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ADDENDUM 1:  PROFESSOR STERN





--








INT.  CITY COLLEGE LECTURE HALL - DAY





CUT TO a huge ampitheatre-style LECTURE HALL at CITY COLLEGE. It is almost empty. No more than FORTY STUDENTS are scattered near the front of nearly three hundred seats. All are listening to PROFESSOR EMANUEL STERN who is nearing the end of his lecture.





				STERN


		Thus at the core of today's discu-


		sion we find four fundamental doc-


		trines. First, that the world of


		matter and individual consciousness


		are both manifestations of one Divine


		Reality.





One of the STUDENTS seems about to fall asleep and keeps nodding his head.





				STERN


		Even you, Mr. Palmer, are part of it,


		as amazing as that may seem.





MR. PALMER sits up quickly in his seat as other STUDENTS smile.





				STERN


		Second, human beings are capable not


		only of kowledge about this Divine Re-


		ality by inference but can realize


		its existence by direct intuition,


		superior even to reason.





A door opens in the upper reaches of the lecture hall. JACOB enters and walks quietly down the stairs to within hearing range of the professor.





				STERN


		Third, man possesses a double nature,


		an ego and an eternal self, what we


		call "spirit" or "soul."





JACOB takes a seat at one of the desks. There is a pencil lying on it which he fingers distractedly.





				STERN


		Fourth, and most important, man's


		life on earth has only one end and


		purpose, to learn to let go of the


		separate ego and to identify with the


		Divine spark within.





MR. PALMER is nodding off again.





				STERN


		Almost impossible to believe, isn't


		it Mr. Palmer, that somewhere in that


		unconscious head of yours lies the


		source of all consciousness?





				PALMER


		Yes, Sir. Very hard.





				STERN


			(nodding his head)


		Well now, having reached this


		apotheosis there seems little, if


		anything, left to say. So rather than


		try, you are dismissed.





The STUDENTS seem surprised but not unhappy with the sudden dismissal. They quickly gather their books and begin the long climb to the exits. Only JACOB remains seated.





				JACOB


		Hello Prof.





PROFESSOR STERN looks up and stares at KACOB for several seconds before recognizing him.





				STERN


		My oh my. Doctor Singer. Isn't this a


		happy surprise?





JACOB comes down the aisle and clasps hands with his old PROFESSOR.





				STERN


			(looking at JACOB's uni-


			form)


		Are you in the service?





				JACOB


		The postal service. I'm a mailman.





				STERN


			(surprised but non-


			judgemental)


		Ah. Neither snow nor sleet, nor dark


		of night ... I always admired that.





				JACOB


			(smiling)


		It's good to see you.





				STERN


		Likewise.








EXT.  CITY COLLEGE - DAY





JACOB AND PROFESSOR STERN walk down the city streets that constitute the CAMPUS of CITY COLLEGE.





				STERN


		And how is your wife? Sarah, no?





				JACOB


			(shrugging his shoul-


			ders)


		I haven't seen her in months.





				STERN


			(understanding)


		Ah!





				JACOB


		I'm with another woman now. We're


		both with the post office, Midtown,


		34th Street branch.





				STERN


		Hmm. I don't suppose there are too


		many philosophers in the post office?





				JACOB


		Oh, you'd be surprised. They just don't


		have their doctorates, that's all.





				STERN


			(he smiles)


		Last I heard you were offered a posi-


		tion in the West somewhere. Tuscon


		was it?





				JACOB


		Oh, that goes way back. They had a


		hiring freeze, one of those last min-


		ute things. Bad timing for me though.


		Middle of the war. The draft.


			(STERN nods his head.


			They walk a moment in


			silence)


		I'll tell you Prof, after Viet Nam


		... I didn't want to think anymore. I


		decided my brain was just too small


		an organ to comprehend this chaos.





				STERN


			(looking at JACOB with


			affection)


		Jacob, if it was any other brain but


		yours, I might agree.


			(he pauses)


		Tell me, does your lady friend know


		what a brilliant thinker, what a sub-


		lime intellect she's living with?





				JACOB


			(smiling coyly)


		I doubt it's my mind that interests


		her. I tell you Prof, she's a fiery


		lady.





				STERN


			(with a fatherly


			demeanor)


		Well, try not to get burned. You have


		a great mind, Jacob. Don't let anyone


		tempt you away from it.








INT.  OFF CAMPUS COFFEE SHOP - DAY





JACOB and PROFESSOR STERN are sitting at a quiet table in a nearly empty coffee shop. They are both fixing cups of tea, not speaking. Suddenly JACOB looks at STERN.





				JACOB


		I've got a problem, Prof. More Augus-


		tine than Kierkegaard, if you know


		what I mean.


			(STERN looks at him


			questioningly)


		I need to know about ... demons.





				STERN


			(surprised)


		Demons, Jacob? Why demons? Are you


		writing ... ?





				JACOB


		No.


			(he pauses a moment)


		I see them.





				STERN


		See them?


			(he smiles uncomforta-


			bly)


		What do you mean? Physically?





				JACOB


			(hesitantly)


		Yes.





STERN pauses. He looks at JACOB. The intensity of his gaze is unsettling and JACOB reaches for his tea. The cup rattles.





				STERN


		I know very little about demons, Ja-


		cob, fleshy ones anyway. I know them


		as literary figures, biblical ones


		... Dante, Milton ... but Jacob,


			(he pauses)


		this is the 20th Century. We don't


		see demons now.





				JACOB


		I see them, Prof. Everywhere. They're


		invading my life.





A look of concern fills STERN's eyes.





				JACOB


			(continuing)


		Christ, I know how it sounds.





				STERN


		Have you considered a doctor? A psy-


		chiatrist?





				JACOB


		Yes.


			(suddenly uneasy)


		I don't want them. I'm not looking


		for analysis or drugs. It's too easy


		to dismiss as some kind of psychosis.


			(he pauses uncomforta-


			bly)


		It's more than that. I can feel it. I


		need you Prof. You're the only one I


		can talk to.





				STERN


		I don't know what to say.





				JACOB


		I need your insight, your intuition.





STERN sips his tea slowly. He is thinking.





				STERN


		Demons? I don't know what to tell


		you. It sounds like a spiritual mat-


		ter to me. The problem, Jacob, is


		that you have no context for it.


		You're a renegade Existentialist suf-


		fering demons a hundred years after


		Freud. How the hell am I supposed to


		make it fit?





				JACOB


		I'm afraid, Prof. Nothing makes


		sense.


			(he pauses)


		Please help me.





				STERN


			(trying to be delicate)


		Jacob, I don't believe in demons, not


		in the empirical sense. I don't be-


		lieve in devils fighting for our


		souls. I don't believe in enternal


		damnation. I don't believe in other-


		worldly creatures tormenting us. We


		don't need them. We do a good enough


		job on ourselves.





				JACOB


			(disturbed)


		But I see them.





				STERN


		Look. I don't pretend to know what's


		going on inside your head. For all I


		know it's pathological and they


		should be pumping Valium into your


		veins by the quart. But if you're not


		willing to accept the help of sci-


		ence; and believe me, I admire you


		for that: then you'll have to do bat-


		tle on your own. What can I say? It's


		a lonely pilgrimage through our times


		even for the strongest souls. But to


		be pursued by ... demons no less ...


		There are no guides, Jacob.


			(he muses)


		You wanna know what I'd do if I sud-


		denly started seeing demons? I'd hail


		the first taxi that came along, shoot


		over to Bellvue and beg them for


		shock treatment. I'm no saint.





				JACOB


		Hell, you think I am?





				STERN


		I'venever understood you, you know


		that? You were by far the best pupil


		I've ever had, bar none. Intellectu-


		ally, you were the most original, the


		most imaginative. Who knows, maybe


		you've been "elected" to see demons.


		Maybe you're in touch with ... some-


		thing. Nothing would surprise me


		about you Jacob. Nothing.





JACOB gazes at his old friend and mentor, frustration blazing in his eyes. They are both surprised to see tears form and run down his cheek. JACOB reaches for a napkin and dries them quickly. STERN, uncomfortable in the face of emotion, turns away.





---





ADDENDUM 2: THE PARTY AT DELLA'S





---





Suddenly a strange and terrifying spectacle unfolds before him. The DANCERS undergo a shocking transformation, a full three-dimensional alteration of their physical forms. Clothes fuse to their bodies like new skin. Horns and tails emerge and grow like exotic genitalia, exciting a frenzy among the DANCERS. New appendages appear unfolding from their flesh. Dorsal fins protrude from their backs. Armored scales run in scallops down their legs. Tails entwine sensuously. Long tongues lick at the undersides of reptilian bellies. The metamorphosis holds a biological fascination. Bones and flesh mold into new forms of life, creatures of another world.





CUT TO JACOB's face as it registers terror and disbelief. He stares at the DANCERS. They are perverse, corrupt aspects of their normal selves. He is mesmerized by JEZZIE. Her flesh has grown hard and wrinkled and has the markings of a snake. Her tongue, long and curled, darts in and out of her mouth repeatedly. Her eyes are thin and domineering. They lock JACOB in their gaze. He wants to stop, to run, but JEZZIE won't release him.





JACOB grabs his eyes as though trying to pull the vision from them but it won't go away. The music throbs. His actions become spastic, almost delirious. His hysteria attracts the attention of the other DANCERS.





A circle forms around JACOB and JEZZIE as their frenzy transcends the boundaries of dance and erupts into an almost orgiastic display. JACOB is out of control. His fury becomes a kind of exorcism, a desperate attempt to free himself from his body and his mind.





CUT TO JACOB as his eyes pass beyond pain. The dark walls of the APARTMENT fade away.








EXT.  VIETNAM - NIGHT





Strange faces in infantry helmets appear in the darkness, outlined by a bright moon that is emerging from behind a large cloud. The faces are looking down and voices are speaking.





				VOICE


		He's burning up.





				VOICE


		Total delirium.





				VOICE


		He'll never make it.





				VOICE


		That's some gash. His guts keep


		spilling out.





				VOICE


		Push 'em back.





				JACOB (V.O.)


			(crying weakly)


		Help me!





His eyes focus on the moon. Rings of light emanate from it filling the sky with their sparkling brilliance. The rings draw us forward with a quickening intensity that grows into exhilarating speed. The rush causes them to flash stroboscopically and produce a dazzling, almost sensual, surge of color. The display is spectacular and compelling. A voice can be heard in the distance.





				VOICE


		I think we're losing him.





Suddenly the flickering rings begin to define a tangible image, a kind of CELESTIAL STAIRCASE, rising up into infinite dimensions. As we speed toward it, it grows increasingly majestic. The image is so awesome and other-worldly that it is difficult to grasp what is being seen.





Music can be heard in the distance. It too is celestial in its beauty. Then, unexpectedly, it grows hard and insistent, like a heartbeat. Heavy breathing accompanies the sound. The image of the STAIRCASE shatters and disappears, replaced by intense flashes of red and blue light. The music grows louder and reaches a thundering crescendo. Then silence.





---





ADDENDUM 3: JACOB'S LIVING ROOM





---





INT.  JACOB'S LIVING ROOM - DAY





CUT TO APPLAUSE from a real television game show as JACOB switches channels on the LIVING ROOM T.V. He stops on an interview program, turns up the sound, and runs to the BATHROOM. The CAMERA stays on the television. JACOB can be heard urinating in the distance.





MAC HAYES, a young, virile, and smug REPORTER is speaking.





				HAYES


		The Reverend Norman Murphy, leader of


		one of the largest groups supporting


		the Armageddon Committee, told our


		cameras that we are no longer dealing


		in decades but years.





THE REVEREND fills the T.V. screen.





				MURPHY


		The battleground is being readied.


		Our planet is the battlefield. Our


		souls are the prize. All the signs


		point to the inevitable confrontation


		between the forces of good and evil.


		People must choose sides. There is no


		draft evasions in this war. All are


		called. All must take up weapons. Are


		you prepared? That's the question we


		ask.





The toilet flushes and JACOB walks back into the LIVING ROOM and turns down the sound.





				HAYES


		Do you find people scoffing at you,


		Reverend? After all, there have been


		doomsayers for thousands of years and


		we're still here.





				MURPHY


		People are less apt to laugh these


		days. The prophecies are too close


		for comfort. I mean, all you have to


		do is watch the news.





				HAYES


		There are some who claim that your


		pessimism is defeatist and what the


		world needs now is hope, a positive


		thrust.





				MURPHY


		I think the time for hope has passed.


		The seeds have been planted. We shall


		reap what we've sown.


			(he pauses)


		Pessimists, no. I think we are


		percieved as the only realists


		around.





				HAYES


		Other movement leaders agree. In an


		interview ...





Suddenly the telephone rings. It startles JACOB. He jumps. It rings again. He reaches down, turns off the T.V., and picks up the phone. His eyes continue to stare at the blank screen as he talks.





---





ADDENDUM 4: JACOB'S BEDROOM





---





INT.  JACOB'S BEDROOM - NIGHT





THE BEDROOM is dark. JACOB and JEZZIE are making love. A half-smoked joint is smouldering in an ashtray by the bed. JEZZIE is poised on top of JACOB and his eyes are focused on her face.





A hurricane lamp casts a warm glow over their bodies. Its flickering light plays games with JACOB's eyes and for a moment JEZZIE seems to disappear. JACOB reaches out for her breasts and his hands seem to vanish into the shadows dancing across her. With sudden, hallucinogenic impact, JACOB feels himself drawn into a starry universe opening from inside her.





THE CAMERA plunges through her image into a galxy of stars and rushes toward one that is twinkling brightly. Pulsations of its light whiten the screen. Out of the whiteness appears a momentary flash of the CELESTIAL STAIRCASE, accompanied by sounds of sexual climax.





The STAIRCASE sparkles for an instant and then it's gone. The sparkle becomes a glimmer in JEZZIE's eye as her face fills the screen. She looks especially lovely and radiant. Her image moves with the lamplight.





JACOB's face is ecstatic. He can barely talk and simply basks in JEZZIE's glow. Slowly, she leans forward and whispers in his ear.





				JEZZIE


		So tell me ... am I still an angel?





				JACOB


			(smiling broadly)


		With wings.


			(he strokes her hair)


		You transport me, you know that? You


		carry me away.





---





ADDENDUM 5: DEMON IN THE WALL





---





INT. JACOB'S APARTMENT - DAY





JACOB is sitting in a comfortable chair in his living room. He is reading. The room is dark, lit only by a reading light. The walls are mostly in shadow. The light, however, falls on one section of the wall, a portion that has been lined in fake wood paneling.





JACOB's eyes suddenly lift off the page and roam over the wood grain on the wall. All of a sudden he notices something strange, an image in the grain. He stares at it. The more he stares the more precise its definition. The image of a DEMON appears in the wall.





JACOB sits up quickly and stares at the walll. It is impossible to get the DEMON's image out of the grain. It seems etched, even imbedded, in the paneling.





JACOB looks away and returns to his book. He is reading about archetypes and the primordial mind. But the book does not hold his attention. He is obsessed with the wall. Its molecules seem suddenly active, the wood grain suddenly animate. Layers begin to appear in the surface of the wall as the grain patterns slowly define a rocky, barren landscape.





The DEMON is growing solid. Cries and screams rise up in the distance. Flames and a red glow emanate from the space extending rapidly into the wall. The image of Hell erupts before him.





JACOB stands up. He can see bodies suffering beyond the wall, masses of PEOPLE wailing and enduring the torments of a fiery world. The DEMON's arm slowly extends from the plane of the wall and reaches into the room. He is huge, covered in flames and skulls, a living horror. He grabs hold of JACOB and pulls him toward the wall. JACOB tries to back away but he cannot. His face is white with fear. The DEMON draws JACOB toward the inferno.





				JACOB


			(yelling at the top of


			his lungs)


		NO!





Suddenly JEZZIE appears, the light from the BEDROOM flooding the paneled wall. The DEMON vanishes instantly.





				JEZZIE


		Jake, are you all ... ?





She stops dead in her tracks.





CUT TO JACOB pressed up against the wall, defying gravity and logic, as though about to merge with the solid surface. His body holds there for a moment and then collapses to the floor. JEZZIE goes to him.





				JEZZIE


		Jake? Jake?





He doesn't answer. He looks at JEZZIE with a blank stare. His body begins shaking.








INT.  JACOB'S BEDROOM - NIGHT





JACOB is lying on the bed, curled up in a fetal pose. JEZZIE is stroking his hair and trying to calm him.





				JEZZIE


		It's going to be all right, Jake.


		It's going to be all right. Don't be


		afraid. I've got you now.





				JACOB


		Hold me, Jezzie. Hold me.





JEZZIE wraps herself around his shivering body and warms him with her own. The image seems tender and comforting until we notice JEZZIE's tongue darting nervously in and out. It looks strangely like a snake's.





---





ADDENDUM 6: THE HOSPITAL





---





The RESIDENT injects the serum into JACOB's veins while two ORDERLIES hold him still. JACOB barely struggles. His eyes fixate on the EMERGENCY ROOM WALL. It is white and sterile. Within moments it begins to emit a reddish glow. JACOB watches with astonishment as the wall's two-dimensional surface separates into three-dimensional planes. The solid surface gives way to a DARK CHAMBER that was not there before.





Out of the transmuted space CREATURES begin to form. Bosch-like DEMONS with horns and tails, undeniably of another world. Slowly several of them emerge from the wall and approach JACOB. They look like parodies of doctors and nurses, wearing traditional hospital gowns. Without a word they wheel him through the space where the wall had been. JACOB tries to scream but no sound comes out.








INT.  HELL - NIGHT





The DARK CHAMBER is filled with mournful CREATURES being led by DEMONS through a series of CORRIDORS. No one fights or struggles. JACOB's stretcher is moved through the darkness. He tries to sit up but is forced back down. He is obviously drugged.





JACOB is wheeled into a tiny CHAMBER. A number of DEMONS are waiting for him. Chains and pulleys hang from the ceiling. They are lowered and attached with speed and efficiency to JACOB's arms and legs. The devices are manipulated smoothly and JACOB is lifted off the stretcher. The chains retract, stretching him spread-eagle in the air. He screams loudly.





				JACOB


		Oh God!





The DEMONS laugh. There is the sound of a huge door closing. JACOB is left in darkness. The darkness is hallucinogenic. Fires appear beyond the boundaries of the wall; images of Dante's Inferno, souls of the dead in endless torment. JACOB is but one of countless beings sharing a vastness of torment. His own screams for help are lost in the magnitude of voices crying.





Suddenly, out of the meancing shadows, a contingent of DEMONS emerges. They are carrying sharp surgical instruments. They surround JACOB, their eyes glistening as bright as their blades. JACOB is panting and sweating with fear. For an instant, one of the DEMONS looks like JEZZIE. JACOB calls out to her.





				JACOB


		Jezzie! Help me!





The DEMONS laugh as she changes form. They take great pleasure in his suffering. Their voices are strange and not human. Each utterance contains a multitude of contradictory tones, sincere and compassionate, taunting and mocking at the same time. The confusion of meanings is a torment of its own.





---





ADDENDUM 7: JACOB'S BEDROOM





---





INT.  JACOB'S BEDROOM





JACOB is lying on the floor of his BEDROOM doing exercises for his back. He has several days' growth of beard and does not look well. His mind is drifting and only the occasional pain in his back reminds him of what he is doing. JEZZIE can be heard vacuuming the carpet in the LIVING ROOM. Suddenly the door swings open. The wail of the vacuum cleaner causes JACOB to tense. His eyes drift down from the ceiling. JEZZIE vacuums around him and seems insensitive to his presence.





JEZZIE shoves the vacuum cleaner under the bed and hits something. JACOB tightens. She looks and is shocked to discover a can of gasoline and boxes of kitchen matches. It takes her a second to understand the implications of what she has found. JACOB is ready when she begins yelling.





				JEZZIE


		You're completely off your rocker,


		you know that? You'd think you fell


		on your head instead of your back.


		What are you planning to do, burn


		down the apartment along with your


		demons?





She begins to remove the gasoline can.





				JACOB


			(yelling)


		Don't you touch it.


			(he glares at her)





JEZZIE lets go of the can and grabs the vacuum. She moves it furiously across the carpet. Suddenly JACOB sees her tongue darting in and out, unconsciously. She looks strange, not human. JACOB freezes. He yells out.





				JACOB


		Who are you?





The sound of the vacuum cleaner drowns out his voice. He yells again. JEZZIE sees him and turns off the machine. His voice booms out.





				JACOB


			(continuing)


		Who the hell are you?





JEZZIE ignores the question and turns the vacuum cleaner back on. JACOB rolls over and pulls out the plug.





				JACOB


		Why won't you answer me?





				JEZZIE


			(angry)


		Cause you know goddamn well who I am.





				JACOB


		I don't know you.





				JEZZIE


		You've lived with me for two years.





				JACOB


		That doesn't mean shit. Where do you


		come from, huh? And I don't mean


		Indiana.





				JEZZIE


		What do you want me to say? My


		mother's tummy?





				JACOB


		You know goddamn well what I mean.





				JEZZIE


		You're out of your fucking mind. I'm


		not gonna stand around here gettin'


		interrogated by you.





				JACOB


		Well leave then. Go to Hell.





				JEZZIE


			(furious)


		You son-of-a-bitch. Who do you think


		you are? I don't deserve this. Who


		takes care of you day and night? Who


		cleans the floor and washes your


		goddamn underwear? Well, I've had it.


		You flip out on your own, you


		ungrateful bastard. I'm done holding


		your hand. I don't want anything to


		do with you, you hear? Nothing!





She storms out of the room, kicking the vacuum cleaner as she goes. JACOB can see flashes of her through the open crack of the bedroom door. Occasional curses and epithets hurl through the opening along with a flood of tears.





JACOB catches glimpses of her as she grabs her coat from the hall closet and as she pulls her money out of the desk drawer. He can see the lamp as she shoves it to the floor and hears it shatter as she stomps on it with her foot. There is a blur as she heads to the front door and a deafening bang as she leaves.





JACOB's eyes drift up to the ceiling. They hardly blink. He stares at the plaster, chipped and cracked, above him. Suddenly the cracks begin to move. JACOB jumps up. A DEMON is materializing over his head. JACOB yells and grabs hold of the extension pole for the vacuum cleaner. With a furious cry he begins jamming it at the ceiling. Rather than blot out the evolving image his attack helps to define it. JACOB slams harder. Plaster and wood lath cover the floor. The DEMON is gone. Panting hard, JACOB reaches for matches and the gasoline can. He stops and stares at them with great intensity.





---





ADDENDUM 8: THE ANTIDOTE SEQUENCE





---





The ceiling begins to rumble. Cracks split wide open. Huge crevasses tear through the plaster. JACOB's world is crumbling. He stares in horror as DEMONIC FORMS attempt to surge through the rupture above him. Piercing eyes and sharp teeth glimmer in the darkness. Hooved feet and pointed claws clamor to break through.





				JACOB


			(continuing)


		HELP ME!





Instantly MICHAEL appears standing over him. He is holding the vial with the antidote. He draws an eyedropper full of the fluid and holds it over JACOB's mouth.





				MICHAEL


		Take it!





JACOB fights him but MICHAEL forces the entire contents of the eyedropper down his throat. JACOB gags. He tries to spit it out, but can't.





Suddenly the ceiling erupts in violent clashes as whole chunks break off and collide with one another like continental plates. The collisions wreak havoc on the DEMONS, chopping and dismembering them. Body parts fall from the ceiling like a Devil's rain. Horrible screams echo from the other side.





Flashes of light and dark storm over JACOB's head, thundering like a war in the heavens. It is a scene of raw power and growing catastrophe. It builds in fury and rage until suddenly the ceiling explodes.





Matter atomizes instantly. Trillions of particles hurl chaotically in all directions. The walls shatter into a dazzling brightness. For a moment there is a sense of intense forward movement, a rush toward oblivion. And then, suddenly, it stops. There is absolute quiet and stillness.





JACOB's eyes stare into the formlessness sparkling around him. All space has become a shining void. Gradually faint pastel colors appear like colored molecules, dancing and spinning, redirecting space into new formations. They weave patterns of intricate complexity and stunning beauty.





As the colors grow brighter and more vivid their abstraction gives way to solid form. A GARDEN SCENE emerges. It is a GARDEN OF LIGHT, a vast, almost mythic, Rousseau paradise. It radiates an intense shimmering light.





JACOB's eyes are cpativated by the vision before him. A sudden movement catches his attention. He looks up and notices MICHAEL still standing beside him. MICHAEL, however, is rapidly changing form. It is a full, plastic, three-dimensional metamorphosis. His very flesh seems to expand and glow with its own inner light. His face shines and radiates an almost transcendental beauty.





JACOB is nearly blinded by MICHAEL's presence and must shield his eyes to look at him. MICHAEL smiles an extraordinary and joyous smile that radiates such intense luminosity that JACOB has to squint to see it.





Suddenly MICHAEL steps off the ground. He rises into the air and floats above JACOB. JACOB can barely breathe as he watches him. MICHAEL rises into a sky filled with orbs and blazing lights. The lights shine on JACOB's head. He effervesces and shimmers in their glow.





One of the orbs sends a burst of light exploding over JACOB. So intense is the light that JACOB grabs his eyes. As he opens them again he sees that the GARDEN is fading back into pure light. MICHAEL, too, is fading.





Another burst of light and the GARDEN is reabsorbed by the void. Only the brightness remains. It is many seconds before we realize that the HOTEL ROOM is coming together, reconstructed by the light. In moments it is fully formed. Sunlight is pouring through the window. MICHAEL is sleeping lightly in a chair. He hears JACOB stare and sits up.





JACOB is sitting on the bed. He does not seem to know where he is. His eyes are filled with awe. They move slowly around the room, taking everything in. He doesn't speak. MICHAEL gets up and sits beside him. He respects his silence.





---





ADDENDUM 9: HOTEL ROOM





---





INT.  HOTEL ROOM - DAY





JACOB enters the HOTEL ROOM. JEZZIE is already there watching the evening news. She is still in her postal uniform, lying on the bed. She taps the mattress, inviting JACOB to lie next to her. A WOMAN is crying to a REPORTER on the T.V.





				WOMAN


		It's been four days. No word. It's


		not like him. He's never done any-


		thing like this before. It's like he


		just disappeared from the face of the


		earth.





				REPORTER


		The Bureau of Missing Persons is con-


		founded by the continuing surge of


		reports ...





JACOB snaps off the T.V.





				JEZZIE


		What'd you do that for? It's an in-


		teresting story. All these people are


		still disappearing. Right off the


		street.


			(staring at JACOB)


		Hey, what's wrong? Are you all right?





				JACOB


		I'm okay. I just don't want to lis-


		ten.





				JEZZIE


		You look upset.





				JACOB


			(angry)


		I'm not upset.





				JEZZIE


		Jake, what is it?





				JACOB


		I'm tired.





				JEZZIE


		You look terrible. What happened?


			(he turns away. She


			stares at him for a mo-


			ment, concerned)


		Jake ... is it the antidote?





				JACOB


		Goddamn it. Why do you say that?





				JEZZIE


		Look at yourself. You look like


		you've seen a ghost.





				JACOB


		Shit! Can't I just have a bad day?





				JEZZIE


		You can have anything you want.





				JACOB


		Then don't bug me.





				JEZZIE


		I'm not bugging you. Come and lie


		down. I'll give you a massage.


			(she taps the mattress


			again and JACOB joins


			her. She unbuttons his


			shirt)


		Where'd you go today?





				JACOB


			(evasively)


		Mid-town mostly.





				JEZZIE


		Oh yeah? What was happenin' there?





				JACOB


			(looking away from her)


		I picked up my ticket.


			(he pauses)


		I'm leaving in the morning, Jez.





				JEZZIE


			(tensing)


		Oh?


			(acting innocent)


		Where you going?





				JACOB


			(nervously)


		West.





				JEZZIE


			(growing angry)


		Where's West? New Jersey?





				JACOB


		Don't be funny.





				JEZZIE


		I always liked the West, west of Il-


		linois anyway. But you gotta give me


		time to pack.





				JACOB


		Stop it, Jez. Don't do that.





				JEZZIE


		Do what? I haven't done a thing.





				JACOB


		Don't play games with me. There's


		nothing more to say.





There is a quiet rage building in JEZZIE's eyes as she continues to stroke JACOB's chest. He tries to relax and give himself over to the movement of her hand. Silently she leans over and begins licking his stomach. JACOB's eyes close. His stomach hardens. He reaches back and adjusts the pillow beneath his head. Slowly, JEZZIE works her way back up to his chest. Her tongue darts in and out suggestively. He eyes are burning with anger. Her mouth poises itself over his nipple. She toys with it for a few seconds and then chomps down hard. The bite draws blood.





JACOB screams. His eyes shoot open. For the flash of an instant he sees a DEMON hovering over him, a hideous horned creature licking his blood. JACOB flies off the bed as the creature hurls to the floor. JACOB is ready to pounce on it when he sees that it is JEZZIE lying at his feet. His head begins reeling. He backs away from the bed, not taking his eyes off JEZZIE for a second. He backs to the closet and grabs his coat.





				JEZZIE


		Jake. What are you doing? Look, I'm


		sorry, I didn't mean to bite. Let me


		get you a towel.





JACOB grabs his wallet and his glasses. He backs toward the door.





				JEZZIE


		Jake, don't. You can't leave. You're


		not seeing things clearly. The drug's


		wearing off.





She stands up and begins to approach him. JACOB lifts up a desk chair and holds it in front of him. Blood is running down his chest.





				JEZZIE


		Jake, don't leave me!





JACOB throws the chair at the floor, opens the door, and hurries into the HALLWAY. JEZZIE scurries around the chair and runs to the door. She yells after him, but he is already gone.





---





ADDENDUM 10: THE END OF THE MOVIE





---





INT.  HALLWAY - NIGHT





JACOB stoops in front of the APARTMENT door and reaches his hand underneath a section of the hallway carpet. It comes back with a key. He inserts it into the lock and gently opens the door.





				JACOB


			(calling out)


		Hello. It's me.








INT.  SARAH'S APARTMENT - NIGHT





The lights are on and the APARTMENT looks comfortable and cozy.





				JACOB


		Hello? Is anyone home? Jed? Elie? Dad-


		dy's here.





There is still no answer. JACOB is surprised. He walks into the LIVING ROOM and then the KITCHEN. No one is around. He walks into his old BEDROOM and then the BOYS' ROOM. He is surprised to hear footsteps coming down the hall. He turns around and calls out.





				JACOB


		Sarah, is that you? I hope you don't


		mind. I needed to come home.





JACOB is startled to see JEZZIE enter the room. She does not seem to be her usual self. She seems larger, more imposing.





				JEZZIE


		Hello, Jake. I knew you'd come here


		in the end.





JACOB is nervous.





				JACOB


		Where's Sarah? Where are the boys?





				JEZZIE


		Sit down, Jake.





				JACOB


		Where are they?





				JEZZIE


		Sit down!





				JACOB


		No! What's going on? Where's my


		family?





				JEZZIE


		It's over, Jake. It's all over.





				JACOB


		Where have they gone?





				JEZZIE


		Wake up! Stop playing with yourself.


		It's finished.





JEZZIE stares at JACOB with a frightening, powerful glare. Her lips snarl. Her tongue begins darting in and out, only now it is not a nervous habit but a conscious act. JACOB's body feels the first waves of an inner tremor. His legs are shaking.





				JACOB


		What's going on?





JEZZIE smiles at him. Her tongue wags and suddenly shoots from her mouth beyond human extension. JACOB recoils.





				JACOB


			(whispering to himself)


		This isn't happening.





				JEZZIE


		Your capacity for self-delusion is


		remarkable, Dr. Singer.





JEZZIE's head begins to tighten and squeeze, as though she is suffering from cramps. JACOB watches in horror as her skull gives birth to pointed horns.





				JACOB


		Oh God!





				JEZZIE


		What's wrong, Jake?


			(she mocks him)


		Forget to take your antidote?





				JACOB


			(screaming)


		Goddamn you!





				JEZZIE


			(smiling and then


			laughing)


		I loved your chemist, Jake. The


		height of fantasy. And your vision of


		paradise.


			(she laughs with a hu-


			miliating tone)


		A most romantic creation. You're


		quite a dreamer, Jake. Only it's time


		to wake up.





JACOB's eyes are locked on JEZZIE. His mouth is wide open. His body is shaking badly. He tries to back away from her but his legs barely move.





				JEZZIE


		There is nowhere to run, Jacob.


		You're home.





Suddenly the pictures on the wall crash to the floor. Plaster from the ceiling breaks off in huge chunks and slams to the carpet. Light bulbs and lamps explode. JACOB runs to the door. He pulls it open and screams. He is on the edge of a fiery abyss. JEZZIE laughs with a new intensity of demonic force. JACOB spins around.





				JACOB


		WHO ARE YOU?





				JEZZIE


		How many times have you asked me


		that? How many times?





				JACOB


		TELL ME, DAMN YOU!





				JEZZIE


			(with consummate power)


		You know who I am.





Suddenly JEZZIE reaches for her tongue and pulls at it with all her might. It is an act of total, unrelieved grotesqueness. With each yank the horror grows as JEZZIE literally pulls herself inside out before JACOB's eyes.





The emerging creature is JEZZIE transfigured, a demonic presence beyond anything we have seen before. It is black and covered with a thick oozing slime. Its head, still recognizable as JEZZIE, is rodent-like, with piercing green eyes and terrible horns protruding from its brow. Its powerful arms have long spiked claws. Its feet are cloven hooves. Extending from its back is a long, thick, muscular tail that whips around the room with devastating force. It throws furniture crashing through the air.





A sudden cracking sound emerges from the DEMON's back. Dark forms penetrate the air. JACOB is breathless as huge wings unfold and spread out to the living room walls. The sound of their flapping is deafening. The walls shatter from their blows. As they crumble darkness appears on the other side. There are no other rooms. The VOID envelops them. The INFERNO emerges in all directions. The DEMON roars.





				DEMON


			(with JEZZIE's voice)


		Still love me, Jake?


			(it laughs and reaches


			out to him)


		COME!





CUT TO JACOB's face. He has gone beyond fear. An intensity of rage is building in him that we have not witnessed before. His whole image seems transformed by it. He glows like a volcano before it erupts.





Suddenly he explodes. The full fury of the Ladder detonates inside him. He yells at the DEMON with all his might.





				JACOB


		NO!!!!!





With a power and energy of devastating force he attacks the DEMON. JACOB is battling for his very soul and tears at the DEMON with an animalistic fury that takes it by surprise. Its giant wings flap furiously, lifting them both up off the floor. JACOB keeps fighting. He claws, bites, and rips at the wings, decimating their delicate fabric.





The DEMON, shocked, and trying to gain control, crashes up through the last fragments of the ceiling. JACOB does not let go. They burst into the fiery darkness. The room crumbles beneath them and disappears into the void.





The abyss opens beneath them. JACOB continues his attack. His legs are locked around the DEMON's waist. His hands dig into her eyes. The DEMON shrieks and surges downward with awesome velocity.





The DEMON charges into a rocky slope, smashing JACOB into its cliffs. JACOB claws at her wings, shredding as much of them as he can reach. The DEMON takes a huge chunk out of JACOB's arm. JACOB screams, grabs a rock, and shatters the DEMON's teeth. The DEMON falls to the ground. JACOB holds on.





All of a sudden the DEMON begins to shrink. JACOB is shocked and struggles to contain it. As it dwindles in size it reorders its shape. Within seconds a powerful INSECT is cupped in his hands. JACOB tries to crush it but it stings with such force that JACOB's entire body recoils. The stinging persists. JACOB hurls himself to the ground on top of his arms to hold the CREATURE down. So massive is the INSECT's attack. however, that JACOB's whole body heaves off the ground with each sting. Then the attacks subside. JACOB waits for the next blow.





Suddenly JACOB's body shoots straight up. His hands fly apart as a new life form erupts between them. He holds on tightly as flesh and blood mold and expand between his fingers. The new body takes rapid shape. It is a CHILD. JACOB grasps it with all his might as it completes its identity. He is horrified when he sees it. It is his son.





				ELI


		Daddy!





				JACOB


		Oh God!





				ELI


		You're hurting me!





				JACOB


			(yelling)


		Stop!!!!





				ELI


		Daddy. Let go.





				JACOB


		What do you want from me?





				ELI


		LET GO!





JACOB does not let up. In an instant his SON explodes into a gelatinous form, constantly undulating and changing shape. Within its translucent mass a new body is forming. JACOB stares at it with growing terror. It is himself. A terrible perplexity fills JACOB's eyes as he struggles to dig in and destroy his own image. He recoils as his own voice calls out to him.





				VOICE


		Who the Hell do you think you're


		fighting?





The words shock him and for the first time, he lets go.





Instantly the image disappears and the jelly-like mass dissolves into an oily liquid rapidly encircling his feet. JACOB looks down at the shallow pool spreading out beneath him. Its surface reflects a smoky, unearthly light.





JACOB gazes into the darkness. He is all alone. The quiet overwhelms him. The only sound is his own breath. He looks around, in all directions, but can see nothing. The CAMERA holds on him as he stands waiting for the next assault, but nothing comes. He is left only with his anticipation and with hinself. He stares at the terrible darkness.





A subtle phospheresence begins to glow in the liquid beneath JACOB's feet. He steps away from it, but it follows his movement. Suddenly, as if by spontaneous combustion, it bursts into flames. JACOB screams and tries to run but the flames move with him, lapping at his legs. He cannot escape them. As far and as fast as he runs the fire is with him. He yells and cries and screams as the fire eats at his lower limbs. He falls and jumps back up again, his hands charred. His eyes grow wild.





				JACOB


		Oh God, help me.





Instantly the flames roar and engulf him. It is total conflagration. JACOB's skin blisters and turns black. His flesh crackles. Writhing in pain he runs through the flames but can find no freedom from his suffering.





All at once JACOB stops running. He throws his hands up into the burning air and stands motionless, in absolute agony. It is a gesture of total submission and surrender to forces beyond himself. His flesh bubbles and chars but something is suddenly quiet inside him.





Through the flames JACOB's dark form can be seen as it slowly sits down, like a Buddhist monk, in the midst of the holocaust. He appears a figure of sudden nobility as the flames annihilate him.





Gradually the fire dies. JACOB's body, his flesh like a charred and brittle shell, sits motionless, beyond pain. An orange glow from the embers of his body slowly fades, leaving him in the final darkness.





The SCREEN stays dark for as long as possible. Then, slowly, an eerie light appears in an unfamiliar sky. It backlights JACOB, revealing his silhouette. The CAMERA dollies slowly toward him. It approaches the burned and unrecognizable remains of JACOB's face. It is the face of death. The CAMERA holds on the image.





Suddenly, with shocking impact, JACOB's eyes move. Within the crumbling shell of a body something is still alive, still conscious. The eyes survey the darkness and the first stirrings of a new light.





It is dawn. JACOB's dark remains are suffused by a preternatural glow. Slowly, huge orbs begin to appear on the horizon. JACOB's eyes open to the growing light as they seek out the familiar in the still dark lansdcape. Gradually the orbs begin their ascent like a thousand suns rising at the same time. JACOB's eyes widen as his new world stands revealed. He is sitting in a GARDEN OF LIGHT, the Rousseau paradise he has visited once before.





A sudden burst of light fills the sky directly overhead. The vegetation around him is instantly illuminated with its soft glow. Like a gentle breeze MICHAEL descends from the light and stands radiant before JACOB. He smiles and the air itself seems to brighten. MICHAEL quietly approaches JACOB's body.





				MICHAEL


		I am with you, Jacob.





JACOB stares at him through dark eyes with a mixture of awe and disbelief.





				MICHAEL


			(speaking with a gentle


			compassion)


		It's all right now. It's over. You've


		won. You're here.


			(JACOB stares at him


			questioningly. MICHAEL


			reaches out his hands)


		Trust me.





Softly MICHAEL places his hands on top of JACOB's head and begins to peel at the charred flesh. Layer by layer he strips it away. Then, with an unexpected gesture, he rips away a whole section with one quick pull. A BLAZE OF LIGHT bursts through the gaping hole in JACOB's head and beams into the air around them. It is an astounding sight.





				MICHAEL


		Come on. Don't make me do it all.


			(his eyes sparkle)


		Stand up.


			(JACOB's eyes are burst-


			ing with wonder)


		You can do it.





Slowly JACOB begins to stir. He moves feebly at first, like an old man. His black flesh creaks and cracks and through each sudden fissure another beam of light blasts out with laserlike intensity.





				MICHAEL


		Stop hobbling. Your flesh can't hold


		you anymore.





JACOB nods in response and takes a huge, gigantic breath. His lungs expand and suddenly all the old flesh bursts from his body as a radiant being of light breaks through beneath it. JACOB stands transfigured, filled with his own luminosity. His face is like a child's as he stares in amazement at his own hands, glowing with light.





MICHAEL directs JACOB's vision to the sunrise. It is majestic, almost Biblical in its grandeur. Great rays of light penetrate vast cloud formations and descend into the GARDEN. Slowly the clouds, as if orchestrated by some higher power, begin to part. A massive light complex emerges from behind them. JACOB watches, awestruck, as the CELESTIAL STAIRWAY stands revealed. It reaches down from unknown heights, radiating an infinite power and grace. It touches down far in the distance, hovering over many acres of teh GARDEN. JACOB's eyes are filled with its splendor. MICHAEL looks at him and nods.





				MICHAEL


		Go on, Jacob. It has come for you.





JACOB cannot speak. His eyes are fixed on the STAIRWAY dazzling him from afar. He can see ANGELIC FORMS moving up and down it. Suddenly, as if transported by light itself, he feels himself floating up into the air. He looks down upon EDEN sparkling below him. His mouth is wide open as he soars above it.





The light pulsating from the STAIRWAY is brilliant and thrilling. JACOB's own inner light intensifies as he approaches it. The STAIRWAY grows increasingly wondrous as we draw nearer. It pulls JACOB toward it.





STREAMS OF ANGELS enter the STAIRWAY like a fast flowing river. It carries them instantly within its current up beyond the visible reaches of the glittering sky. Billowing clouds glow in a parade of colors and the starry heavens seem to part as the STAIRWAY reaches beyond all known dimensions.





JACOB stares at the light that is about to absorb him. It is a moment of total euphoria. He surges into the stream as the brilliant light of the STAIRWAY overwhelms the screen.





Slowly the brightness of the screen condenses into a smaller light source. An overhead surgical lamp remains stubbornly in view.








INT.  VIETNAM FIELD HOSPITAL - DAY





A DOCTOR leans his head in front of the lamp and removes his mask. His expression is somber. He shakes his head. His words are simple and final.





				DOCTOR


		He's gone.





CUT TO JACOB SINGER lying on an operating table in a large ARMY FIELD TENT in VIET NAM. The DOCTOR steps away. A NURSE rudely pulls a green sheet up over his head. The DOCTOR turns to one of the aides and throws up his hands in defeat.





TWO ORDERLIES wheel JACOB's body past rows of other DOCTORS and NURSES fighting to save lives. A YOUNG VIETNAMESE BOY pulls back a screen door to let them out of the tent. It is a bright, fresh morning. The sun is rising.








THE END





