lost. Up in the clouds the giant bearded man is sipping out of a wine glass, casting stars, and laughing maliciously. We go down to an angel, with broken wings, and cursing. He is in a room cast-red and filled with books. He is handsome but angry, and sympathizes with lepers, treating them, reading to them, showing them fire. Bearded man tearing books apart, spitting on them, dousing golden fires. This will all be with classical music I will compose]
(this is a representation of the whole genesis thing)

Paul: what the fuck!!!!!!

[all his friends are gone, he is alone on the mountain, starting to cloud]

Paul: what the fuck is this shit!!! Stop taking me places!

[vision of mountain splitting in half, and him falling through the endless crevice]

Paul: AUUUGGGHH!!!!! No more!!! What is the meaning!!! Show me wisdom!!!!!!

Voice: THERE IS NO WISDOM *sobbing* there is nothing, the stars, nebulas, planets they are all just as lonely, lost.
Paul: *sitting on ass* no, there’s got to be more, there’s got to be more to it than that.

[vision of candles dying, volcano’s, dying stars, rupturing earth, and old men walking up mountains]

[Paul running down mountain crying yelling, falls in puddle, hands start bleeding, and then form some book in his hands, screams some more, voice starts lamenting, Into The Infinity of Thoughts is playing while the candles/volcano/oldmen is playing at the first 40 seconds, and the real song starts playing when he is running down the mountain.]

Paul: IT CAN’T BE LIKE THIS

Voice: ohhhhhh, ooohhhhhh, how I wish, after my years of “knowledge”, I saw all universes, they were un-united, so awfully alone and separated

Paul: is there no god?

Voice: he must be dead *lamenting*

[song is still playing, he get’s on bike which is at base of mountain, and starts riding switches to side view of man riding to the edge of a cliff-> vortex->bearded man tearing books-> figure with torches->lepers->side-view->Paul riding past a road out sign->Man with broken wings crying-> Bearded man yelling-> Side-view bike falling off cliff]
^^^^that was scene where subconscious convinces paul to die.

[still on view of the side-view cliff, just fixed on it, just no rider]

Voice: Nothingness, Non-existence, not that the life before was much hope.

Ohhhhhh, that it could’ve been different.
