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(somewhere deep in the middle of Eternifest.)
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My nuts!

I’m tripping.



Nope.  I’m a barbie girl in 
a barbie world.  If you’re 
a spastic, time’s elastic.  

Inebriation - that is your 
creation.

Sweet Boy George... 
Do we know each 

other?

We know each other.  
What’s your name, again?

My name?  It’s Deal.  
They call me Deal.

Why do they call 
you Deal?

It’s a family name.  
...And I deal drugs.

Charming. are you 
the real Deal?

That I could not say.

I gotta tell you, 
it’s been a long time 
since I’ve had sex.  

And I vomited on my-
self about an hour 
ago.  So… sorry if I 

smell...

You can call me “Nymph.”

I’m here for the forest, the spring, and 

for Blue Lot B8675309 just beyond the 

woods and up past the port-a-potties.

...

I tell fortunes. tarot and astrological 

readings and such.

Sweet. Are you 
the dude with 

ketaminE?

Right...   
Party! 

Sorry, but no… no…  

maybe - 

AM I DEAD?

IS this rape?!

I’m just initiating 

you into the fold.  

Her seduction intensifies, 
brushing her lips to his.



No need.  You’ll be 
fine.  We both will.  I 
know because I can 

tell fortunes

Welcome to my 
nature unbound you 

sweet, adorable, 
little fucker…

This is better 
than reading my 

palm, I guess

You do tell 
fortunes!



Well, sure.  I think so?  I just 

remembered I kinda have an 

ambiguous girl/partner 

situation to attend to.



There was a little bit of everything strange about it.  A presence 
like the northern Lights washed over and then wafted away to 

some remote place back up behind the blue of the sky. 

As he departs, he doesn’t notice 
the lifeless body lying in the 

bushes nearby… 

Hey, what the? 
She dont know if 

she’s coming or goin’.

Awakened by the distant sound of beating drums. 

He is drawn towards it.  





A cornucopia of caravans, cars, food 
stands, music stages, drum circles, 

shakedown streets and partial nudity.  
The biggest party on Earth...



Witness... Eternifest.







That concludes our re-enacted tarot 
reading describing somebody who may or 
may not have banged a tree while on acid.  



We all like a little bush 
sometimEs.  I know I do.  And 
now the Weather forecast... 



OutsIde DJ JONES’ TOWER

It’s A summer day of summer 
days of summer days.  Don’t 
get up on my account but… 

By now you’ve tasted 
enough of the sweat 
condensing on yer 

upper lip to get out of 
yer steaming hot tents 
and smoke a bowl be-
fore a beer-mosa.  Up 
next, I’ll be playing 
last night’s set list 
from “The Periods” 
show which many of 
you offered me a 

david blowie to score 
tickets.  Tiffany, I hope 
you enjoyed the show 
because I enjoyed the 

Blowie so.

We should totally throw a party for those 
unfortunate souls whose david blowie 

didn’t get to go!  After the first set I’ll 
have a special segment in which me and a 

few buddies compare DMT trips… 
While smoking DMT.

By the way, I’m Blind.  And so we are accepting donations 
for the “Don’t jerk off till you’re blind Foundation” a 

non-profit sponsored by Nair for palms.  To donate just  
contact BIGtitsonacid radio producer Mark - 

who i assume is still in the sound booth... right mark? 

ok.  do your part to stop 
masturbatory blindness by giving your 

david blowies to a blind joey today!



“LOT B” CAMPSITE :
Lot 8675309

the leg is what did it for me.

...Except for a few splinters in my 
scrotum. It Was a one of the most 
spiritual experIEnces of my life...

Intriguing.  Would it be 
weird to design a sex toy 

with Peg legs in mind?

It’s not that weird.  They say 1 in 4 people 
find amputees irresistible.  But you’re more 

the writer type, not the statistics type.  

You gonna write this on the website 
you work for?  “Cumface” was it?





BEN
(to Deal)
I think you should ponder what may or 
may not be proper usage of your time.  We 
thought you were dead.  Or you killed some-
body.

DEAL
Haha.

BEN
No, seriously.  Eterni-Security recently 
pulled a body from the woods you came out 
of.

OZONE
Yeah, a fresh one.  Security staffers were 
investigating but then the Nitrous Mafia 
took over for whatever reason and uh… the 
investigation fizzled.

BEN
That’s the way that it goes.  Seems like peo-
ple are dying more and more every year at 
Eternifest.  Maybe somebody tried to steal 
some nitrous.

OZONE
Dude, just the other day the Nitrous Mafia 
beat an entire campsite of Sturgil Simpson 
fans to death with their own sandals.

DEAL
Nitrous Mafia?  They DO exist! 
(beat)
An entire campsite you say?

They were obliterated, and not in a good way.

Images of violence as THE NITROUS MOB wreaks havoc with 

blunt instruments.  They are grungy, wearing neon yellow 

bandanas on various parts of their bodies and carrying in-

flated balloons between their fingers.

People pummeled by silver nitrous tanks, bludgeoned by 

baseball bats, 

and manhandled!

The mob sets fire to tents with people still inside.

Got any STD’s 
worth thinking 

about?

It’s “Jamface.”  

If they run with it, it’ll be to 
cater to the festival’s influx of 

perversion. Just as you have. 

I’ll inspect 
your balls Deal.

Haha. sounds romantic! 

I Love ether oN a first date.

Thanks ozone – But thwacking my nuts against a wooden leg for 6 minutes 
repositioned the Energy in my balls just the goldilocks amount.

I think you 
should ponder 

what may or may 
not be proper 
usage of your 

time.  we thought 
your lifeless 
coprse was 

being used by a 
necrophile and 
their ether rag

I practice reiki, I can 
reposition the energy in 

your genitals if you want. 

No, seriously. Eterni-Security 
recently pulled a body from 

the woods behind Blot-B.

Yeah, a fresh 

one.  Security 

staffers were 

investigating but 

then the Nitrous 

Mafia took over 

for whatever 

reason and uh… 

the investigation 

fizzled.

Sounds like 
like security 
staff’s blown 
too much of 
that confis-

cated cocaine.  
That or the 

nitrous mob is 
really...taking 

control.

Dude, just the 

other day the 

Nitrous MOB 

beat an entire 

campsite of 

dave matthews 

fans to death 

with their own 

sandals.

Nitrous mob?  

So it’s true. 

i thought i felt 

a I felt a great 

disturbance in 

the fest, as if 

64,000 voices 

suddenly cried 

out in terror, 

and were sud-

denly silenced. 

I fear some-

thing terrible 

has happened. 

An entire 

campsite 

you say?



THE NITROUS MOB 



Suddenly, a strange creature ap-

pears in his peripheral vision.  A 

now then, 
let us adjourn 

to our nitrous tank.

   Mmm, yes.  Reminds me of an episode I had once.

I was with a friend 
of mine after a show 
and I strangled him 
for Eterni-tokens so 

I could score an 
ice-cold fatty.

Yeah, that was me.  
I was there.

You were… Oh 
shit… Yeah?

Yes.  Outside the Turquaz show in New York… Nitrous al gusto.

New York?  

Where’s that?

small boy by the looks of it, but more 
accurately like a deformed cherub.



What do you mean?  I 
never made out with a 
trans girl in my life.

Wait, I don’t even 
know what the fuck 
we’re talking about

Ben lights up 
maniacally.

Deal’s consciousness comes forward.  
It seems like everyone is laughing at 

him with deranged faces.  

What’re you guys 
laughing at?

No one’s 
laughing at 
you, buddy.

Fetus bounds forward, 
popping his balloon. 

NO!  Fetus!  You 
little afterbirth!

Deal dives for 
Fetus but fails 

to snag the brat, 
and so cries 

petulantly on 
the ground as 
Fetus merrily 

flees.

Ya crack baby!  Your mother 
shoulda choked suffocated you!  

I’ll fucking abort you!

Say, is anybody 
going to Sadie’s 
show tonight?

I’m goin’.

Well, I got a press 
pass from JamFace.

Yeah, but we don’t have any 
press passes.  And those V.I.P. 
tents can be brutal to sneak 
into.   tents can be brutal to 

Oh, I saw them once when they 
opened for “Steve Rabinow-

itz and the Prostitutes.”  How 
was the show you saw?

My friend lost an eye trying 
to see “Dingle Dan and the 
Spotted-Dub-Battalion.” 

DEAL

Funny.  I never thought 
you’d be into that trans-

real type of music.

Fucking depressing!  
Everybody cried!  And 
there were no chicks.

YYYYoooo.
The child before him, FETUS, 
is the first recorded child 
born within Eternifest.  A 

demonic little 7-year-old, 
high on energy and 

whatever people dose him 
with, intentionally or not.  

What do you mean?  
I never made out 
with a trans girl 

in my life.

 so I guess I’m not into it.  I just wanna 
check out the pussy.  I just… I just didn’t 
know…  I just wanted to rock out, rock-

shitty, with a biddy!  Ya know?

Wait, I don’t 
even know 

what the fuck 
we’re talking 

about

I… when I… 
bahahahahaw-

www.

YYYYoooo.



Arright, arright.  In any case, we should 
show up to this concert somehow.  But 

not like a bunch of cock-a-roaches.  
It’ll be a puzzle getting in though… 

How do you know?

Ah well, ya see, Sudoku 
and I…  that’s another 

awkward subject…

Your whole life before, 
during, and after puber-
ty is an awkward subject.  

 
Let’s go say hi to our 

friend Sudoku.  Deal stop 
trying to fuck people.

Sudoku and Sadie are, 
like, friends.  She’ll 
probably have the 
wristbands and she 

could get us in!

It’s gotta work.  

We uh… don’t really 
know that many girls.

There follows an uncomfortable silence where Ozone stares intensely at Deal.

OK! Let’s go.

Wait!  That’s it!  Sudoku’s got 
‘em.  Sudoku’s got the extra 

wristbands.

Yeah, stop fucking people Deal.  
We… miss you.



SUDOKU !?! SUDOKU !?

?!

HELLLLoo?

Damn it.
?!

Heellloo?

HELLLOO?

HELLLOO?



Sudoku?  Damn it.  

SUDOKU!  Now don’t 

be a heartless… 

bitch… not bitch.  I 

gotta talk to ya.  I 

was lost for three 

days in the middle 

of a corn field!
Shit, my wife wouldn’t try 

to find me an’ they had to 

send out a couplE of 

infrared cameras to try 

an’ find my ass.   

I just need a little help ‘cuz my kid is stuck in the 

car back at my tent.  At least I think I had a wife and 

kid back there… and a bar… some stock shares in 

georgemichaelebay.com…

it all looks good on paper. 

Aw, come on, Sudoku!  This whole festival is 

supposed to be about sharing.  Don’t be an 

asshole by polluting the vibe with your petty 

ideals of ‘proppity!’  Let’s work out a deal… 

Ain’t nothin’ to me but I thought maybe I could borrow some uh… tools or whatever ya got. 



Bart, are you… alright?

Oh mercy!  It’s you fellas.  

Anybody got a smoke?

Sure.

No!  Don’t 
liGHT the 

filter side… 
Oh… no… 
No,no,no.  

So, Bart, 
what’s the 
jones du 

jour?

I don’t speak Japanese.  
But if yer askin me what 

I want, it’s a simple matter 
of sticking a short stack 

of pills up my ass.  
You wanna watch?

I’ll do more than 
watch!  Haha.

No, Ozone.  He’s 
serious.

Oh… right, 
I didn’t 

know that.

Any of you guys got 
some dope I could 
buy off ya and then 
pay ya back later?  
Or ya got any to 

just give me?
(to Deal)

Deal?  Can ya dose 
me, bro?  Remem-

ber, we’re supposed 
to share; that’s 

the scene here.  So, 
share, GODDAMMIT!

Bart, we just 
gotta talk to 

Sudoku.
My name is Lindsay.



Nobody wants to 
call you Lindsay, 

Sudoku.

You beat the shit 
out of people, 
physically and 
mentally, with 

chess and puzzle 
games.  That’s why 

you’re Sudoku.

Hi, Sudoku.

Deal, Ozone, Ben, Bart.  
Hello.  And what the 
fuck do you want?

I just wanna hang out and, 

y’know, smoke some crack 

like I was terminally ill.

Yeah, we just wanna hang, 
not totally sold on the 

crack part, though.

This is all 
bullshit. We came 
for your tickets.

Quiet Ozone!  Uh... 
Sudoku I brought 

you a present.
You… may enter.  

The rest of you must 
wait in the bong 

yard… over yonder.

Fucking white boys 
think just cuz I’m 

Asian I should have 
an Asian name.  





SHeesh..

OUTSIDE 
SUDOKU’S 





Sudoku’s dark and nigh mystical chem lab.  Sudoku and Deal stand too close to 

some strange fungus synthesizing into a liquid at a chemistry set.  Nothing but a 

few blue lamps illuminate them as Sudoku gingerly inspects the heated beaker.  

How soon before 

you can isomerize it, 

Captain?!

Isn’t it our 

brand?

Soon, matey.  Then I’ll cool it, mix it with an acid and a base, and 

evaporate it.  What’s left over is Iso-lysergic diethylamide.  

I’ll isomerize it again to produce my own brand of LSD.



Sadie and The Periods.  Their 

first VIP show in a while.  

Figured it would be fun and Ben 

is psychotically obsessed with 

her.  I mean anti-psychotically 

obsessed with her.

Ok, well.  I only have 

three wristbands left.

Sudoku hands him some VIP wristbands with a horse decal printed upon them.

These oughta help us 

blend in.  One for you, 

one for me, and one 

for Ben, I guess.  

BEN’s my BeST friend, 

Next to you…

Is that your 

hand on my 

boob?

Could be.  Is 

that your hand 

grasping my 

balls?

Yeah.  It’s time you learned 

you’re not the only one who 

can weird people out.  Seems 

we are at an impasse.

Well I could do 

this all day.  I 

picked up a few 

New-Roses in the 

woods.

New-Roses or 

Neurosis?

New ones.

I know we enjoy our 

conversations about the 

chemistry we share together 

but I sense there’s some 

other ulterior motive here.  

What show did you guys 

want to see today?



  Weren’t so much of a mom and pop shop as 

they were a sibling rivalry that would make 

folks pause, stare, and think, “Oh so that’s 

how it works in their family.”  But, ya know… 

they weren’t related.

As for their cultural designations, we can only make base assumptions.  We 

believe Sudoku to be Bengali and raised around the occult of a weed farm, 

though no one is irrefutably certain about either claim.  Smart enough to 

scare the pants off valedictorians but chill enough to impress the world 

when the time is right. Her brains fall in direct contrast with our man Deal.

It is safe to assume that nobody knows 

anything about Deal, really.  Except 

that he used to live in New York.  Though 

he can’t seem to remember…  Deal was 

painfully, uh… uncertain in his manner-

isms and demeanor despite glimmers of 

brilliance.  Most people just pictured 

him growing like a forgotten potato 

battery deep in the heart of America’s 

underfunded educational system.

Never did the two 

ever truly glean 

their differences 

nor their similarities.  

For why would they 

be thinking, when most 

of their neural 

tissue concerning 

each other was in 

another place?

They were different in many ways 

but a fetish is a fetish, is a fetish 

and they both had them up the wa-

zoo and always out of the ordi-

nary.  Just the way they liked it.

  While they’ll never admit to fucking, there were always moments 

that made everyone else uncomfortable.  Moments of bickering and 

accidental nudity that went disregarded during conversations that 

lasted between them long until the wee hours became big again.

Yes indeed, Deal and Sudoku had a weird bond that nobody quite comprehended.  For 

they did not entirely act like lovers, only snugglers.  Two different species of 

critter that found each other in a snowstorm and shared warmth.





YippEe!



And if you’ll excuse my age and wisdom, they were very much like two ships 
in the night that would not pass, only ever harboring… ever harboring… 

Fuckin’ public 
radio isn’t as 
sophisticated 
as it used to 

be.

Says the dude 
eating out of 

the trash.

Don’t talk trash until you know 
what’s on the menu there, buddy.

We’re talking 
trash here.  
It’s trash.  

It’s disgusting.

THEN 
YOU’RE 
A FAG!

Hold all my calls.

Deal and Sudoku stand on a small stage before 
a group of young-looking volunteers wear 
matching t-shirts that simply say “Volunteer.”  

INSIDE THE VOLUNTEER TENT

HERE.

Saffron?

HERE.



Ok, volunteers.

Whoa… Jason…

 

Sudoku refers to JASON, one 
of the volunteers who’s so 

hairy you can barely see 
his eyes but you can see his 

genitals, alright.

I thought 
this was the 
naked yoga 
tent.  I’m 
sorry.

This isn’t yoga 
and put a 

volunteer shirt 
on or something.

Which brings me 
to rule #2. 

Buy your drugs 
from us.  

Exactly.  We are a reliable source 
and you should feel free to buy 
drugs from us now, rather than 
later.  Any other outside drugs 
are to be tested by Deal here, in 
any manner he feels secure with.  

First rule today 
is don’t ruin my 

vibe, and you 
already did that.  

That’s 
gotta be 

some, 
kinda, 
dress 
code 

violation.



for your average, greasy-dicked dealer to 
sell bath salts and laxatives than it is for 

them to put in the time and money to manufac-
ture the good shit and offer a quality prod-

uct.  

I hate watching you fuckers get so lost in 
the moment, pretending to feel sensational in 
front of your friends while you try to ignore 

your own rancid farts; that could very well be 
the precursor of your doom. 

Shitting yourself during an overdose on a 
sweaty dance floor, while you try to grind up 
on some promiscuous being, will not get you 
laid any faster.  Some of you kids seem so 
eager to cut corners in the process of 

seduction that it makes me question the logic 
of human existence.

Case in point, do not pay close attention to 
this guy…  Sort of ah, do what he says, not what 

he does, sorta deal.  

Right, Deal?

DEAL
Uh, yeah…

Now.  Every year the question 
of starting fires keeps coming 
up for some reason.  We do not 
allow fires inside the VIP tent. 

Unless it’s in 
your car. Nooooo… hoho… No, 

disregard that.

What?  What is it?

My name is Lindsay but… ok, 
what’s your point?

Jobs?  Haha!  Fuck a job!  
The only job you need these 
days is to be weird.  And if 
you’re weird enough, then 

you’ll get a job.

Ha!  Job… 
you believe that?

We’ve been 
volunteering 
for 6 months, 
Miss Sudoku.

Are we 
guaranteed 
jobs after 

this?



Frankly, I’m 
not sure I 
understood 

the question.

But I want to 
leave you all 

with a cau-
tionary tale… 

Sssssooo.  
You kids 

ever seen or 
heard of… 
the Lesh?

You mean 
Phil Lesh?

From that old 
Dead band?

think.

No.  Fuck

 man, I mean 
“The Lesh.” What’s 

“The 
Lesh.”?

What 
the 
fuck 

IS “The 
Lesh?”

That’s like asking, “What’s 
in the center of a black 

hole?”  “What’s in the 
dark recesses of man’s 

tainted ego?”  And…  

“What left it 
there?”

The Lesh appears at shows, whether 
in the crowd or on stage.  I saw it 

once on stage; one that’s fog 
machine had blotted out the first 
few rows with a cloud that made 
people wail and low like cattle.  

High shoulders, shaggy hair, crooked 
teeth are the first images to appear 
through the smoke. Then the bulging 
eyes emerge, sizzling like a coupla 

eggs.  The Lesh’s countenance gazed 
upon us as he stepped onto the stage.

The Lesh’s lanky and bone-thin, 
like a starving vulture. Even 
without muscle, it emanated 
power.  The sight of it sent 
some pregnant lady next 

to me into labor.  

His taint?

PPPhhh.  You guys would 
be disemboweled like a 
coupla virgins during a 

wooked-out Jugaloo’s set 
break if you spent one day 

in my world.

Yeah. I 





Nah… Nah…  The 
Lesh is just a 
myth. It’s not 

real. There’s no 
such thing.

Oh no?

I lost my kidney to The 
Lesh.  I don’t remember 
much of it but the odd 
thing is, the creature 
just swapped mine out 

for a different one.  No 
telling whose kidney 
I have in my body now.  

I realized then that The 
Lesh doesn’t just 

harvest your organs. 
He dissects you, pokes 
around inside you and 

then releases you back 
into the herd. 

Some say he’s still out 
there… playing shows… 

for organs… maybe even 
playing shows with organs.  

But when the harvest 
moon pokes through the 

clouds of the fog machine, 
well, you can be sure he’s 
around.  Many have tried 

and failed to slay him, but 
he always comes back… 

and maybe next time, he’ll 
come back… for you!

strange scar on 
his back where his 

kidney would be.  



The Lesh saw this and moaned, “Organs…  Lend me your orgaaaaaaaans…” And 
then…  people did.  They gave up their organs like they were all daisy-chained 

in a blood orgy of human viscera.  All cuz The Lesh told them to.



Being productive without 
purpose is kind of like 
running over a kid with 
your car while texting.  

You gotta keep your 
eyes on the road.  

And nothing reminds us 
better than cautionary 
tales.  Although that’s 
no way, shape, or form 
why I invited Deal to 

this meeting.

Ahem… 

Well…
If you would bang 

my wife 
then I guess I’ll 
take your life… 

And you’d never bang 
my wife a-gain

Now if you’d please 
bang my wife

Then I’ll bang you 
with my knife… 

And you’ll never 
bang my wife a-gain.

We don’t need to 

hear the rest.

@?! ?
...

Eh?

Thank you.

Just play 
the song.



...

oh, 
( Snort )

..Z

zzz...

Ahhhh.
ZZZZ..





ZZZZZz



ZZZZZz

Pegga and the band push Sadie in a wheelbarrow towards the extravagant and palatial VIP Tent.

Under an orange glow explodes the boisterous hullabaloo within the VIP tent. Girls walk around in skimpy outfits 

selling drug paraphernalia, free hits of concentrated THC billowing out from a long assembly line of bongs.  

VIP TENT That Night

Z
Z
Z
Z

Z
z

ZZZZZz

BEEP
  BEEPZZZZZz

THWANG

THWANG

THWANG

THWANG

BEEP
  BEEP

Z
Z
Z
Z

Z
z

ZZZZZz

ZZZZZz

THWANG

THWANG

THWANG

THWANG

ZZZZZz

BOOM BAP
BOOM BAPBOOM BAP

BOOM BAP

BEEP
  BEEP

AGHHHHHH!!!AGHHHHHH!!!



YAAAAAAA!!
WOOOOO!!

BLAMMM!

DAAAAA!
DAAA!!

DEEEEE
DAA

You 
Cut My 
Heart 
OUT.- 
BITCH! 
MOTHER 
FUCKER!

BLAMMM!
DAAAAA!
DAAA!!

you...
SEEE...

ITS THE
E N D!

WOOO

YA!!

WHY 
does 
it hurt 
so ...

BOOM 
BAP 
BOOM 
BOOM 
BAP

Soooooo

Fucking Much ?

HELL

YA!

AAAHH-
HHHHH-
HHHH-
HHH!!!!

YAAAAAAA!!

YAAAAAAA!

THANK 
YOU!!



Thanks!  You’re all 

Very Important 

People, you are.

Oh, hiiii.  Who let 

you poor plebeians 

into the VIP Tent?
Who?  
Me?

Especially 

you, mate.

Sadie, you 

looked hot up 

there.  I was 

wondering if 

maybe later 

you wanted to 

do some blow 

with me?

But Deal, how 

could I 

accept such 

an implicit 

invitation for 

sex in front 

of your 

girlfriend?

I’m not his girlfriend, and I’m 

very disappointed in both of you.

Perhaps we 

should get 

down to some 

other type of 

business, like 

this article 

I’m writing for 

Jamface.

Ben!  Lovely 

segue, by the 

by.  You know 

I’ve read all 

your articles 

on Jamface?  

I’ve always 

wanted you 

to write one 

about me.

I… 

just… 

came.

Yes, and I’m glad you came.  I’m glad that you all came, 

but you especially Ben.  Otherwise I’d have to handle Deal 

hitting on me like a drunken wanker and Sudoku generally 

just standing about and staring awkwardly.

She might 
want in 
on it.



What’s that 

supposed 

to mean?

Yeah, greasy.  

Follow me.

Ok, we’ve waited 

long enough.

What the fuck is 

the plan, dude?
Don’t be a fag, 

compadre.

Stop using 

that word.

  Seems as though 

you meant that in a 

proprietary sense.

Polite company 

just doesn’t say it.  

You wouldn’t un-

derstand.  What the 

fuck is the plan?

All we gotta do 

is run in one at a 

time.  Make fer 

that opening and 

just pretend like 

you know what yer 

doing.  Pretend 

yer talking 

to someone 

important on 

your phone.  

I don’t have a 

phone.  I shut it 

off years ago.  And 

I sure as shit know 

you don’t own one.

yAHHHHHHH

No, no I do not.

         I’ll go first.  Huf 
HUF
HUF

through 

here.

meanwhile 

Outside

yAHHHHHHH

Huf 
 HUF
HUF

Haha.  Well if 

you could see 

what I see, you’d 

be staring too.

Maybe over a few beers?

Muscular, 
greasy.  

We go in 

Rambo 
style.

I mean you 

sneak into the 

back of things 

sometimes.

Oh… well, 

right.

That could be arranged.

You reckon I could get 

a dose of whatever 

it is she’s having?

You read my tits, Ben.

Where’s that Ozone 

fellow you usually 

hang with?

!#@?

!#@?

!#@?

Arright.  Let’s try 

sneaking through the 

back.  I figured you’d 

be good at that.



OH, 

FUCK 

ME!  

FUCK 

MY ASS!

BART, 

NO!

OZONE!  

PLEASE, 

SAVE 

ME!

That’s gay bashing!  

That is gay bashing!

It is 
not!

Oh 
God. 

Where 

are 

you 

taking 

him?

Where we take all our waste… 

to get wasted.

Captain, 

turn around 

and take me 

home.

I’m sorry, 

Bart!  Oh 

God, I’m 

so sorry, 

but fuck 

yourself!

Nitrous Mafia.  

What are you guys 

doing here?  

?!

WHAT 

THE 

SHIT..?!

Nitrous Mafia.  



Of course, it af-

fects the band.  It 

affects everything.  

We’re all becom-

ing so oversatu-

rated that music 

becomes placebo 

and art, in general, 

may even suffer 

from the apathy of 

our peers coupled 

with the coveting 

of their own indi-

viduality.  

People all want 

to scream some-

thing.  The issue 

is exacerbated 

by an environ-

ment where ev-

eryone’s wailing 

at each other like 

a bloody pack 

of raging atten-

tion whores.  Per-

haps it’s been like 

that for eons and 

we’ve just made 

it easier to par-

ticipate and found 

ways to cope.

VIP TENT 

So, in a nutshell 

where do you 

think the band’s 

direction is 

heading?
That’s not a 

fluffy place to 

start.

Well… no… it’s in a nutshell.  

It’s a nutty place to start.

You know we’ve 

been playing the 

festival for a 

long time now.  

Every Thursday 

for… 6 years, I 

think?

Quiet, 
Deal!  You 
fucking 

asshole!

That’s sort of what 

I’m talking about 

though.  Deal’s lost 

his concept of the 

show.  He doesn’t save 

the dates as well 

anymore.  

That magic, it all blends in after 

a while.  And I’m not just talking 

about music but I’m talking about 

a massive cultural simulacrum of 

consciousness.  

Is this affecting 

your band?

Every 

life-changing 

phenomenon 

passes by 

unnoticed.  

Is it 
Thursday?



I’m careful to ask this, but, 

has the incessant routine of 

the festival turned excess 

into the mundane, excitement 

into monotony?

Something like that.  Except it’s translated the lack of 

change into a dearth of inspiration and self-awareness.  

There’s still more to it though...

It’s like, nobody has the love anymore.  Like we’re just per-

petuating the same pattern of jealousy born from love for 

one another that everything we do creatively is just playing 

to an old role, reimagined.  A toxic relationship.

We’re so narcissistic that we can’t appreciate others, but 

rather we imitate them until we’re a reinvented version.  A 

duplicate of the human experience.  I just can’t help but 

wonder what happens when we become so aware, to the point 

where there’s no more discovery?  When our patterns be-

come ubiquitous, how does it affect the music?  How does it 

affect our instincts?  

How can we love something like 

a good tune when we’ve just been 

following routine?  When we’re too 

culturally exhausted to do 

anything else…?  What happens 

when we can’t draw inspiration 

because everybody’s forgotten 

how?  Where would matter be 

without consciousness?  Nowhere!  

It’s the end of the world.  

That’s that.

I suppose all we 

can do is just hope 

for spontaneous 

generation.  Or not.  

Hell, cover bands 

aren’t so bad.

  Little things do 

change.  And they 

can only get bet-

ter.  Right?  Or 

maybe you mean 

that “better” is 

worse?

Wise man say, “When things are 

bad, art gets good.”  Let’s hope 

things get a little worse.

Bart?  The crazy 

homeless guy?

So… 

 Ozone 

and 

Bart 

are in 

trouble 

with 

Security.  

He’s a bum, 

but he’s 

my bum!

He’s crazy, 

not homeless… 

I think.





I thought you said 

Security got them.

Well then maybe you 

could make yourself 

useful and give yourself 

a kick in it.  As it is, Bart 

and Ozone are pissing off 

the Nitrous Mafia.

Well, one suspects that Staff Security and 

the Nitrous Mafia are using the same human 

resources department these days.

That statement there, I don’t 

understand.  I don’t think 

anybody here understands 

what a human resource is.

Right, how about you speak for yourself, mate.  

Those bloody mafiosos just keep on sucking 

Eterni-profits from our concerts, the bastards.  

Not much I can do, I’m afraid.  They’re the 

ones running the show these days.  And it was 

never about the profits for me.  Now go aid 

our friends before I’m no longer allowed 

to invite people to my events.

I’ve miss you guys.  

Good luck now. 

I have to get 

back on stage.

Somebody’s got 

to talk to them.

Well.  

Maybe I can 

reason with 

them.  Work 

something out.

After all, I 

love talking 

with people.

SNORTSNORT
INSIDE THE SECURITY HOLDING AREA

SSWWWWHHHHHHHEEEEE
SSHHWWHHHHHHEEEEEE

SSWWWWHHHeeeee

CHOP

CHOP

CHOP

CHOP

CHOP

CHOP

Behind the tent and its heavily guarded borders, lies the holding camp for malcontents to waste themselves into 

oblivion huffing gas.  The hissing sounds of streaming nitrous oxide tanks fill the air around a roaring campfire.  People 

pass around balloons filled with the laughing gas or inhale deep breaths from paper bags filled with dubious contents.





There’s no such thing as 

free for 20.  I said 3 for 

20, as in 3 balloons for 

20 Eterni-tokens.  You 

and your friend here 

decided to take 20 for 

nothing.  The only way to 

pay for that is to feed 

blood and brain to my 

new brass knuckles.

Now, is there some 

kinda problem here?

So that’ll 
be 20 

Eterni-tokens.

HAHA!  
THANKS.

HAHA!  YOUR 
HILARIOUS 

MAN.

WAit a Sec.
How many 
Balloons 
have you 

had?

I thought the guy 

said, “free for 20.”  



Back up, bitch, 

before you 

become the 

problem.

You won’t hit him 

in the face.  You 

can’t if you want 

to save face 

around here.

I don’t want to save face. I want to break it.  
Why wouldn’t I hit him?

My brother’s 
an inbred.  

The fact that you 

compare that asshole 

to inbreeds is an 

insult to inbreeds 

everywhere.  And so 

is your word choice.  

They prefer 

“Congenitally Abled.”

I think I might have 

to hit you, too.

How about this.  

We all take a 

deep breath.  Try 

some of my wine.  

It’s the finest in 

the land and this 

wine is laced with 

LSD.  First one’s 

a freebie.  Then 

you can hit Bart 

without any more 

trouble from my 

friends and me.

Ah...

I accept this, with or 
without your bargain.  

What’s your name, 
asshole?

My name?  Well, it’s 

not Deal.  I mean… 

Why it’s uh… No-Deal.

HA!  Indeed, it 

is.  You’ll be 

the last one 

I punch in the 

face.

Mmm.  Familiar taste.  

Seem to recall the re-

gion where- Wait, this 

isn’t ah… 

Because… he’s inbred and his mom drank 

while he was in the womb.  Not his fault.

uh...Hi 
Deal





Hahaha!  

I laced it with 

a shitload 

of ketamine 

instead.  Good 
luck standing.  

And my name’s not 

“No-Deal” it’s 

actually “Deal,” 

and uh… you’ve 

just been dealt with.

Holy 
Hell!

Let’s 
Go!

Deal or 
No-Deal, 

I will wipe 
your seed from 
the face of the 

Earth!

The cart is pushed with such force, it rolls the cargo with great speed into 

the bonfire at the bottom of the hill.  Tanks explode and shrapnel flies as 

untethered crowds of hippy crack heads are worked into a riotous fervor.

POLYP begins to black out, stumbles and falls to crack his eye onto a cart holding several enormous tanks of nitrous oxide.  

Deal, Ozone, Ben and Bart take the opportunity, amidst the 

rapidly explosive confusion, to make their exits.  With the 

help of his brother, HPV, POLYP awakens and groggily cries… 



!!!





Yeah, you guys seriously fucked up.  

DJ POLYP is no milquetoast.  Very 

well-connected in the Nitrous 

Mafia.  Very violent.  You shouldn’t 

have told him your name.

I’m not keen on being 

murdered but I have a 

reputation to uphold.  

Besides, they were 

fucking with these two.

Why’d ya do it Bart?  Why’d you 

have to suck on the wrong teat?

I thought they said, 

“free for 20!”

What the fuck 
does that 

even mean? 

Well anyways, now we’re 

all fucked.  They’re liable 

to think you guys ought to 

perish and by extension, 

we ought to be harassed.  

Deal, you can’t fucking 

defend yourself against 

this shit.  I’d make your-

selves scarce because 

you… you… you must!

Nitrous Mafia can find you 

anywhere if they want to.  

Even outside Lot 8675309.  

There’s nowhere that’s 

safe.  Unless you can think 

of a way to get out of 

Eternifest.

Out of?  

How’s that?

Has it been that 

long for you?

Uh… yeah.

I never thought it was possible.  

Well the protocol might 

have changed after a 

few years.  We can al-

ways ask the old-timers.

BIG! Tibbity, tibbity, tits on acid durr.  

You’re listening to BigTOA radio.  

That’s Big Tits on Acid Radio.  All the 

news and information you need plus 

some other fun stuff.

( *snorts something )

Haw gawd!  Good morning!  I’m DJ 

Jones.  Wait, you know I’m fucking DJ 

Jones, I guess.  I am… DJ Jones. 

BACK AT SUDOKU’S YURT

He might know 

what to do.

Yeah… we’ll go to Jones.  

The file on that guy is huge.  

I mean uhm… he’s old and 

I hear tell that he even 

helped start Eternifest.

In the meantime, you 

three guys ought to 

keep a low profile.  

Hmmm?

Hmmm? Wha? US?

Well, I’d help but I’ve got 

band practice, and the Mob 

will be watching me closely 

now that they’ve infiltrated 

festival security.

Deal and I 

will go with 

you, Ben.

You need adult 

supervision.

I gotta take a dump.

Me too.

Ok Very good. 

We’ll meet up 

back here.  And 

make yourselves 

scarce.  Gather 

your personal 

possessions if 

you guys have 

those sorts of 

things.  Be ready 

to move at any 

time.

I think I… 

got a wife 

or a son or 

somethin… 

What?

Uh… never 
mind, please 

go on.

What do you mean?  

We’re finished here… 

Oh.

I’ve been far 

out but I’ve 

never been 

that far out.

Huh?



PORT O’JOHN CENTRAL - DAYTIME

The line for the portable toilets seems never-ending.  It is here that we see a very eager young man 

whose bowels are ready to explode.  We’ll call him JOHN.  The latrine in front of him is currently being 

vacuumed out by RANDALL, late 50’s, with a nice demeanor garnished with the salt of the Earth.

How do?  

What’s that there 

yer holdin?

A giant 

doody.

No, I mean in 

your hand.

Oh.  Uh… It’s a 

beer bong.

I see now… 

How’d you 

make it?

I didn’t make it, 

I bought it.

Oh, I see…

So, uh… is that thing 

almost done in there 

or what?

Oh, the reverse 

pooper?  Yeah, it 

ought a be.  Let 

me check.

Well, that 

should do it.  If 

you need any-

What the 

fuck?

Ahhhh.  This is the good life.



You mind telling me 

what I’m supposed to 

do with that atrocity 

you just left?

UM… 
Try giving 

him a little 

bit of this- 

Oh… 

Shit.

What am I supposed to 

do with a note-card?

It looks like a tiny 

little sheet of 

stamps.  Now how the 

Hell am I supposed to 

wake an unconscious 

man with a miniature 

stamp collection?

In the army, 

don’t they call 

a medic?

Yes.

Yes.

Blue Lot B, 

codename: 

“Blot” B, medic 

10002.

Go ahead, 

Randall.

Yeah, hi.  I got an uncon-

scious person covered 

in vomit over at toilet 

town, section 69.

Has he 

shat 

himself 

Ran-

dall?!  
Huh?  

Has the victim shit 

himself?  Over.

Oh, hello 

there, little 

bastard.  I’m 

jealous of 

your couch.

What?  Well… 

that’s some crazy 

shit.

Well it looks like the medics and 

security are coming and for some 

reason, you’re still here.

Well, ya see here 

Randall, I gots to 

use the latrine.

Well please feel 

free to relieve 

yourself in the 

executive facili-

ties just about 

ten toilets down 

the line.

Aw, but I gotta take a shit.

I gather that, you buffoon.  But 

this is a meritocracy of shit and 

you just demoted yourself.  How’s 

that make you feel?

Also, I’d get control of 

that kid right there.

Shoulda worn a rubber.  

Now improve my day and 

get the fuck out of here!

You’re lucky his mother 

wasn’t here to see that and 

you’re lucky your mother’s 

not here to see you.  God… 

Here… 

Here… 











INSIDE DJ JONES’ TOWER 

Back in the old days, it was all 

about escaping the workday.  

People started leaving the cities 

and joining small communities 

on the outskirts, chasing the 

upskirts, you know the deal.

Huh?

It’s just an expression.

Oh, I’m a real 

person, not an 

expression.

I see what 

ya did there.  

Twisted my 

words.  Yeah, 

maybe?

Anyway, there was a talkative 

group of peaceful protesters 

called the “Less Interested 

Feral Employees” or “L.I.F.E.” 

as the acronym goes.  They 

protested the tragic 

corruption of men with great 

power and property, men who 

normally did their best to 

keep people from having a 

good time.  Maybe ‘cuz… they 

just couldn’t, or ‘cuz 

their idea of a good time 

was vastly different.

City streets lined with protesters wearing decrepit 
office garb and holding signs for L.I.F.E.

As far as peace 

movements go, mu-

sic festivals seemed 

like an awesome 

place to start.  They 

started banding to-

gether to create 

“Mega-Festivals” 

the size of nation-

states.  Where it was 

the gross national 

happiness that beat 

out the gross do-

mestic product.  Kin-

da like Bhutan.

Gathering of 

the Vibes joined 

Gathering of 

the Juggalos 

to make… “Jig-

gling of the 

Vubajews.”  “Gay 

Pride Weekend” 

became “Gay 

Pride Week” be-

came “Gay Pride 

Month” became 

“Gay Pride Year” 

became “Gay 

Pride Decade.”

Bumbershoot 

joined Camp 

Bisco to be-

come “Shit 

Boofco.”  

First Bonnaroo teamed 

up with Lollapalooza 

and Langerado to make 

“Boneradopalooza.”  

Coachella teamed up 

with Nateva to make 

“Coachieva.”  Pitchfork, 

oddly enough, teamed 

with Burning Man to 

make “Ferning Bjork’s,” 

all Bjork, all the time.

All the fucking time… 



Indeed.  Eventually, a magnificent portion of 

the workforce just abandoned their jobs in 

one of the darker economic meltdowns and

 decided to live with those of us getting by 

on a good time in the mega-festivities.  

The spirit of “work when you want” thrived and 

the spirit of “work till you die” well… uh… died.



So then, how would 

you describe the 

world outside the 

Eternifest grounds 

now?

I uh… well I uh… I don’t 

know exactly.  There were a 

few violent skirmishes that 

kept us and them separat-

ed.  I haven’t been out there 

in years.  Can’t remember 

much about what it was when 

I left it.  My memory is a 

cascade of images, most of 

which I don’t really under-

stand since I lost most of 

my vision.

What does it matter now?  

Why would anybody want to 

leave Eternifest?  Nobody 

wanders far from a party 

they want to come back to.

Say if you really needed to leave?  

Like, for your own safety?  From 

the Nitrous Mafia, maybe.

Oh, unfortunately then, you’re as fucked as 

porn.  Some of the old timers and I tried 

to kick them out a long time ago.  Unfor-

tunately, they are… an inevitable bunch of 

meanies.  Who exactly needs to flee?

That would be me, sir.

What the 

fuck?  How 

long have 

you been 

standing 

there?

ou must be a sneaky fuck ‘cuz usually 

I’d have sensed you by now.

You got this spirit about you, 

and that’s all there is… 

A while.  I uh… 

even said a few 

things to you.

       ...

You two…

Three.

Three, I guess.  

You three in 

trouble with the 

Nitrous Mob or 

are you trying 

to bust ‘em?  Are 

you COPS?

You mean 

Security 

Staff?

Yeah uh… 

what’s a 

COP?

Well shit. Unless you’re 

really that dense.  I 

mean… do you even 

know what year it is?
Do you?

I reckon this interview is 

finished and you can see 

yourselves out.

God dammit, we can’t see ourselves 

out because we don’t know our way 

out.  That’s why we’re asking you… 

the blind guy… 

All right, if you boys 

are serious about this 

then I only know one 

guy you could talk to.

Jones!  I-I 

think somebody 

drugged me. 

Well, speak of 

the Devil and he 

shall appear.
Satan?  Regarding 

me?!  No… I gotta… 

I gotta make it stop!  

I keep think-

ing I’m seeing 

shit that isn’t 

there.

Well, Randall, I can tell you there’s no cure 

for what you’ve got. Anyway, that’s the guy 

you want.  My most trusted aide-de-camp.  

He’ll help you find the 

way out.

I’m to do what now?  

Wait… is this 

another 

hallucination?

What’s 

the fucking 

cure for LSD? 



Yah!  

Ocupado.  

You can’t 
rush an 
artist! 

Ah Bart, how ya 

doin in there?

Could be bet-

ter, Ozone.  

Could always 

be better.  

How’s it out 

there?

Uh… it’s pretty, 

shitty.

Whoa!  

You guys 

moved 

the port 

o’john 

without 

me even 

noticing.  

Now uh… 

what’s 

the deal 

here?

The 
question is, 

Where is the 

Deal?

I haven’t seen him!  Shit 

I don’t know.  Last I 

saw him was hours ago.  

Looking for a way out 

of Eternifest.

A way out?  We can give him 

a way out.  A way, way, out.

Well then, you’re 

feeling mighty 

generous after 

he blew you’re 

stock of gas.

Extremely.  

Tell us 

where he is 

or we’ll 

pump your 

friend full 

of dope.

Please… I’m not game.  

I hate needles.

Tell you what, why don’t 

I take his place and uh… 

Don’t fuck with us.  Fucking 

with us is like fucking with 

cigarettes.  Eventually, 

we’ll… give you cancer.

But I don’t know 

nothin’.  
You don’t know 

nothin’?  But you 

know him.  You’re 

a direct line to 

him.  He’ll let 

you get near him 

so you’ll know 

where he’s hiding.  

All you gotta do 

is report to a 

nitrous tank 

near you.  And 

then I’ll hear 

about it.

Don’t do it, man… 

Yeah, well I don’t know the guy that 

well and uh… he’s a pretty good guy 

from the surface of things ya see, 

and… scheduling conflicts may arise… 

very busy these days and so I won’t 

be able to uh…

Do as we say and 

you’ll get this… 

A few balloons of heroin, rocks of coke that’re 

solid as snowballs, sacks of pills as colorful as 

candy, sheets of acid stacked like business cards in 

a raffle, syringes plucked from a virgin’s vein, 

pre-rolled joints, and a peyote suppository.

Oh.. 

MY...

Oh.. 
NOOO!!!

Hmmm… Enticing.  

I don’t see any… 

nitrous though…

Cuz ya destroyed our 

last shipment, ya cock-

sucker.  You’re in my 

pocket now.  On that 

note, we’ll let you mull 

it over a few days.  Oth-

erwise we’ll do to you 

what we’re about to do 

to your friend.

Just…  don’t 

rape him.

Arright.

PORT O JOHN Middle of The woods

AHHH

SLAM



Following Randall’s stumbling gait, Sudoku, Deal and Ben discover his shack, standing at 

two stories if you don’t include some of the storage areas yardwork equipment, septic 

truck and the solar panels that reach above and about.  Good enough for sleep.

Y’know, before it was all 

sunshine and love, there 

were border disputes.  

And old vets like me had 

to step up and kill again 

for a piece of the 

hippy pie.

War’s a bitch but Eter-

nifest wouldn’t be here 

and I wouldn’t have a 

life if we didn’t fight for 

our right to party when 

we did.  War, man.  There 

was a time when it was 

all that kept me sane.  

My most painful acts of 

therapy.

I can’t forget.  I can’t forget the bodies I 

pissed on.  The stomachs I’ve torn straight 

through with barbed wire.  I can’t forget the 

people I saw dropping into the fire, the sand, 

and the communal burial pits.  Oy, those pits.

Oh shit!  What are you guys doing here?  

And all at once!?  Your blood was 

spilt far and away and nobody invited 

you here!  NOBODY INVITED YOU HERE!

Randall?
Huh?  Oh you.  You 

guys are okay.  Come 

on, let’s get inside.

RANDALL’S SHACK AT DUSK



I had a wife to come back 

to after the war.  I loved 

her very much.  So much 

that I never stopped.  We 

traveled the festival to-

gether.  Even went para-

chuting once.

But while I was there with 

her I always thought I 

was still longing for her.  

Like I was in constant 

transit between the peo-

ple that I couldn’t for-

get and the one person 

who wanted new memories.  

Thought I could remain in 

between for a while.  The 

waters of time run real 

fast and when there’s rap-

ids, there’s rocks under-

neath.  Usually.  

And here I thought I was 

lovable despite myself.  

Hang out with the dead 

long enough and you be-

come one of them.  I was 

her poltergeist. 

Poor Eliza.





She killed herself.  

She left when it 

should’ve been me.  

I don’t miss her en-

tirely ‘cuz I talk to 

her all the time.



The spirits.  They say to take the 
river.  The river, out back, follow 

it as far as you can and you’ll 
see where you can get away from 

the festivities.  Find the end of 
Eternity.

Eliza and I decided it’s been 
a long time coming that this 
thing get out of my reach… 

and right about now I’m 
feeling some inclinations… 
also… can’t seem to speak 

much more… too good… 

Just do what the bolder 
spirits advise.  Follow the 
river and if not that, then 

the wind.

Now I reckon I’ll give it to one 
of you stupid bastards.  Whoever 

pissed off the Nitrous Gods.  You’ll 
bring war, even here, to a place 

that’s forgotten the world.

Randall opens the lockbox on 
his workbench for all to see.  
Inside is a .45 semi-automatic, 

Glock pistol.

And though she doesn’t beckon 
me outright, I know there’s only 
one way to… to coax her.  That’s 
why I’ve been holding onto this.



EDM STAGE - DUSK

Bart, coated with port-o-john waste, pushes wildly through a crowd, offending people 
with his smell and trying to shrug off Fetus, who’s been following him everywhere.

Bartledad, mean bed 
streaks.  Caca, doodoo, 

alcoholic poopoo.

Shut up you 
little fuck.  
You don’t 

know where 
I’ve been, 
what I’ve 

done… What 
I’ve… holy 

shit!

Bartledad, mean bed streaks.  
Caca, doodoo, alcoholic poopoo.

Ozone!  We gotta turn Deal in for 
those drugs!  Ozone?  You alright?  

It was just a little heroin.

Can you even 
hear what I’m 

fucking saying?  
It’s over!  We 

gotta turn him in!  
For the drugs!  

DRUGS!

Bart?  
Bart?  

Holy 
fuck, I 
think 
they 

brain-
damaged 

you!

I can smell you 
but I can’t hear 

you.  Are you 
screaming at me?  
Am I screaming?

Bastard, I 
told you to 

shut up!

Now just sound 
it out Ozone, nice 

and easy.

Tardly!  
He’s 

boofed!

Bart, I’m deaf.  

Tell little 

Fetus to find 

Sudoku.  

Tell little 

Fetus to find 

Deal.

For that 
fat sack 
of drugs.  
You want 

me to 
follow 

this 
little 

bastard 
to get 

Deal so 
we can 

turn him 
in for 

that fat 
sack of 

dope and 
shit.

Right, so we can 
turn him 

Huh?  
But… 
what?

Bart, I can’t fucking hear you, 
justgogethelppleaseforfuckssake!

Ok, buddy.  
You’re a real 

trooper.  
Even if you 
are a fag.

Fag!

SniF.

Eww...

Huh?  
!*@#

what?

Outta 
the Way,

Guy...



RANDALL’S SHACK - DUSK

Gathering a bundle of essentials, including a six-pack of beer and his backpack, Deal loads his makeshift 

raft which is strung together with inner tubes, pool toys and wood.  Sudoku, Ben and Randall stand close-by.

I want you guys to know that 
it’s alright to miss me. 

But we’ll 
see you 
again.

You’ll be back?

I’d like that.  You 
guys are the best 
campsite I ever 
had.  I’ll try not 

to get lost… 

Ben, love you bro.  
Keep the scene alive.

...

Love you too, bro.

And you!  My little 
puzzle.

Fuck you, Deal.  You get 
out there and find safe 

haven.  Something we 
could all enjoy.  Or if you 

come back, bring some 
seeds so we can make 

more acid.  

We’re 

partners, 

remember?

You sure you don’t want to come with?

They’re not after me, Deal.  
And this is my home.  The heat 

will die down after a while but 
I don’t want you to die with it.  

I want to see you live.

Ok, then.

Um… courage, give me the 
things I should say… 

Don’t.  I… can’t hear it right now.

Then let me hold you 
in my silence until you 

are released as my 
breath.

...
And Randall.  I guess I 
owe you some thanks.  
Maybe someday we’ll 
smoke some pot to-

gether or something.

Ehhhyyyyyeaaaahhh.  
Boy… there’s ah… 

something… I was… Oh… 
Ya know.  I saw you I 

think, or you look like 
somebody I know.  

Tomorrow I’m sending a 
corpse down the river.  
If uh, you see it, well… 
oh man… hurry up.  Uh… 

What?  Gotta tell 
him what?

They 

fo
und us 

somehow!

Get back 
here, you 

rancid 
fucktard!

Aw!  What’s that 
smell?!

Remember Deal, we’re 
partners!  PAAHHTNAAHHS!

??!!!





SUDOKU’S YURT - DUSK

Ben and Sudoku make it back to her camp.  Lying there deliriously, and under a bright lamp 
within an easy-up tent, is Ozone, lolling his head around like someone who’s mentally ill.

Who They Fuck 
are all these 

people Trashing  
my yard?

Who do you mean, 
“they?”

Jesus, man.  They did 
this to you, didn’t they?

By “they,” I mean you.

We can’t be held 
responsible for any 
invocations of wrath.

I’m POLYP, by the way.  Yes, 
POLYP, the famous DJ.

And renowned asshole.  
I know who you are.

Course you do.  And I know 
who you are.  Am I correct 
in assuming, that you’re in 

cahoots with a bandit named 
Deal?  Something about how 

you all are partners?

We’ve done 
some work 
together.  I 
know noth-
ing about a 
partnership.

NitrouS. duche 
bags. Litter. 

What the Fuck...

Well then, I 
reckon you and 

I can form a 
partnership to 
cover his debt.

I’m not 
interested.  

Besides 
he’d have 
to repay 
that debt 

to me.  
And who 

knows when 
he’ll come 
back… or if.

Then you’ve 
dead-ass 
got to be 

interested in 
what I offer.  

I can help 
you fill that 
hole in your 
distribution 

line…

There’s a big party coming up.  And we want you to be 

one of the major suppliers.  Of what, we’re not sure 

yet but when we know, you’ll know.  

Lots of Eterni-Coin in it for ya.

Along with the parts of you and your friends’ physical 

safety that we wouldn’t like to mention right now.  

You feel me?  ‘Cuz I think I feel you?

Ok.  Whatever.  
But I’m gonna 

need you to get 
the fuck off 
my campsite.

Well, we were 

thinking since 

we were gonna 

be working 

so closely 
with one 
another, 

that we ought to 

set around your site. 

To ensure a productive 

work environment and 

make sure negotiations 

don’t break down.

I’m a project manager.  You may 
not like me but I’m sure as shit 
gonna make sure shit gets done.

I don’t work well 
with assholes, 

even when they’re 
getting shit done.

Sleep on it girl.  When 
you wake up we’ll con-
tinue our conversation.

And you.  I’m not 
sure why but you 

look like someone 
with a nice face to 
break.  Just F.Y.I.

Thank 
you, 
sir.

Let’s set up 
camp!





RIVERBANK - DAY

Like a recovering castaway, Deal awakens to the jovial sounds of a river tie-up party.  
Six-packs cool as they float along the water in inner tubes occupied by bikini clad hippies.  

Mmm…  You 
breathing that 

air, Deal?

Uh.  Yah.  It’s 
good.  I reckon we 
should go ashore 
and see if we can 

ask for directions.

Directions 
where?

The-the fuckin’ edge of Eternifest, 
blahbbity blah.  

Let’s go ashore.

You!  

The Nymph.  

What are you 
doing here?

Oh?

Ahem.  Dolphin.  

This is Deal.  

Deal, Dolphin.

How do you do?  Nice to meet you. Always good, always nice 
meeting you, always.

Uh… we met before?  

For now.

Oh… I must’ve been fucked up when 

we met.  Who are you again?

Just 
passing 
through.  

I have 
someone 
I’d like 
you to 
meet.





Dolphin is the last remnant of a 
Brazilian tribe of indigenous peoples 
who held absolutely no concept of 

time.  He views the world and 
comments upon it thusly without a 
sense of when, except for the now.

He’ll be your bodyguard in 
“Time Irrelevant”

That 

must be 

strange, 

meeting 

people 

again and 

again.  
We always 

smoke a joint.

And you 

are always 

high?

Yes.

Not bad.  So, Nymph, I almost thought 

I would never see you again.  And now 

you’re giving me a bodyguard?

Well, I 

favor your 

cause.

Cause?  Oh right, you said something about 

it getting bad in the woods.  And shit, well… 

things could be better.  My associate and I… 

Where’s Bart?

There and now.

Oh, shit!



Deal splashes over to Bart, hauls him out of the water and tries to 
resuscitate him.  After a few watery eructations, Bart is revived.

Awww, fuck!  Did you 

see that whirlpool?  

Totally caught me 
by surprise.

No, fuck 

no.  

I’ve 

never 

swam 

in my 

entire 

life.

Bart… what the- do you 
know how to swim?

I see.

I think… 

there is a lie.  Showers, 

I take 

showers.



LOTUS CAMP - DAY
Bart and Deal are lead into the nexus of a new and slightly unusual camp.  This is not Lot B.  Indeed, 
there is music, but it’s all repetitive.  A robot playing the same roll on a banjo.  One DJ who stands 

there watching his computer screen.  Here, our characters stop and mingle with the crowd.  

This is a perpetual 
song that I memorize.

Memorize?  It sounds like 

the same beat and chorus 

over and over.  A slow rise 

and then a drop… 

Invariable refresh.

Haha.  
Cool.  
Yeah, 

people 
seem to 
enjoy it.



{ POLYP In Barts HEAD }

“ All you goTta 

do is report 

to a nitrous 

tank near you.  

And I’ll hear 

about it... “

Bart 
spots a 
nitrous 

tank.  
He hears 
POLYP’s 

words in 
his head… 

MOOOOO!

Beckoned by a loud alarm, a large golf cart slowly rolls through 
the crowd, dispensing opioids and ecstasy pills via a leaf blower.

All sorts of 

bad ideas in 

your head.  

Come, come.  

You won’t want 

to miss this.

Huh?

Oh uh… 

nitrous.  

I’m gonna 

go score 

a balloon 

or two.

      Right.

Every now and again.  But when a 

good show’s not around this is 

mostly what goes on here.

Dear God!  Pills till 

the cows come home!

Welcome to 

the Lotus 

camp. 

Oh!  Does Lotus play 

here?  They’re cool.  

Cannot 

stop.

Most people have 

been conditioned 

to this but Dolphin 

seems to be the 

only one who 

prefers this type 

of thing.

Deal and Bart 

take a good, long 

look around 

their placated 

surroundings.  

@?





You want to know 

what they are?

Ah… 

sure.

Opiates and ecstasy.  Uppers, 

downers.  Barbiturates and 

other ‘scripts.  Things that 

make you studious or se-

date.  Pills that make you 

love and make you hate.

What kinda 

pill does 

that?

Ah… hmmm… 

Follow me 

and I’ll show 

you.  These 

two should 

be alright 

for a while.

Everlast pills!























SADIES SHOW OFFSTAGE 
that Evening

Sadie stands behind the long 

and luxurious stage curtains 

at her daytime venue.  A huge 

stage is nestled amongst 

treehouses.  Her bandmate, 

Pegga, grows impatient along 

with the rest of the band.

Come on, then 

Sadie, what the 

blubbering 

cunts is taking 

us so long?

She’ll be apples, 
Pegga.  

I had a dream last 

night.  In it, my 

friend with a wood-

en leg told me to 

wait for Ben 

backstage.

Well he’d need a backstage VIP pass, 

luv, and he ain’t got shit.  He’s a bodgy 

writer anyways since his last article 

flopped and then ‘e wrote all those 

disturbing love letters to ya, cunt.

Reckon you’re right, Pegga.  

But this dream… it’s embla-

zoned on my psyche.  Like-

like watching a film that’s 

exposing light beams. From 

where, I could not say

Aw, a cunt is a 
cunt, is a cunt.





BEN?!

WHAT 
ARE 
YOU 

DOING?

FU
CK

 

AL
L 
YA

LL
 

M
OT

HE
R 

FU
CK

AS
!

Watch 
This.

Uhhh. Nothing...

Doesnt 

look 

Like 

Nothing 

From 

phere.

MmmM... UGH! AHH!
SADIE! SHIT! Uh...

FU
CK

 

AL
L 
YA

LL
 

M
OT

HE
R 

FU
CK

AS
!FU

CK
 

AL
L 
YA

LL
 

M
OT

HE
R 

FU
CK

AS
!







Sweeeet.





Very much time is spent thusly here.

Listen, I 

think my 

performance 

was off be-

cause I’ve been 

thinking a lot 

about this 

other girl.

Indeed.  

But also, 

I think 

there’s 

something 

under me.  

A lump 

or some-

thing.

How’s that?  

WHAT THE....

It keeps 
growing 

back!  
IT KEEPS 
GROWING 

BACK.



SEX SHOW - DUSK

The Nymph leads Deal through a complex weave of people, a tunnel or labyrinth, if you will, 
of contorted people, towards a prominent view of one captivating show on a stage nearby.

Observe.
Yeah sure.  What is it now?

Holy fuck.  
That’s a lot of 
love.  I think.  
In some way.

Observe.  We all want 
each other in such a way 
but we never know how 

to express it to anybody.  
Hence the headlessness.

How do I get in?

You already 
did.  Some 
people al-

ready know we 
fucked.  The 
event is pub-
lished in the 

pornographic 
blogosphere 
and it’ll be 
mentioned in 
casual con-

versation.  This 
is the new mu-
sic to some.



Hey, which porn-
stars are you?

Sorry about that I…

It’s 
ok.  
Go 

talk 
to 

Bart.

Oh yeah, he looks especially 
fucked up.

As though for the first time, he sees the drooling 
individuals around him.  Everyone is watching a 

freakish orgy of headless bodies fucking.

Fellas.  What’s going?

Fucking Deal!  Ah!  
Well… I’ve been watch-

ing this for the last 
23 hours…

BlEhhhh,,,,

You look a bit sickly.  
Have you eaten?

When 
did that 
happen?  

Wait, 
how 
long 

have we 
been 
here?

Well, long enough 
for my stomach to 
start consuming 

itself.  The bastard… 
stupid stomach!

Don’t talk 
shit.  I’m 
gonna go 

check some 
shit out.

Anyway.  
We’ve 
been 
here 
for 

weeks.  
Awe-
some 

weeks.

Can’t re-
member.  I 
was with my 
friend.  Er…

Can’t remember.  I was with my friend.  Er…

Let’s here now worship 

the constants.

Fine.  Fine.

Can’t eat dude.  
Med-tent said 

I got 
salmonella… 

on acid… 
and pills.



What’s all 
this then, 
Dolphin?

This is 
where we 
motivate.  
I’m to fish 
to please 

this woman.

Yeah, I’d probably bang 
the shit out of her.

Ah, but she looks a little 
artificial, Bart.  A little 
ah… interchangeable?

They always are 
until they meet 

someone outside 
their situation.  

Trust me, I’m about 
to show her what the 

real world is.

Ah… well…

What’s up, brother?  
What do you need?  
I got some shit.

Show me 
out of this 

Deal.

You have 
got to get 
me out of 
here!  I’m 
addicted.

What do you mean, 
Dolph?  You got 

everything you need.  
And say, ain’t you 

supposed to be my 
bodyguard?  You’re 

supposed to help me.

They only feed me pills.  
Night come now, they 
lose their jam.  I am 

just animal here, Deal.

It is my 
spirit.  Why 
do caged 
animals 

stay?

They feed them opiates?

 Tolerance.



  Time moves faster the 

farther you get away 

from Lot B.  Just as 

well, the more you do 

a thing, the less you 

notice it.

Notice how everyone 

seems a bit older.  

I mean, look at Bart.

One should emphasize the 

hidden truth in his words.

HaaR
rrRRR 

...
Deea
aaa
llll.

That’s mostly 
due to horren-
dous amounts 
of oxy con-

sumption and 
probably raw 
chicken.  But 

still, it’s been 
about a year 
or two here, 
while only a 

day has passed 
in Lot B.

How?  How can this be?

Because Eternifest lives in a reverse-vortex of hyper relativity, or “irrelativity.”  The farther you get from the 
center of Lot B’s gravity, the faster time passes for you, without you, or for that matter, Lot B, noticing.  

Well, how do you 
know then?

Because 
time is a 

sensation.  
Listen 

to your 
senses.

Shit we’ve been 
here for years, 
haven’t we…? 

  And we’ve just 
been getting high!

Ah, but why not?  
No big deal, Deal?

It is if you got shit to do.  Damn it, half the people here 
are so doped up they don’t want to move.  They just 

watch sex and Sexdoll Deities all day until they starve.

Hey man, can you massage these pills down my throat?  I can’t 
seem to contract my swallowing muscles the way I used to.



Bart, come on, let’s get the 
fuck out of here.

Deal.  Long 
time no see.

Yes, you 
fool!  You 

don’t real-
ize how right 
you are but 
we’ve been 
here for 

years.  Feel 
how we’re 
slightly 
older?

Come to 
think of it, 

I’m not sure 
I can.  I 

guess this 
place just 
ages you… 
spiritual-

ly?  I don’t 
feel wiser 

though, less 
so.  But you, 
my friend…

You look like 
a plastic bag 
that’s been 
run through 

a bear’s 
rectum.  Now 
I’m not one 
to stand in 

judgment, but 
I cannot let 

our souls 
die in such a 

manner.

Haw haw.  Yer funny Deal, but I got a 
new buddy now, his name is Dolphin and 

I’m just gonna stay here and feel 
awesome for the rest of my life with him.

I’m a prisoner 
here with him.  He 
smells.  Please 

help me.

Listen man, you gotta help 
yourself out of this mess, 
I can’t make you change.

If it’s not worth a 
try, now fuck us. Ah… no… 

Not many things better than getting doped up and fucking around 
for years at a time.  What could be better?  What… could be… 

better than getting high and banging?

An 
enormous 
backfire 
from the 
pill-pop-

ping machine 
creates a 

spectacular 
explosion 
and sends 

a color-
ful plume 
of opiate 
particles 
wafting 

outwards 
like fairy 

dust.  

Despite the 
machine 

temporarily 
breaking, 
there’s aN 

ululation of 
approval in the 

crowd, which 
noticeably 

piques Deal’s 
interest.

A big bang.
Hell!  A bigger bang!

We’re gonna show ‘em 
something irresistible.



TREEHOUSE BAR

The crowd disperses after “Sadie and the Periods’” performance.  Above and behind the throngs of festival 
goers lies the Treehouse Bar where the band, some other VIP’s and Ben and Sadie sit to get some drinks.

Aaagh… That was a great show 
you did, Sadie.  Better than the 

second set Halloween show you 
did in ‘27 where you screamed into 

the mic and spoke in tongues.

Ow.  Indeed.

I even translated 
what you said and put 

it on “The Period 
Forum” now there’s a 
language based on 
your tongue speech, 

because of me.  I 
taught this one kid, 
Fetus was his name, 
how to er… speak it.

It’s a mushroom milkshake.  

Brings you face-to-face with the 

moon.  Or at least halfway there.

You… dosed 

me… I wasn’t 

expecting this.

You’re tripping 
on my terms 
now, Ben.  For 

I’ve had a 
vision that we 

discuss 
something 

important or 
something.

I figured the 
mushrooms would 
break down some 

walls.  Mature 
you a bit.  The 

thing is you don’t 
know me.  You 

don’t know who I 
am.  You love me 
because you wor-
ship me.  A love 

god.  But a 
false one.

I’d worship a false god if it 
were you.  Kill for it, even.

I’m sorry.  It’s just that, you 
feed me your spirit, your life 
essence.  Your aether.  And 

maybe that’s all music is, it’s 
not the recycling of chord 
progressions, melodies or 

lyrics, that stuff is means to 
an end.  It’s the energy from 
the deepest part of you.  It’s 

your aether that binds us 
with you.  It’s your art and 
your love.  The language of 

love.  And for a while, my ob-
session.  

Everyone’s gotta have one at 
some point in their lives.

Ok, that’s fucked up.

You know… you’re prob-
ably the only one I’ve 
ever talked to about 

these things.  Even with 
my bandmates.  I mean, 
yeah, we have conversa-
tions about music but I 
never know if we’re just 
in a circle jerk.  I never 
have the perspective I 
crave.  They don’t quite 

get it the way you do.  I… 
need this sometimes.

I also can write 
four pages on 
your taste in 

shoes depending 
on the day of 

the week.

Stuff that 
nobody else 
could know.  

Mmm… you are 
so delightfully 
twisted, you are.  

That suits me 
alright…





LOTUS CAMP - NIGHT Deal busily runs several fuses and winds them all together in a perilous-looking bunch.  

What’s on today’s schedule 
for humiliation?

I’m building a happy bomb.

You’ve been working hard.  
Why don’t you have a pill?

Well, I suppose I’ve 
earned a little bit of…

Wait!  No!  This is the whole reason I’m doing this.  I 
gotta snap outta it somehow.  Maybe snap Dolphin 

and Bart too.  Out of… “Irrelevant Time.”

Hmmm.

And then maybe 
I can find a way 
to snap you out 
of it too.  Shit, 

you’d think as the 
Nymph of Lot B, 
you would have 
stayed in Lot B.

I migrate.

You know… maybe 

someday I could 

introduce you to 

my friend Sudoku.  

Eat a wookie wrap.  

Some smooth LSD.  

A bottle of vino 

and a joint maybe?  

Talk about where 

our hearts 

belong…

Well… I’ll always carry 
a torch for you… 









Ok.  We’ll do it for 
the now’s sake.

Yeah.  This is good.  
Stick with me 

Dolphin and we 
can find action like 
this from here to 

the edges of 
Eternifest.  

But I need you 
to help show 
me the way.

Well… nothing 
permanent but, 
you know.  We’ll 
have some fun.



TREEHOUSE CANOPY

Oh, look at that.  
Some, kind of, 
flashing light 

out there.  

Maybe it’s a UFO?

Must be fireworks 
somewhere…  I 

wonder how much 
time it takes their 
light to reach us.  

Probably 
irrelevant.  Far 

and away from us… 

Sadie… Deal’s in 
deep with the Ni-
trous Mafia.  He 

crushed an entire 
shipment of gas by 

accident.

I’m well aware.  Good 
for the bands, bad for 
him.  Is he dead yet?

Not that I 

know of.  He 

fled to the 

edge of 

Eternifest.  

I’m not sure 

how to help 

him.  Maybe 

we shoulda 

made a stand.

Inspiring, but he had 
to do what was right 

for his campsite.  Hell 
sometimes you just 

gotta do what’s for the 
greater good.  Hard to 
figure that out though, 
isn’t it?  Shit I’ve got 

this far off gig my 
band wants to go to 
but I’m just not up 

for it.  Was thinking of 
breaking up the band.

Well don’t do that.  A 
band’s gotta stick to-
gether for each oth-
er, even when they’re 
in agony or apart.  If 
music is the language 
of love and love is 

pain then you’ve got to 
share it with us so we 
know we’re not alone.  

Then it’s not pain at all, 
anymore.  Stick with 

the band, go play the 
far away gig, even if it 
sucks.  Do whatever 

you can so that you can 
save us from making 
the same mistakes.

Just think of us in a dream, Ben.  All 

of us together in a glorious, shared 

dreamscape.  Eternifest may be big but 

he won’t have to run forever.

But then maybe I 
should heed my own 
advice.  Should have 

stuck together… 



LOTUS CAMP 
Deal and Dolphin are running through the panicked crowd of dopers, 

battling it out with enraged elk.  Dolphin protects Deal.

The elk are crazed and 
bewildered at the same time!  

Bart must be nearby.

Be now!  Something wrong.

Yeah, You were so 
beautiful up there 
on stage.  Mmmm...

CLOMP 
CLoMP 
CLoMP 
CLUMP 
CLOMP

CLOMP 
CLoMP 
CLUMP 
CLUMP 
CLOMP



Now people are upset.

Let me smell them!They must pay with blood!

Oh no. The 
sacred DJ.

HEY! Bart… 
Stop that NOW!

YEAH...

He’s fucking our 
sacred DJ!

Uh.  No, he’s 
not. 

Come on, Bart. We’ve got to 
get the hell out of here.

Sure thing, bro.  Or should 
I say… eskimo bro?

A bro by any other name is still a bro… bro.
Enough of this bullshit.  Let’s get out of 

here before the crowd rips us avpart.

Yeah, yeah... time to 
unwind after your big 
show.  Aw, yeah.  Yeah.  

Aw, yeah.  Yeah. 
 No!  NO!  YEAH.



But they look as timid 
as church mice.





DJ JONES’ TOWER 

Watching the glow of the fires sparked far and away, DJ Jones enters a 
trancelike state, standing as though conducting the borealis in the night sky.  

Randall, perhaps still recovering from his acid trip, watches from the staircase.

Why’d we send them out 
there, Jones?  Why’d we 

feed ‘em to the devils we 
don’t know?

When the devil is fiending 
sometimes it’s best to give 

him a hot dose.
Is that what we 

did?  We banished 
him just to feed 

him our kids?

I only know Bart through 
you, and I barely knew that 
Deal boy… they’re not our 

kids, Randall.

Nuh-yearr, well, they seemed 
to fit in around here.

You really believe I don’t 
know what the fuck I’m doin 

up here, man?

Nuh-yearr, well again, I 
guess I’ve just never seen 

things like this.

I’ve literally not 
seen them.  Ap-

pearances aren’t 
everything, in 

fact they’re just 
the twists and 

turns of tiny lit-
tle things.  And 
sometimes a ray 
or two makes a 

wrong turn.

  To illuminate 
what sort of 

day?  That I don’t 
quite understand.  

But the grand 
old spark must 
carry on some-

how.  Right?

We can’t help it, I guess.

We never could, Randall.  
What’s coming, is coming.

Yep.  Tomorrow morning.

Tomorrow morning.  
The toads arrive.



Merchants Setup Outside of Jones’ Tower



toad feasting on the borrachero flower.

At the base of Jones’ tower, Jones and Randall greet a few toad traders, as well 

as DJ POLYP.  The TRADERS talk with Jones before a wall of toads in aquariums.



Nice toads.

Thank you.  It’s a pleasure seeing you again, Jones.  
The last time you wanted a Colorado River Toad 

you and I were playing cat’s cradle in the orgy van 
riding down the highway of the great divide.  

Ha ha!  Yes.  Though I 
know not why you’d want 
so many.  And why feed 
them the borrachero 

flower thusly?

Those were the days.
Don’t you know that 
stuff is poisonous?  

Plucked straight from 
the “drunken binge 

tree.”  Who knows what 
it’ll do to them.

Well, yes. 
But y’see…

How I diddle my toads is 
my business.  The people 
I work for don’t need to 

answer any questions.

Oh?  People work in 
Eternifest now?

Only for a “higher” purpose, man.  No 
excuse for not knowing.  Don’t you 
know anything about Eternifest?

I know I don’t like catching 
toads and picking flowers 

for people other than Jones.

And Jones does it for me.  
DJ POLYP.  You may know 

my music.

I know 
that it’s 

excrement.

You haven’t seen excrement until I 
show you the “Alaskan Pipeline.”

It’s where I poop into a 

condom, freeze it and then 

fuck you with it. Now, if you’re 

finished showing off the girth 

of your toads, maybe you can 

take your fat sack of drugs 

and fuck off into the woods 

again.  Fall into a pit.  Die.

I could condone falling 
into a pit but then DYING?  

What the fuck?!  

How dare you?

What the hell is that?



Because I’m daring.

Well, all pleasantries 
aside, I’m sure we’re 

all very busy.

That we are.  
Good luck 

Jones.  I hope 
you know what 
you’re doing.

Don’t 
give me 

that 
look.

I knew it!  

You’re faking 

blindness!

What?  No!  I just know you too well.  
And believe me I don’t trust this guy, 
POLYP, either but-

I’m right in front of you.

What were you going 
to say?

EEK!  Shit!

Damn you, sir.  
Whatever you’re 
doing with these 

poor critters bet-
ter not be cruel or… 

perverse.

Ah, what-

ever... you 

senile, old 

bastards.  If 

I catch you 

guys fucking 

around be-

hind my back, 

well, I’ll 

fuck around 

behind yours.

We don’t want to be raped.

Arright.  But you will 
have to face some sort 

of indignity.

I face 

indignity. 

Every. 

Fucking. 

Day… 

I believe you.



Uh oh.  I’m not sure 
I like things that 

are wet and squishy.

Whoa.  There ARE a 
lot of toads here.

There are now.  And 
they’re going to be 

your secret ingredient.

How?

You figure it out.  
Here’s some intel.

What the 
hell is 
that?

Devil’s 
breath and 
Toad Juice.  
This whole 
recipe is 

nonsensical.

And then some.  My 
dad’s idea.  That 

little concoction 
is gonna be huge on 
shakedown street.

You do know that 
Devil’s Breath is like 

a date rape drug 
for zombies.

There’s a bonus!
I won’t do it.  

If you don’t do it then 
I’ll stick a firecracker 
in every single one of 

their asses.

Sudoku considers the 
sad and pleading eyes 
of a young toad in its 

tank.  Her heart wrench-
ing, Sudoku surrenders.

Don’t slaughter 

them!  I can extract 

the toxin without 

killing them.

Make sure 
that you do.  

And then we’re 
gonna mix it up, 
like I want to.

I see possibilities here.  

And the great “powers 

that be” saw fit to share 

that power with us.  

You’ve just got to use it.

  Your buddy 
blew a big, 
important 

shipment for 
me.  I do de-
clare that 
this would 

make things 
“Even Ste-

ven.”  

This is insane.  You want me to make an inhalant compound 

based on scopolamine, 5-MeO-DMT and bufotenin?



Asshole!  

Your 
generation’s 
greed has 

been passed 
on too long 
through this 

cosmic 

waterwheel.

Whoa.  You might be getting 
a little too deep for 

yourself there, hombre.

I had a cousin 
like you once.  
You know what 
happened to 

him?

He got so drunk one day that 

he puked.  He threw up so much 

on the bathroom floor that he 

slipped on the tile, cracked his 

skull open on the toilet, and 

broke his ass so bad that he 

shat his pants and then died!

Come 
along 

Sudoku, 
we’ve 

got work 
to do.  

Another 
fiesta to 

“mani-
fiesta!”

I had a cousin 

like you once.  

You know what 

happened to 

him?

What?

Save it Old Man.







INSIDE SUDOKU’S BIO LAB

What am I gonna do, Lou Reeds?  I 

wish I was a hallucinogenic toad 

like you, then I’d lick myself and 

trip out with all the hip toads, 

across time in the grime.  And 

maybe I’d have feathers too so I’d 

be like… more colorful than you.

A toad and a bird; then 

people could call me 

ah…  “Tird?”  Or a “Boad.”  

So, people could say, 

“This Boad’s well.”



DON’T BE 

SCARED, 

LITTLE 

CREATURE!  

I’M NOT 

GONNA HURT 

YOU!

Sorry, 
little 
friend.

YOU’RE SURE YOU 
DON’T HAVE TO 

KILL IT?

No… but I can fuck it… 

I can express its sacs 
without killing it.  Thusly, we 
can get a decent amount of 

the toxin blended with a 
diet of scopolamine.

Then I guess they want me to synthesize it with no2 and 
2ce.  “No2Nice.”  That’s what they’re gonna have to call it.

I’m an 
ALCOHOLIC?  

Well, YEAH…

But why would they 
want me to use 

toads?  I mean, I get 
the combo with sco-
polamine... kind of, 

but there’s no 
scientific evidence 

that this would 
work.

Just gotta express the 
parotoid glands here.

The toad moans the way toads do and excretes an impressive 

amount of thick and faintly green toxin into a jar.

* Ozone trying to 
read the lips.

..........
.........

....



I feel 
a sharp 
pain in 

my balls 
Just 

watching 
this.

Just 
gotta 

express 
the 

parotoid 
glands 
here.

I’M NOT 
GONNA 
HURT 
YOU.

Sudoku presses into the sacs on the toad’s body.

The toad moans the way 
toads do and excretes 
an impressive amount 
of thick and faintly 

green toxin into a jar. It smells of 
body odor.  Yet, 
not unpleasant.  
Rather enticing.

Whoa!  

That 
was a 
good 
one.



All Set, Lou! 

The Nymph seems to materialize out of the roof-canvas of Sudoku’s Yurt.

That’s precisely why 
they want you to use 
it.  For its pheromone 

properties.

Sudoku spins to regard the Nymph, Ozone is still obliviously examining the toads with distaste.

SNIFFFFFF... 
AHHHH...



Weird.  Uh, hello.  
You know about it?

I saw the people 

who released 

these toads into 

Eternifest.  They 

now account for 

95% of the toads 

on the festival 

grounds.

People who 
released them?

Take a closer 
look at its belly.

God damn.

It reads, 
“Trans-Toad Co.”

My word!  

Are these toads’ 

transgender?

Some of them, 

yes.  But the 

‘trans’ means 

something 

else as well, 

“Transgenic.”

I’ve read about this.  

They must fertilize the toad’s embryo with human genes.  These toads 

are part human!  But why the label?  Nevermind that, why the scent?

Why… unless… the gas.  

They want me to make 

a “No2Nice” gas that’ll 

attract more people 

to it with its raw 

sexual allure.

It’ll make their high 

more irresistible, 

incidentally.  Desire 

that overrides all 

human function.



Jesus.  Synthesizing the gas… people 
are going to be mental on this.  So, 

mental… -ly ill.   Might be cool.

You’d make this 
potion for the 
Mob at your 

door?  Even if 
they spread it 
for ill will?

If I don’t, 
somebody 

will.  Wait, I’m 
justifying 

myself to… 
Do I know 

you?

We’ve met before while
 we were both fucked up.  

I’m Nymph.

Ohhh yeah… 

Sorry, I forgot.  Anyway, 

I don’t know what to do 

about these assholes.  

If bottling the “No2N-

ice” gas gets them off 

my back then at least I 

can save these and may-

be other poor creatures 

from any harm.

They are cute and 
industrious.  Worthy 
creatures to save.

Yes.  Many of them 
are.  We had toads 

near my parent’s pot 
farm in Cali.  I miss 
them.  Missing a lot 
of things these days.  
I miss my friends.  I 
don’t even know if 

they’re alive or dead.

Or both?

Both?

* DAMMIT THAT WAS GETTING GOOD!

MY HEARING 
IS FUCKED!  
YOU HAVE 

TOTAL 
PRIVACY!



 RANDALL’S SHACK Randall is set to release a corpse wrapped in cloth and afloat on a makeshift 
raft.  Fetus stands beside him, helping guide the body into the river.

And so, we guide another nameless 
statistic into the hungry mouth of death.  

And the Lord said, “That’s the way it goes.”

Damn it!  You ruined my 
thing I had going there 

for this poor bastard!  The 
least we can do is pre-

serve the nobility of hu-
man life.  Must I teach you 
with some sort of weapon?

You been holding out on us, 
you old fuck!  POLYP’s gonna 
wet his pants when he sees 

this untapped gas!

To 

HELL 

with 

you.  

I’m 

gonna 

tap 

this 

shit!Listen, you twisted fool!  
I don’t know what you’re 
fucked up on, but that’s 

not a nitrous tank!

Hey!  Hey, what do you 
think you’re doing?





Warn them all!  WARN 
THEM ALL!  WARN THEM ALL! Yeah.

Warn 
them 
all!  
WARN 
THEM 
ALL!  
WARN 
THEM 
ALL!

Warn 

them 

all!  

WARN 

THEM 

ALL!  

WARN 

THEM 

ALL!

Ok… calm 
down now.

Holy shit.  That little fucker can run.                  This does not look good...

Well, somebody’s 
got to clean up shits 

creek for those 
without a paddle.

My God.  We gotta 
warn people.  

We gotta warn them all!



THE FOREST

Oh, shit!

That 
strange.

Yeah, well, 
it’s a toad’s 
vagina buddy.

No… not 
toad.

Transgender toad, eh?  It’s a 

sign… maybe we’re getting closer 

to the edge of Eternifest!



Along their journey, the chums laugh and jeer amongst each other as Deal 
strums his banjo, Dolphin on djembe, and Bart blowing a harmonica.

Bart chugs and throws a half-full beer at Deal’s head, prompting Deal to bran-
dish the handgun Randall gave him and threaten Bart with it.  Dolphin tries his best 

to ameliorate the situation, somehow accomplishing this.  Laughter ensues.



Sudoku, toiling away.  She hands a newly-inflated balloon with 
the No2Nice gas to a Nitrous Mafioso.  He inhales and then 

begins smashing his head against the table until he’s bloody 
and beaten unconscious.  POLYP gives Sudoku thumbs up.



Walking along gaily, the chums suddenly stop at Bart’s behest.  Bart then politely 
excuses himself only to vomit blood on the side of the trail.  Deal and Dolphin are 
aghast with fright but for Bart this is run of the mill, and so he gives the “OK” sign.



Late that night the Chums have a delightful jam session around the 
bonfire under a “supermoon.”  They revel in a warm party amongst 
other festival-goers.  A UFO whizzes by, stops to observe their jam 

session, and then continues without the chums noticing.





















Maybe we should get 
out of here?  Shakedown 
Street is gettin… grody.

My goodness.  
They’re really 

chomping at the bit.

Yes well, hippy crack 
will do that to ya.



Hey, Sadie!  Do I have 
a good voice?

AAAAAAAAAA
AAAAAAIIIII
IIIIIIIIIIII
IIGGGGGGGG

Okay then.  
That could 

be something 
else besides 

nitrous.

OY!  Sadie!  

I mean er… It’s 
time to play mu-

sic with your band…   
“The Periods.”  I’ll 
be buggered if we 
miss it because 
we wuz standing 

around ‘ere 
inhaling the shiite 

oxygen abouts.

It’s time fer 
your period!

Right.  Well.  Good 
on ya then, Pegga. 
I’ll catch up with 

you soon.

DURRR!  You’re Pegga 
from the Perio-

AAAHH!  TAKE THE PISS 
WITH ME, WILL YOU?

the fan’s eyes 
explode in heR 
head and HER 

body turns into 
rotting corpse. 

SSSSSSWWWWW
WWEEEEEEEEE....



Fuck no!  You’ve got to move 
that arse of yours or I’m get-
ting addicted to heroin again.  
That was the deal.  If you’re 

late, I get to do heroin.

Fuckin’ ‘ell.

Roight!  
You an’ 

me, let’s 
go.

Sorry Ben, but this is goodbye.  Playing that 
far away gig at a boathouse or something and 

we had to hire a chopper to take us there.

Will I ever see you again?

Of course, you will.

I mean as more than a fan.

Don’t kiss my ass, 
Ben.  Not yet.

Bout bloody time.

Ah don’t go off like a frog in a sock!





SAND DUNES

Bart, where did you 
get this map?

Friend of mine had a tattoo of a New 
York City map on his back. I thought 
it was cool so I gave him a bunch of 
ether and then he peeled his skin off.

What 
the 
hell 

is this 
“New 
York 
City” 

people 
keep 
men-

tioning?

There’s a mole 
there.

Yes, I see.  

That must be 

what’s 

confusing me.  

I propose we 

go over there 

where those 

nomads are 

and ask for 

directions.





NOMAD CAMP
The Chums walks through the camp.  Their observations are stark and terrifying but everyone 

seems to be enjoying themselves in the dusty party.  A bizarre Bazar filled with serious trippers.

Is intense.

Tastes like 
uh… booze… 

or something.  
It’s hot.

Yo.  Either of you fellas know 
where the good smack is?

Uh…



I 
love 

Agatha Lane 
is my name 
and crack 

cocaine is my 
game.

And I’m Bart.  So, 
I spent the last 
years on the out-

side trying to earn 
a name as an 

arsonist.  Owned 
a bar, burned it 

down successfully 
so I thought I’d 
be good at it.  I’m 
good at burning.  
They called it 

insurance fraud.Bad ass.

You got a boyfriend?

That’s 

surprising.

You got a boyfriend?

Nope.  Got a buddy named Ozone who 

might be interested but, I’ll just end 

up disappointing him.  Had a girlfriend 

once though.  Was about 10 years ago.  

She and I had a lot in common.

Liked being married to each other.  

We’d drink all the time.  To the point 

one day we went to a TOOL concert 

and then never saw each other again.  

Guess it wasn’t meant to be.  I’ll miss 

her Bloody Mary’s.  She’d make them 

with slabs of bologna and chunks of 

cream cheese.

Nah.

bologna.

Suddenly their eyes lock in a loving gaze.

I 



I think we’re in the 
wrong campsite 

buddy.  The music is 
scaring the children, 
everybody just tries 
to take drugs from 
you without a trade, 
and, I mean, those 

two guys are 
knife-fighting.

Small man, small 
man.  Still the knife.

Hungry.  Small 
man finish.  I eat.

It also looks like mostly dudes, some of whom 
are clearly forcing their girlfriends to be here.

Well, anyway, we should find some food. 
I wonder what people eat around here.

Deal addresses a HOBO who’s 
eating a dead crow to his left.

Besides 
carrion!

I love counting 
crows man!  

HAHAHAHAHA!





Bart and Agatha making out in the dirt.  It’s messy and then gets downright 
piggish when Agatha pours sunblock first in her mouth, followed by Bart’s.

Charming.  Where 
did he get the tank?

Is frog’s ass.

You can say that again.  
Something weird about 
the gas though.  Never 
uh… smelled it before?

What?  Ass?  Now how the hell do you know 
what- wait, never mind.

Wonder why it’s in the gas then.  Holy shit, 
Bart’s gotten into it again.

A thing too many.



Bart, you dumb shit.  Are 
you really that bored?  

You don’t even know what 
that shit is.   How is it?

It’s like, I’ve really discovered who 
I am for the first time in my life.

Let’s get this 
fuck party 

started.

Agatha’s back!  

Agatha, this is my 
friend Deal and 
our traveling 

partner, 
Dolph Lundgren.

Bart.  My 
name is 
always 
Dolphin.

So, you keep saying.  

Here boys, try some.

Wait, the last time 
we did this we got 

chased out of Lot B 
by the Nitrous Mafia.

It’s not nitrous.  
This shit yonder is 
something else.

Nobody was selling 
it.  Which is too bad.  
Would’ve earned a 
fat sack of drugs.

Oh yeah?  How would 
you accomplish that, 

Bart?

Er… uh… well, I would 
have given you up to the 

nearest members of 
the Nitrous Mafia.

Yes… 
I have been 

on point recently.

Haha, very funny.  
They’d kill me.  

Ha, good one though.

Hmmmm.



Come on, 

Dolphin.  

I’d be 

perfectly 

contented 

looking at 

something 

else right 

about now.

My tribe doesn’t have this.

Ahhooooo… 
SSSSSSSSSSSSSSssssssssss… 

Thoughts in a migraine.  Death metal at a blood 
orgy on acid.  A concentration of art and pain.  

Gore and sex.  Never-ending life in decay. 

Twin brothers amputate limbs, stitching them 
onto the other in places out of order.  





Through a blur, we see Deal and Dolphin sitting behind an old man watching a young woman 
perform an erotic “eel show” on a stage above a seething infestation of cockroaches and men.  

You boys 
sticking 

around for 
the buffet?

What.  The.  Fuck.  

Yeah, I think we’re gonna 

get outta here.

Your loss.







MEANWHILE ON SHAKE DOWN STREET WIH BEN

As Ben enters the center of the crowd, 
ghouls that were once hippies seem 
to emerge with fetid skin and blood 

on their clothes, arms and legs in the 
wrong places, eyes falling out and yet 
hopelessly euphoric in their waste as 

the mysterious gas takes hold of them.

Ben comes to the tank and 
makes a terrifying observation.  

The Mafioso tending the tank 
is accepting payment in drugs, 
money, sex, and human teeth.

Ben evades the menacing crowd, shoving hopeless 
victims aside as he moves through them, 

accelerating into a run dodging vomit in a hellish 
cubist nightmare that twists body and soul.

EEEEEEEAAAAAGGGHH!EEEEEEEAAAAAGGGHH!

That’s no ordinary 
nitrous… it’s making 
a barbaric horde of 
Cyruses and Effrons!

















AAAAGGGHH!



Night and Day in constant fluctuation.  Deal and Dolphin 
are suddenly combatants on one side of a wood fenced 
boxing ring.  Weapons are tossed at their feet, a sword 
and a spear, and of course Dolphin has his speargun.

A Sublime 
cover band 
plays in the 
background.

Oh God, there’s a Sublime 
cover band playing!



Organs 
for a good 
caaauussse!

Organs 
for a good 
caaauussse!







Wouldn’t you rather 
give me your 

orrrrrgans?!

Ok now.  
The choking 

and the 
hitting was 
all in fun 
but let’s 

call it a day.

Good job 
buddy.  You 
killed it.

Always dead.

Always alive!

Dolphin and Deal begin to run into… 



VERDANT FOREST

How about 
that.  I 

remember 
this cave.  Or 
a cave just 

like it.  Seems 
like years 

ago though… 
I’ll hide 

there.  Chill 
out, etcetera.

You 
see 

that?

The mouth of the 
cave is hungry.

Deal, retardedly followed 
by Dolphin, kneels before 
the cave, listening to its 

ominous echoes and watch-
ing the mysterious shadows 

deep in its body.  

With a fright, he realizes that he can’t 
see his left hand while it’s inside the 
cave.  It appears anytime he places 
a body part in the cave it disappears; 

cut off like light through a blind.

Right.  
 

Let’s not feed it.

Odd.



Dusk falls, rather too abruptly as 
Deal and Dolphin make their way
back to the main crowd through 
fierce-looking characters bent 

into abnormalities.

?!

?!



SILENT DISCO TENT - NIGHT



Dolphin, 
you 

coming?







TREE TRUNK - NIGHT

 I templed to take this otter purity to 
scribble you an impotent letter.  It hobbled 
to my intention that your “Fred” and my “Fred” 

Deal is not a cocaine but “cocaine lite.”

I respect foul play.  Be weird, and bi-curious.  

Your Fetus.

Dear 
Bartledad. 



NOMAD CAMP - DAWN

Bart?  Bart!  Bart!  Shut up!

He’s over there.

I know… I know god damn it.

Where’s Dolphin?

Deal, we’re tied to a tree and 
I wasn’t saying anything.

OH FUCK!  
Look what 

they’ve 
done to him!

I know, dude.  
They colored 
him red and 
shit-brown.

No, you fool.  
They ate him!  
Don’t you see 

they picked him 
away clean as a 

chicken wing.

And then 
they covered 
him in shit?

Yeah, that 
eventually 

happens when 
somebody 
eats you.

Dolphin was the 
coolest black 

guy I ever knew.

Was he just a black 
dude to you, Bart?  
You’ll be lucky to 

find anyone holding 
your life as sacred 
after you’ve bit it.

I wouldn’t 

bet any 

blowjobs 

on that one, 

buddy.

Somebody would care.You mean you bet with 
your own blowjobs?

No… I meant 
if you were to 
bet, you would 

be betting 
blowjobs.

And fuck you.  
You’re both 

gonna die the 
same way your 

friend did.

How did 
you find 

us?

His girlfriend 
led me to you. 

Which, as 
per our 
agree-
ment, I 

believe -

He sold you 
out for a fat 

sack of drugs.

Our deal has expired.



And your Deal 

will expire.  

Ha!  Wasted 

cannibals are 

everywhere 

in this to-

tally wasted 

wasteland.  

Just listen… 

Is that true, Bart?  You were telling the 
truth that time you said you were selling 
me out?  And to get a fat sack of drugs?

Well, I was 
gonna split the 
drugs with ya.

Agatha!  You 
traitor!  What 
are you doing 
with DJ POLYP?

Fuckin’. You’re making a big 
mistake, my little 

Wookie Wrap.

You two are the only ones who look 
like a Wookie Wrap right about now.

Why 
are you 
here?

Well I was just passing through, overseeing 
the transport of victuals from the outside.  

 A parachute carrying a supply box drops 
from the sky and lands in the sand.  

Had to enlist some help from my dad.  He blames you for a lot.

All because you fucked my shit up in a freak accident.



Now why the hell would you 
breed with a toad?

What’re the toads for?

My old man works on ‘em at his company.  
We release them for the appearance of 

natural breeding.

That’s the one.

Cross-breeding will be the cornerstone of my operation. Should it be such a hard concept for you to grasp?  Do you not 

look at yourselves and the way you people act and think that perhaps you might be, possibly, just maybe, living in a zoo?

A zoo so good it even looks like nature intended it.  At least that’s what I extrapolate from this whole fucked-up situation.  

The festival.  The whole revolting development against the world outside.  It’s served only to keep you assholes 

entertained while the adults run the real world. My  lady friend and I are gonna show you hippies who you really are.

No, the Asian chick.

Sudoku.

Agatha?

She wouldn’t do 
shit for you un-
less you forced 

her.

Yeah but you know what 
gets my dick hard?  

Forcing people to do 
things.

She wouldn’t 
do shit for 
you unless 
you forced 

her.



I say good day.

Somethin’ not right 
with that guy.  Same 
goes for you Bart, 

you fucked us.

You fucked us, man.  You were the one they 

were always after.  You’re the one that made 

‘em so mad.  The one who decided to run all 

the fuckin’ way out here to find the edge of 

the fuckin’ festival.  To save your ass!  Does 

it look fuckin’ safe out here?

What’s more is that because of you he took 

Agatha.  You know Agatha and her people are 

the only ones ever showed me any respect?

Let’s Bounce babY.

They want to kill you and eat you!

Still, there’s some dignity in that.

Tell 

that 

to 

Dolphin.

Dolphin, I think that there 
was SOME dignity in- Shut the fuck up!  

Shut the fuck up!  
Shut the fuck up!  
Shut the fuck up!  
Shut the fuck up!  
Shut the fuck up!  

Shut!  
The!  
Fuck!  
Up!



For a moment they cry, ceasing only when they both notice a displaced mound of dirt, 
representing, it seems, a subterranean tunnel moving rather cartoonishly towards them.

Fuck.  

They’re 

coming!

Fuck my ass!  Is it 
Tremors?  What if 

It’s Tremors?!

Oh, thank the Gods 
I can’t work a coat 
hanger worth a shit!

The 
bastard!?

AAAH

HHHH

AAHH

HHHH

HHHH

HHHH

HHHH!

Oh, thank the Gods 
I can’t work a coat 
hanger worth a shit!

What?

Never mind what 
he said kid.  

Just cut us 
loose.

How do?



































DJ JONES’ BROADCAST TOWER

So what you’re saying exactly is that 
the Nitrous Mafia has been planning 
to disperse this experimental batch 
of toad gas all over the festival?

Right.  Is that what 
they’re calling it?  

Toad Gas?

They call 
it Toad Gas, 

Zombie Queef, 
Toadstool, 
No2Nice, Re-

verse Boofing, 
they also call 

it Ozone.  

But he might 
not catch on 
right away 

because he’s 
pretty much 

deaf.

Oh yeah… 
how is that goin?

He doesn’t 
seem terri-
bly upset by 
it these days.  
He’s really 

into gongs… 
and bongs.

In any case there’s 
a lot I think we 
ought to make 
atonement for.  
Never in my life 

have I been so se-
duced by black 

light in a world of 
shadows.  I thought 

it cold help the 
scene…   

I seen kids out there high as balls 
and with shit in their pants to last 
for days.  Bloated with bile til they 
die.  Who do you think’s gonna clean 

up that mess?  

If these people keep crapping 
themselves then we might have a 
generational crisis.  A generation 
so full of crap that it might as 

well not even exist.

Well maybe there’s a 
way to get the word 

out to people.  Ya 
know, educate them.  
Hell, I teach volun-
teer groups all the 
time.  I could build a 
curriculum for drug 

safety.

Say… that sounds pretty 
good.  And now that I think 
about it, I’m a journalist of 
sorts.  With my connections 
at the blog I could totally 
spread the word to all the 

Festies about the corruption 
and cronyism behind 
the Nitrous Mafia.

I’d read that… 
in braille.

Hell maybe I could even send a message out 
to Deal through the blog.  There might be 

communications out there at the edge.

Not if the edge 
doesn’t exist.



Is that DJ POLYP I hear?  
Renowned asshole?

The very same.  
Come to fetch 
my “Gas Queen.”

I gotta tell 
ya.  I’m not 

crazy about 
the moniker.

I’d like to 
hand in my 

resignation.  
I’m going to 
teach young 
volunteers 
drug safety.

Yeah sure, 
that’ll get ya 

places.  Babysit-
ting a bunch of 
twisted brats 

for their twisted 
parents won’t be 
much fun when 

their bowels are 
loose enough to 
piss their pants 
well into their 

30’s and 40’s, or 
die trying.  And 
that’s if they 
have enough 

brain cells to 
remember to 

breathe.

I’ll write the truth 
about your antics.

You tell your truth and I’ll 
tell mine.  I suggest you re-

main obsequious, college 
boy.  Better to tell people 
what they want to hear.  The 

truth is just too existen-
tially depressing.

 The truth that people 
would rather be compla-
cent in the moment than 

worry about what’s really 
going on.  You people aren’t 

even listening to the mu-
sic anymore.  What average 
hippy would want to know 

more than the next place to 
score drugs?

Deal would.

That’s right.  Lots of 
people will hear from 

him, from the edge!

Ahem.  He was eaten by Cannibals 
this morning or tomorrow 

morning.  I forget.  
It’s irrelative.

What? Him dying.  It’s irrelative… 
irrelevant?  Like, it’s 

happening now but really, 
it’s tomorrow there…  Or 
years from now. Anyway, 

he’s fuckin’ dead.

No.  
It’s a lie.

Either way, you just 
made him a fucking 
martyr.  Deal was 

like family to me, you 
son of a whore.

A good excuse 
for a man, I’ll 

give him that.  But 
still, just an 

excuse.  

So, you write 
something about 
this situation in 
your blog if it 
makes you feel 

better.  However, 
I foresee a grave 
decline in reading 

comprehension 
over the next few 

years. 

Watch the birdy!

More Mafiosos move in to stamp on him and, 
while they’re at it, they surprise Ozone by 

banging his head into the gongs.

WHAT 
THE 

FUCK?!



And you!  Because of you, my poor 
brother HPV is dead.  Suffocated 
by a pile of human waste from 

your faulty equipment.

That’s not… exactly 
what happened.

Hey now!

Sudoku precariously dangles 
in the rafters below the radio 
tower’s balcony.  We’re looking 

over POLYP’s shoulder.

AHHHHH...

I’ll fucking 
jump.  Who’ll 
make your 
gas then?

Don’t test 
me, Sudoku.

Only one way for you to find out.  Come 
on, think of the toads.  Your willful 
actions will cost them dearly.  The 
next party is mandatory.  One for 

the ages, and the end of ‘em.

The party’s over for me.

!!!?!



Well, I’ll be damned.  She 
wasn’t so smart after all.



AHHHHH...

!!!?!



Outside LOT B POLYP and his mob take them all away as prisoners, connected by rope.

God… I 
miss her… 
I miss her 
so much.  

Fucking animals.  What’re 
they doing to Lot B?  And 

Bart!  Tried to sell me fer 
drugs, Dolphin.  But you 
wouldn’t be so shallow 

would ya.  So cheap.

(Makes Dolphin talk)

Me don’t know cheap 
because my tribe no 

use numbers to 
quantify things.

(as himself again)

Right, right.  That’s what 
I like about you, Dol-
phin.  You can’t count.

Agatha, you filthy whore.  BELCH*

Are you out of 
your fucking mind?!

Ah!  You hit Dolphin,
you son of a bitch!

Splooge!  
Splooge!  
Splooge!



TRAITOR!

JERK OFF!

Ow… those 
must be… 

phantom pains?

Look!

OH…  FUCK!





Let’s go get a beer.

Yeah, gotta hydrate.

Mmmm..
Beer.







TENT CITY 
We see an expansive piece of lycra fabric stretched as a tent.  Suddenly Sudoku’s form drops into the lycra, 

stretches it to its extent, and snaps through to the other side.  A cloud of white powder erupts from her landing.

 BEAN BAGS OF 
COCAINE BANK

I knew 
this 

would 
happen.



BOATHOUSE BAR

Hey, can he 
have a beer?

I don’t know.  
Can he?

Haha!     He’s good.

Where’d his mind go? Oh yeah, been 
meaning to ask 
you about that.

Oh… 
this… 

this is 
weird.  

Kind of 
amazing.  

Still… 
hurts.

Maybe you can plug it 
or it’ll close by itself. 

Y’know, like a vagina.

Bart, there’s 
complexities you 
gotta understand 
about The vagina… 

You people are so 
obsessed with 

plugging orifices 
that you don’t 

realize that you’ve 
reached the edge.

Hey… it’s that… girl.

This is the 
edge?  

An ocean 
with no land 
the eye can 

see.  

I’m so 
loaded with 
questions.

You’re loaded alright.  But yeah.  
Just an ocean leading to the 

relatively unknown worlds beyond.  

Makes ya kinda appreciate where 
you come from.  But hey, if you 

want to leave, there’s the boat.



PIER - DAYTIME Deal sees a pier loading passengers onto a boat.  
A SEA CAPTAIN holding a banjo ushers them on.

‘Scuse me.  
Where does this 

boat go to?

It lyeaves.  

Thus, hyere 

bey dur larst 

buuat out of 

Etyernifyust.  

Boot 

rymember, 

Dur’ be nyah 

re-entry.

Deal takes a moment to witness the 
strangely normal looking people on the 
boat.  Families of tourists surely going 

back to their lives in normal civilization.

Dur pyeople 
hyere, dey vant 

to retyrn tu 
der 

ryghtfyul 
plece in 

cyvurlysation.

...

Civil-Civilization?

Wyll ye be 
burding the 

buuat der boi? 

... ?



BIOLOGY LAB
Sudoku’s green and crowded Bio Lab.  Hallucinogenic Toads 

press against the glass.  Two Nitrous Mafiosos enter.

…Do it!

Don’t…

I drank some paint last night.  
A whole bucket full.

How 
come?

Seemed 
like a 

good idea 
at the 
time.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.

Riiii
BITTT.



Riiii
BITTT.

AHHHHHH !!! 

Fly my pretties!  
This Boad’s well!  

Hahaha!

  Hahaha!



NUDE BEACH

The ferry leaves its port and puts forth into the horizon.  
Deal and crew stand to watch it contemplatively from the beach.

Almost answered your 
riddle? Some more answers 
are floating over there… The body bubble!

My god, it looks like someone’s 
drowning out there.

I been there.

I’m coming!  Just 
hold on!  I’m coming!

Don’t worry, 
buddy.  I’m 

gonna save ya.

He discards it and then unwraps the corpse.  
Discovering, here and now, the terrible truth 
that the dead body floating in his arms is his 

own.  Sure, a little soggy, decayed but 
indubitably his very likeness, his very self.

?

Deal screams while he pulls the body to the shore so that the others may see it.

Deal grasps the floating body and its meager 
craft.  Noticing Fetus’ message in a bottle 

attached to it, he unfurls it and reads it.  The 
message is written in illegible gibberish.



What!  

What 

is 

it!

You, Deal.  It’s you 
that’s the doppelganger.

Doppel-Deal?

Holo-Deal.  Deal, you are a 
being of light and energy.  

A plasmic hologram.

Eee...eeee… 
am I still tripping?

Indubitably.  But 
that should help you 
see through the veil…

FLASHBACK Timewarp*

You are not exactly the person you were when you 
overdosed that day.  It’s why you can’t remember 

anything before Eternifest, it’s why you do not bleed 
when wounded.  For light only bleeds in shadow.

As Deal’s body dies in a fit, a specter flickers 
from the cave.  It’s Deal’s living hologram 
or “Holo-Deal,” just as fucked up but still 
mobile, and tuning in like an old T.V. station.  

The spirit of Deal moves to the mossy 
patch to pass out in while the corpo-
ral body expires in some shrubbery.

What do you call it…  Doppelganger?



Oh, Dear God!

How about that, Dolphin?  Haha.  We 
been talking to a dead guy.  Hey Deal, 

you want to be the new Dolphin?
Bart, I feel like 
I don’t really 
want to exist 

right now.

Well that’s 
bullshit.  Hell, 
today is like 
your birthday 

of sorts.  

HAPPY! HAPPY, HAPPY BIRTHDAY.

Do you not know the 
words to that song?

Guys, come on.  I haven’t been myste-
riously guiding you around for noth-
ing.  We’ve got to save the soul of 
Eternifest.  Save soul with soul.

Witness.  Using this 
knowledge, you can even 

change form.  

I can show you.

This is insane.  You can’t 
just sex change me 
into another man!  I 

gotta be real!  I mean, 
how would I be able to 
walk around at night It is the light of stars and love that brings people back into 

holographic form.  Perhaps you don’t have many fans but you 
have at least one who loved you enough, or you them.



“ OY!  It’s Deal and 
the other cunt! ”

What’s this?  And the Nymph!  

Well, fuck me dead!
We just got done playin’ 
a gig at the Boathouse.  

To escape… we… I… this… We’ve been looking 
for the edge of Eternifest.  Dammit, if I had 

known you guys had a chopper… Well, fuck me dead uh… too…  it’s 
Sadie and The Periods!  What’re 

you guys doing out here?

What the fuck are yous all 
doin’ out here?

Bloody ‘ell, the Edge 
of Eternifest?  Is 
that where this is? Isn’t it 

obvious?

Well I didn’t think it existed so I never 
bothered looking.  Not much time when 

you’re playing the eternal gig, ay Nymph?

You two 
know each 

other?

Aw, the Nymph and I 
go way back.  Visits 
me in dreams and 

such.  She’s 
practically an 

artificial appendage.

Pun intended mate!  What’s 
next for you all then?

Think you can give us a 
lift in your chopper?

Well, I’ll have to 
run it by Pegga.

I’ve seen the edge and 
a lot of stuff in be-
tween, Sadie.  I gotta 
do what I should have 
done a long time ago 
which is to go home.  

I’d rather die with the 
folks I love than to 
let the Nitrous Mob 

chase me out.

I don’t know, Sadie.  We 
ain’t got much space for 
fuckwits and not to seem 
high and mighty but this 

derro’s carrying a fuckin’ 
corpse with a child about.

his is Dolphin.  He’s 
our friend.  I have 

speedballs to share.

Right.  Well, come to think of it, it might be kinda 
badass to roll up to Lot B with a skeleton.

Alright!  All you cunts, into the chopper!

Hoooraaaayy!Hoooraaaayy!





SUDOKU’s YURT
Sudoku, Ben, Randall, and Jones in bamboo cages watch the nitrous 

mafia vindictively whilst they get high on their own supply.

Take it easy, fellas.  Save some 
for the scum out there!

Sudoku?  
You’re alive?

High on life.  How’s 
the retard business?

Booming.  We 
should cele-

brate… in your 
yurt.

Ehhhhh… 

You see…  I get the fact that you have a 
thing developed with the weird eccentric 

guy of the group.  I get that.  But let’s face 
it, I’m the guy who’s been getting shit done.  

Meanwhile, that weird attention whore 
friend of yours has just been jerking him-
self off in a corner somewhere.  I’m the 

Alpha.  He’s the Omega.I’m here.  

I freed all the toads.

You 
what? Yeap.  

Before 
you 

caged 
us.

Waiting 
for you 
to see 

the light.  
I can 

make you 
happy.

That’s gonna set me 
back a couple months.  

Well ah… you get a 
beating for that in 
some campsites.

How would you like 
to find a compro-
mise that satisfies 
both of our needs?

Do tell.  
Should 

be 
intriguingly 

futile.

Ok.  We can continue 
an endless streak 

of violence and con-
flict that you may 

enjoy in the moment, 
however to continue 

such a conflict would 
be taxing our years 
to come with stress, 
trauma and tragedy. For some that’s 

what life is.

Yeah, but 
you like 
partying, 

don’t you?
Undeniably.  

Who 
doesn’t.

Well, trying to kill me 
and people like me isn’t 
going to be conducive to 

that.  Trying to cut us 
out like a cancer won’t 
work.  You’ll more than 
likely be as stressed 
trying to hunt and kill 
the people who might 

learn to do the same to 
you.  It’s fruitless 
without inclusion!

Listen, whatever you think 
an employer is, it doesn’t 
really give a shit about 

your health and happiness.  
Look at what the gas does 
to people.  You’re slowly 

but surely creating a stag-
nant market for yourself.

That’s not how 
the world 
works, not 
everybody 

gets invited 
to the party.  
Besides, I’ve 
got employ-

ers and I like 
stress.

How so?  I’ve got people 
literally lining up in droves 
for the stuff.  Easy pickings.

Yes, but they disregard every 
other resource before them.  

Some of your clientele are com-
pletely stupefied by a drug that 
makes them shit their pants to 
the point of fatal infections.  

Can’t you see that?

Well, that’s their own 
fault for consuming 

so much.

So then, you see that the 
environment around you 
is over-saturated, harm-
ful.  In the marketplace 
of the dead there are no 

return customers.

We can build something 
better.







This is something I should have toyed with a long time 
ago.  I think we could’ve been great lovers, maybe 

even friends. But to tell you the honest, truth, most 
everybody on Earth is better off dead anyways.  I’m 
thinning the herd with an iron fist in a velvet glove.

You want to use 
your fist, then go 

fist yourself.

Oh, I love it when you talk dirty.  But 
that was your last chance.  Now let 

me show you what dirty really is.

Good one!  
Ok, push them in.

Just thoughts really… 

And so, my friends.  May your DMT high 
naturally released in your brain be a 
nightmare in the seconds leading up 

to death.  Any last words?

I thought people didn’t want 
to come in because I peed in 

it… that one time… 





HPV!      Brother, you’re alive!

I thought you died 
in a pile of shit.

Nope!  Let’s have a 
whippet to celebrate.

You got it, brother.

Hey, are we 
gonna get 

this execution 
over with 
or what?

In a minute!  You’re just 
in time.  I’m gonna kill 

that guy for killing you.

Sweeeet.

Well if anyone deserves 
it, it’d be that guy.

Careful not to freeze-
burn your mouth with it 

like you always do.

I would have to be one 
stupid, inbred, sonuva bitch 

to do a thing like that.

Yeah, but not enough to 
let a huge pile of shit 

keep you down!

Yeah, but…     what?

ou keep talking about this pile of 
shit as if you’re not the only pile 

of shit I see around here.

LADY GAGAGAGAGAGAGA!



POLYP falls to the floor in shock.  The Nitrous Mob and their prisoners look on, 
confused.  POLYP looks up at his brother as he clutches his crotch in tears.

What 
the 

fuck is 
wrong 

with 
you?!

I haven’t 
been 

feeling 
myself 
lately.

You might say I’m a new man.

DEAL!

– And 
then 
some. I truly am sorry about 

all of this.  Just not 
that sorry.



A barrage of fireworks bursts through the crowd of Nitrous Mafiosos 
and causes an explosion that cracks a rift in the structure of the mud 

pit balcony.  Mafiosos fall into the pit.  Sudoku kicks one in.

You’re going to 
die in so many 

ways.



I already have.  And 

I’ve discovered that 

we’re something 

more.  We’re mighty, 

spiritual beings, 

POLYP.  Starlight in 

projection.  There’s 

more to life than 

you’ll ever live to 

learn about.

Ok, you lost me.



I’ll take you all like 
I took your mothers.

AYIYIYIYIYIYIYI!

What’s that sound?

I CAN’T HEAR ANYTHING! It’s music… and… a helicopter? From slightly above, we see Sadie and 
the Periods rappelling in from their 
helicopter.  Helicopter should have 

its speakers blasting.



A raging battle ensues.  Backed with the Periods, the former prisoners attack their captors.  



I must be 
on drugs to 

think you were 
my brother.  
Now you pay 

for all those 
balloons you 

cost me.

Free 
for 
20?

Don’t know 

if you can 

kill me.  

Would I 

just come 

back in a 

new form?  

A new face?

Stop!  Stop what you’re doing!

Who could you ever trust?  Ya know, thinking that 
the next person closest to you, could be me.



These assholes are all fucked up!  

Bitch, we are leaving.

Agatha, darling, avert 
your eyes for a minute.



How come 
you didn’t 

invite us to 
the party, 
ass-wipe?  
After all 
the toads 

we gathered 
for you?  

Could it be 
poor man-

ners?

FUCK!  I hit my ass so hard 
there I think I shit my pants.

Get… 
get away 
from me. 

Somebody 
help!

That’s it, 
POLYP.  

Have 
yourself 
a seizure.  

Seize in the 
grandeur!







Shit!  Was wonderin’ what was diggin’ 
out my organs.  Hehe.  Oh well!

What a show!

Partner.
Partner.  Or 
the ghost 
of my dead 
partner.  Or 
rather… are 

you some kinda, 
Quantum Con-
sciousness?



Not that I’m aware 
of.  In any case I’m 
here for you, and 

because of you.  I’m 
sorry I didn’t bring 
any seeds back this 

time.  I didn’t 
exactly bring 
myself back.

I’ll take whatever you got.



And so, the abyss that stared back looked the other way on that day in Lot B.  
Peace was attained for the time being with the Nitrous Mafia so long as they 

finished the remainder of the No2Nice Gas off on their own.

A deal that they accepted readily.



Bart made up with Agatha and added Pegga to the mix 
every now and again.  They had had their own kinky shit 

that only a select few would want to see.



After that, Deal was unified with Sudoku in a non-definitive lifetime of 
sharing drugs and love until their bodies or minds gave out.  Wouldn’t ya 
know it that Sudoku was totally cool with Deal being a hologram.  And 
sure, enough he would flicker with age as she did and someday would 
flicker away when she did.  Couples do that.  But they thought it’d be 

funny to never admit they were a couple to strangers.



Gone were the days of strife, abuse, and treachery 
for as long as anybody cared to remember.



The music played on and happiness repeated itself for a long time.  Joy reigned so 
eternally that people started to question what the hell was going on.  

But nobody really argued with it.  So, our perspective moves back, garnering 
Lot B and their party, the city of tents behind parked cars, music, nature, nudity, 

in perpetuity, on this fine day at Eternifest.



THE END.

























No2Nice
An inhalant that combines the molecules of Scopolamine 
(C17H21NO4), the hallucinogenic tryptamines in 
Bufotenin and 5-MeO-DMT, and Nitrous Oxide (N2O).

The Scopolamine (Devil’s Breath) is a toxic alkaloid rendered 
from the Brugmansia flower’s seeds and leaves which have 
violent hallucinatory properties that can cause temporary 
insanity or death. 

In the No2Nice molecule there exists a forced ionic bond 
between Scopolamine and a complementary alkaloid in Bufoten-
in and 5-MeO-DMT (5-methoxy-N,N-dimethyltyptamine) found 
in Colorado Mountain Toads’ paratoid glands, which can cause 
death in dogs or warm euphoria in humans. Transgenic toads 
used in Eternifest give off an attractive venom as opposed to an 
abrasive one.

Both Bufotenin and Scopolamine can be vaporized and mixed 
covalently with Nitrous Oxide (aka laughing gas) which 
creates the molecule No2Nice (C17H21NO6 5MeNO-DMT), 
a powerful inhalant that causes indelible hallucinations, 
loss of consciousness, loss of sensation, diarrhea, nausea, 
schizophrenia, autism, Anaphylactic shock, and mentally 
dissociative hazards amongst other adverse reactions.

 

-Sudoku



MDMANO2

Below are  the  main 
chemical  compounds 
mixed between toad 
juice  and devi l s 
b r eath . 

Bufotenin 
and Scopo lamine .  



Nymphs Theory of  Irre lat iv i ty

{ .  } {  . }

Gravitat ional  theory  invo lv ing t ime 
di lat ion in the rever s e  and inver s e  o f 
General  Relat iv i ty .   Whereas  the  farther 
an ob j e c t  i s  f rom it ’ s  s ource  o f  gravi ty 
the  fa s t er  t ime s e ems to  go  in General 
Relat iv i ty ,  General  I rre lat iv i ty  invo lve s 
the  s ensat ion of  t ime moving s lower 
when i t ’ s  moving fa s t er  in re lat ion to 
a source  o f  gravi ty  or  a  c erta in 
locat ion in spacet ime . 

What ’ s  more  i s  t ime i s  moving fa s t er 
the  c lo s e r  we are  to  a c erta in locat ion 
in spacet ime ,  but i t  s e ems s lower a lbe i t 
many event s  occur within that t ime .

* 
The theory  l eave s  many quest ions 
unanswered and some have 
dec lared i t  i r r e l evant .



E =  Deal2

So ,  I  f igure  the  way t ime move s  i s 
g enera l ly  the  same as  in genera l 
r e lat iv i ty  but instead of  the  green 
l ine be ing direct ,  f rom Deal  to  Lot  B , 
i t  actual ly  snake s  back and forth 
between the two locat ions  in spacet ime .  

Weird ,  and ,  i r r e lavant .



ETERNIfEsT – << 
” it’s a don’t ask don’t TEll Economy.”

         vv



1.       Heavy Flow
2.       Finger the Psychic (you’ll get caught red handed)
3.       They Call Him Mr. Feels Right (In the Pussy)
4.       Strong Poo
5.       Light of the Mind’s Projector
6.       She’ll Be Apples
7.       Cunt is a Cunt is a Cunt
8.       Homo-Homuncular
9.       Yes
10.     No
11.     Nymph Dreams
12.     Same, Same, Everything Different

The Periods announce their 
new album: Finger the Psychic

J@MFACE



Finger the Psychic.

Album Review by Ben @Jamface

Rarely does a song belt you out of your 
high in the miasma of music around 
the Eternifest grounds.  In the festi-
val that never ends you’ve got to admit 
there’s no shortage of tunes undulating 
into your cranium via the ear drum, so 
much so that at some point you’re not 
sure if you’re listening to a song or if you 
dreamed it up yourself in the soundtrack 
of your mind.  Such is the ease of the 
times, such is the schizophrenic ease of 
The Periods and their new album, Finger 
the Psychic.  The title track of which is 
hardcore enough to throw one into a fe-
ver.  Very guitar driven, very heavy.  The 
emotions dip and rise drastically (per-
haps too drastically) in the following 
tracks.

Contradictory?  Yes indeed.  Music 
should be, it’s a journey, a conversation, 
a plotline.  The sounds coming off this 
album can rearrange from soothing one 
minute and then suddenly plummet to 
the brink of insanity.  The good kind?  Or 
you’re not sure.  The jokes in the lyrics 
sum up a deeper sense of the irreverence 
the band is going through.  Maybe irrev-
erence isn’t the word, but there’s a lurk-
ing entity within the album that seems to 
be self-aware and yet despairing.  “Strong 
Poo” was especially provocative and poi-
gnant while “Cunt Is a Cunt is a Cunt” 
made me question what a Cunt really is.  
But the real heart and soul of this course 
and rackingly discordant album is “Light 
of the Mind’s Projector.”

I’m Sadie’s biggest fan and I challenge 
anyone to a genital punching match who 
says otherwise.  But sometimes it scares 
me how far my head dives into her siren 
song.  Her lyrics in “Light of the Mind’s 
Projector” seems to iterate a longing for 
something new and enticing in a dream 
that’s lost it’s narrative.  Surreal, funny, 
snappy, but questioning.  If the first cou-
ple of tracks raise morale for the seaward 
journey, then “Light of the Mind’s Projec-
tor” is the compass leading the rest of the 
tracks afterwards.

Throughout there are the light riffs and 
harmony of West African psychede-
lia that gets contrasted with more guitar 
driven tracks.  I think the embodiment 
of the contrast would be concentrically 
located in tracks 9 and 10 or songs “Yes” 
and “No.”  Oddly enough, it seems these 
two tracks are meant to be played togeth-
er at the same time from different sound 
sources though the band hasn’t confirmed 
this as true… yet.  There are a lot of un-
answered questions about the album that 
has stymied and infuriated many other 
critics.

Fuck em, finger yourself in the ear once 
and a while.  Can a band damn itself and 
save its soul at the same time?  That’s 
what seems to be occurring with this al-
bum.  No doubt, it’s unique but it’s lost 
too.  An artifact on the verge of never be-
ing discovered.  And if The Periods are 
lost, then, what does that say about us?  
We should be looking for these answers.  
Or we should be lost.

( ... ) The Periods

J@MFACE



The Periods announce their new album: Finger the Psychic

1.       Heavy Flow
2.       Finger the Psychic (you’ll get caught red handed)
3.       They Call Him Mr. Feels Right (In the Pussy)
4.       Strong Poo
5.       Light of the Mind’s Projector
6.       She’ll Be Apples
7.       Cunt is a Cunt is a Cunt
8.       Homo-Homuncular
9.       Yes
10.   No
11.   Nymph Dreams
12.   Same, Same, Everything Different

 

Finger the Psychic.

Album Review by Ben @Jamface

Rarely does a song belt you out of your high in the miasma of music around the Eternifest grounds.  In the 
festival that never ends you’ve got to admit there’s no shortage of tunes undulating into your cranium via the 
ear drum, so much so that at some point you’re not sure if you’re listening to a song or if you dreamed it up 
yourself in the soundtrack of your mind.  Such is the ease of the times, such is the schizophrenic ease of The 
Periods and their new album, Finger the Psychic.  The title track of which is hardcore enough to throw one 
into a fever.  Very guitar driven, very heavy.  The emotions dip and rise drastically (perhaps too drastically) 
in the following tracks.

Contradictory?  Yes indeed.  Music should be, it’s a journey, a conversation, a plotline.  The sounds coming 
off this album can rearrange from soothing one minute and then suddenly plummet to the brink of insanity.  
The good kind?  Or you’re not sure.  The jokes in the lyrics sum up a deeper sense of the irreverence the band 
is going through.  Maybe irreverence isn’t the word, but there’s a lurking entity within the album that seems 
to be self-aware and yet despairing.  “Strong Poo” was especially provocative and poignant while “Cunt Is a 
Cunt is a Cunt” made me question what a Cunt really is.  But the real heart and soul of this course and rack-
ingly discordant album is “Light of the Mind’s Projector.”

I’m Sadie’s biggest fan and I challenge anyone to a genital punching match who says otherwise.  But some-
times it scares me how far my head dives into her siren song.  Her lyrics in “Light of the Mind’s Projector” 
seems to iterate a longing for something new and enticing in a dream that’s lost it’s narrative.  Surreal, funny, 
snappy, but questioning.  If the first couple of tracks raise morale for the seaward journey, then “Light of the 
Mind’s Projector” is the compass leading the rest of the tracks afterwards.

Throughout there are the light riffs and harmony of West African psychedelia that gets contrasted with more 
guitar driven tracks.  I think the embodiment of the contrast would be concentrically located in tracks 9 and 
10 or songs “Yes” and “No.”  Oddly enough, it seems these two tracks are meant to be played together at the 
same time from different sound sources though the band hasn’t confirmed this as true… yet.  There are a lot 
of unanswered questions about the album that has stymied and infuriated many other critics.

Fuck em, finger yourself in the ear once and a while.  Can a band damn itself and save its soul at the same 
time?  That’s what seems to be occurring with this album.  No doubt, it’s unique but it’s lost too.  An artifact 
on the verge of never being discovered.  And if The Periods are lost, then, what does that say about us?  We 
should be looking for these answers.  Or we should be lost.

 short bios for them with some photo references.  

D o l p h i n ’ s  t r i b e :   T h e  P i r a h ’
 

A s  E t e r n i f e s t  e x p a n d e d  i t  b e g a n  t o  a s s i m i l a t e  m a n y  d i f f e r e n t  c u l t u r e s 

o f  p e o p l e  e v e n  a t  t h e  p r i m i t i v e  e x t r e m e s .   T h e  P i r a h ’ ,  w h o s e  l a n g u a g e 

a n d  e v e ry d a y  l i f e  c e n t e r  o n l y  o n  t h e  v a l i d i t y  o f  p e r s o n a l  e x p e r i e n c e 

a n d  w h o s e  l a n g u a g e  d i s r e g a r d s  h i s t o ry  a n d  q u a n t i t y .   T h e y  a r e  a  s m a l l 

a n d  c l o s e ’ k n i t  g r o u p  o f  h u n t e r ’ g a t h e r e r s  a n d  s u r v i v a l i s t s  w h o  k n o w 

t h e  j u n g l e  a n d  l i f e  i t s e l f  a s  t h e y  d o  t h e i r  o w n  b o d i e s  i n  a  c o n s t a n t 

s t r e a m .   A l t h o u g h  t h e y  h a v e  n o  n u m b e r  s y s t e m ,  a n d  y e t  f o r  u n k n o w n 

r e a s o n s  t h e y  m a n a g e  t o  m a i n t a i n  t h e i r  p o p u l a t i o n  a t  4 2 0 . 

B e  t h a t  a s  i t  m a y ,  s o m e  s e c t s  o f  t h e  i n s u l a r  t r i b e  h a v e  w a n d e r e d  a 

s h o r t  s t e p  a w a y  f r o m  t h e  n a k e d n e s s  o f  t h e  j u n g l e  i n t o  n e a r b y  E t e r ’

n i f e s t  C a m p s i t e .   T h o s e  w h o  h a v e  s t r a y e d  t y p i c a l l y  d o  s o  a f t e r  h e a v y 

u s a g e s  o f  h a l l u c i n o g e n i c  c h e m i c a l s ,  o p i o i d s ,  a n d  e l e c t r o n i c  m u s i c .   I t 

b e c o m e s  a  s h o r t  s t e p  f o r  t h o s e  w a y w a r d  P i r a h ’  t o  f u r t h e r  e n t r e n c h 

t h e i r  s e n s e  o f  r e a l i t y  w i t h  e v e n  l e s s  e l e m e n t a l  r e c u r s i o n  o n  t h e  l i m ’

i t s  o f  i n f i n i t y .   T h e y  l i v e  c o m f o r t a b l y  i n  t h e  p s y c h e d e l i c  m i l i e u  o f  E t e r ’

n i f e s t  a n d  e v e n  t h r i v e  a t  t i m e s  w h e n  t h e y  k n o w  t h e  p a r t y  i s  n e v e r  e n d ’

i n g ,  h a s  n e v e r  e n d e d ,  a n d  s t i l l  i s .  



B i r t h  o f  t h e  N i t r o u s  M o b :

 
I t ’ s  n o  m y s t e ry  t h a t  p e o p l e  a t  f e s t i v a l s  l i k e  t o  c l o u d  t h e i r  m i n d s  w i t h  l a u g h ’

i n g  g a s .   K n o w i n g  t h i s ,  t h e r e  w a s  a  n e c e s s a ry  e l e m e n t  o f  m u s c l e  a n d  f e r o c i t y 

n e e d e d  t o  c o n t r o l  t h e  t h r o n g s  o f  g a s s i n g  l a u g h e r s .   W h e n  D J  P o l y p ’ s  r o a d  c r e w 

s t a r t e d  r e a l i z i n g  t h a t  t h e y  c o u l d n ’ t  b o o k  a s  m a n y  s h o w s  a s  t h e y  u s e d  t o ,  t h e y 

d e c i d e d  t o  w o r k  t h e i r  w a y  u p  t h e  N i t r o u s  O x i d e  r a c k e t  i n  S e c t i o n s  B ’ N .   N i t r o u s 

r a n  i n  t h e  f a m i l y ,  h i s  b r o t h e r  H P V  w a s  b o r n  w i t h  a n  u m b i l i c a l  c o r d  i n f l a t e d  w i t h 

n i t r o u s .

 

T h e  N i t r o u s  C z a r  a t  t h e  t i m e  h e l d  D J  P o l y p  a n d  h i s  r o a d i e s  i n  h i g h  e s t e e m ,  f o r 

h i s  p e n c h a n t  f o r  m a n i c  a n d  d r u n k e n l y  v i o l e n t  b e h a v i o r .   T h e  C z a r  d e s p i s e d  D J 

P o l y p ’ s  d i s c o r d a n t  a n d  r e p e t i t i v e  m u s i c ,  h o w e v e r ,  a n d  s o  i n c u r r e d  t h e  w r a t h  o f 

t h e  y o u n g  u p s t a r t .   B e f o r e  l o n g ,  P o l y p  b e g a n  s t e a l i n g  m o n e y  a n d  d r u g s  f r o m  t h e 

C z a r  u n t i l  h e  w a s  c a s t  o u t  a n d  l a b e l e d  a  t h r e a t  t o  t h e  n i t r o u s  e m p i r e .   P o l y p 

c o u n t e r e d  b y  u n d e r c u t t i n g  t h e  C z a r ’ s  p r i c e s  w i t h  h i s  o w n  f o r m  o f  d i r t y  g a s  t h a t 

h e  g e t s  s h i p p e d  i n  f r o m  h i s  e s t r a n g e d  f a t h e r  w h o  s u p p o s e d l y  o w n s  o n e  o f  t h e 

f e w  c a r  d e a l e r s h i p s  l e f t  i n  E t e r n i f e s t .   E v e n t u a l l y  c o n f l i c t  a r o s e  a n d  P o l y p 

l e a d  a  s u c c e s s f u l  r e v o l u t i o n  a g a i n s t  t h e  N i t r o u s  C z a r ,  t h e  t u r n i n g  p o i n t  b e i n g 

w h e n  P o l y p  s e d u c e d  a n d  b r a i n w a s h e d  t h e  C z a r ’ s  d a u g h t e r  t h e n  r a n s o m e d  h e r  b a c k 

t o  h i m ,  f o l l o w e d  b y  a  l i f e t i m e  o f  e x p u l s i o n .   O r  e x p u l s i o n  f r o m  l i f e  i t s e l f ,  p e o ’

p l e  c a n ’ t  b e  s u r e .   I t  s e e m s  t o  b e  P o l y p s ’  M . O .

 

A s  P o l y p  o v e r t h r e w  t h e  t y r a n n y  o f  t h e  N i t r o u s  C z a r  h e  r e p l a c e d  i t  w i t h  h i s  o w n .  

W i t h  h i s  n e w  r i s e  t o  p o w e r  h e  a n d  h i s  f o r c e  o f  N i t r o u s  M a f i a  h a v e  u s u r p e d  o n e 

c a m p s i t e  t o  t h e  n e x t  o f  t h e i r  n i t r o u s  h o l d i n g s  b y  u s i n g  v i o l e n c e  o r  c o e r c i o n 

i n  t h e  m o s t  i n s i d i o u s  s h a d e s .   H i s  g a s  i s  d i r t y ,  b u t  i t ’ s  a l l  t h a t  t h e y ’ v e  g o t ,  a n d 

t h e y  d o n ’ t  t a k e  n o  f o r  a n  a n s w e r .   W h o  s a y s  n o  t o  N i t r o u s  a n y w a y s ?



Gal l ium Nitr ide  Power 
Plant and Concert  Venue .  
The Cry s ta l  Pyramid .
 

M a n y  L o t s  o v e r s a w  t h e i r  o w n  s o u r c e  o f  e l e c t r i c i t y  a n d  s o  h a d  t o  m a n a g e  r e -

s o u r c e s  t h a t  c o u l d  c o n d u c t  i t .   M a n y  t u r n e d  t o  p y r o e l e c t r i c a l l y  u s i n g  c ry s -

t a l s  a s  c o n d u c t o r s  w h e n  h e a t e d .   T h e  m o s t  e x p r e s s i v e  b e i n g  G a l l i u m  N i t r i d e 

w h i c h  w h e n  c o n s t a n t l y  e x p o s e d  t o  a  h e a t  s o u r c e  l i k e  t h e  s u n ,  g e o t h e r m a l  s t e a m 

v e n t s ,  o r  l i g h t n i n g  p a s s e d  t h r o u g h  a  s i l v e r  c a p . 

L o t  8 6 7 5 3 0 9  u s e s  a l l  t h e  a b o v e  w i t h  t h e  C ry s t a l  P y r a m i d .   A  v a s t  s t r u c t u r e 

b u i l t  b y  a n c i e n t  E t e r n i - m o n k s  w h o  g r e w  G o N a d  w i t h  m o l e c u l a r  b e a m  e p i t a x y  i n  a 

v a c u u m .   S o ,  t h e  m o n k s  u s e d  s p a c e s u i t s .   T h e  s t r u c t u r e  o f t e n  a c c e n t u a t e s  t h e 

w e a t h e r  p a t t e r n s  a r o u n d  i t .   H o t  a i r  b l o w i n g  u p  t h e  m a s s i v e  p y r a m i d  w i l l  c o n -

d e n s a t e  w i t h  c o l d e r  a i r  a b o v e ,  c a u s i n g  r a i n f a l l  a n d  o f t e n  l i g h t n i n g  s t o r m s .   S i l -

v e r  a t  t h e  t o p  o f  a  m a n - m a d e  m o u n t a i n  t e n d s  t o  a t t r a c t  l i g h t n i n g  g i v i n g  a n d  a v i d 

b o o s t  t o  t h e  o v e r a l l  v o l t a g e .

T h e r e  a r e  n o  s t o n e  c r a c k s  w i t h i n  t h e  a c t u a l  s t r u c t u r e  i t s e l f .   T h i s  m a k e s  i t  a 

b u l k  p i e c e  w i t h  a  u n i q u e  i n t e r i o r ,  t h a t  h a s  a  - h o w  t h e  f u c k  d i d  s o m e o n e  b u i l d 

t h i s  s h i t ? -  s o r t  o f  v i b e .    I t  w i l l  s e n d  a  s t o r a b l e  v o l t a g e  f o r  m i l e s  f o r  a s  l o n g 

a s  t h e  c ry s t a l  r e m a i n s . 

M o r e  i m p o r t a n t l y -  i t  h a s  3  s i c k  s t a g e s ,  o n e  i n d o o r ,  o n e  o u t d o o r ,  a n d  o n e  t h a t - s 

h a l f  i n  a n d  h a l f  o u t ,  j a c u z z i  a n d  i n t e n s e  l i g h t  s h o w s  t h a t  m a k e  y o u  s e i z e  i n  t h e 

g r a n d e u r . 



J o n e s ’  T o w e r :
T h e  t o w e r  o f  t h e  f a b l e d  a n d  m e t a p h y s i c a l  v o i c e  o f  E t e r n i f e s t  o r  D J  J o n e s ’ 

T o w e r ,  w a s  b u i l t  f r o m  t h e  s c r a p  p i e c e s  a n d  a l t e r e d  d e s i g n s  o f  N i k o l a  T e s l a ’ s 

W a r d e n c l y f f e  T o w e r  f r o m  t h e  p r e ’ p r e a k n e s s ’ f e s t i v a l  e r a .   J o n e s  d i c t a t e d  i t s 

c o n s t r u c t i o n  h i m s e l f  g u i d i n g  a  b l i n d  c r e w  o f  c o n s t r u c t i o n  w o r k e r s  u p o n  h i s 

l i t e r a l l y  b u t  n o t  f i g u r a t i v e l y  b l i n d  l e a d e r s h i p .   R a n d a l l  h e l p e d  t o o ,  b u t  i t  w a s 

J o n e s  w h o  d e c i d e d  o n  t h e  t o w e r s  e x a c t  l o c a t i o n  w h i c h  h e  c h o s e  b a s e d  o n  t h e o ’

r i e s  o f  P l a t o n i c  G e o m e t ry  a n d  ’ L e y  L i n e s . ’   J o n e s  p l a c e d  t h e  c o n s t r u c t i o n  s i t e  a t 

o n e  o f  1 2  g e o g r a p h i c a l  l o c a t i o n s  t h a t  h a v e  u n e x p l a i n e d  p r o p e r t i e s  i n v o l v i n g  t h e 

E a r t h ’ s  e l e c t r o m a g n e t i c  e n e r g y  a n d  c h a k r a  e n e r g y . 

T h e  t e c h n i c a l  t e r m  f o r  o n e  o f  t h e s e  l o c a t i o n s  i s  a  V i l e  V o r t e x ,  b u t  w h i c h  o v e r 

t i m e  a n d  t h e  e v o l u t i o n  o f  l a n g u a g e s  a t  E t e r n i f e s t  b e c a m e  k n o w n  a s  t h e  K u r t 

V i l e  V o r t e x  o r  K u r t  V i l e  V o r t i c e s .   S t r a n g e  w a v e s  o f  e n e r g y  a r e  k n o w n  t o 

b r o a d c a s t  f r o m  J o n e s ’  r a d i o  t o w e r  a n d  s o m e  p e o p l e ,  v e h i c l e s ,  a n d  a i r s h i p s  h a v e 

g o n e  n e a r  i t  a n d  d i s a p p e a r e d ,  a l b e i t  f o r  r e a s o n s  t h a t  s o m e  m i g h t  f i n d  m u n d a n e , 

i . e .  g e t t i n g  t o o  h i g h  t o  m o v e  i n  a n y  d i r e c t i o n .    N e v e r t h e l e s s ,  t h e  t o w e r  e x u d e s 

a  c e r t a i n  p o w e r  l i k e  t h e  B e r m u d a  T r i a n g l e ,  T h e  L o t u s  C a m p  i n  L o t  3 ’ L i t t l e  B i r d s , 

T h e  E t e r n i ’ s e a ,  a n d  t h e  P y r a m i d s  o f  G Z A  ’ f o r m e r l y  k n o w n  a s  t h e  P y r a m i d s  o f 

G i z a ’ .   C o m m u n i c a t i v e l y  i t  i s  f a r  r e a c h i n g  w i t h  n o  k n o w n  l i m i t .   F e s t i v a l  g o e r s 

q u e s t i o n  i f  t h e  t o w e r  c o u l d  b e  e x p l o i t e d  i n  t h e  w r o n g  h a n d s .
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