
The first rumble of thunder in the quiet

The Burning Barge Upon the Bloody Nile



This would be a period piece if it wanted to make an effort at realism.  Set in some era where 
technology is less advanced, but not too primitive---let us grant limited electricity; medicine has 
happily moved past the use of leeches, but not past lobotomies; and men and women live confined in 
rigidly socially enforced gender roles.  A post war era, with disbelief over the carnage wrecked upon 
countries and the manic need to invent the true, wild party.  The 1920s will do.

Of course, there are rebels: anarchists, homosexuals, atheists, artists and free life enthusiasts. These 
days we glorify the rebel element without appreciating how truly difficult it must have been to run 
away from one's family.  Unless one's family were anarchists themselves.

If one had the right combination of money, motivation, and emotional instability, I think one could very
well enjoy breaking free.

Other than the standard use of “Times New Roman”, I use many, many other fonts.  I haven't asked for 
permission, but I will acknowledge them.  I found all of them at FontSpace, a place that is like 
Disneyland for fonts.  It is a cathedral of fonts I visit not as often as I should, and I take everything that 
might help me one day.  I am very proud of my font collection.

Most of the time, I haven't been clear about states of undress, sexual explicitness, nudity, and other 
things.  Other times, it's crazy physical explicitness that might push a costume budget over its limit.  It's
not that I don't care.  I do care.  It is a delicate, potentially dangerous thing—being graphic, I mean.  
People may say they're cool with whatever, and not realize that they totally are not and then everything 
gets ugly and fucked up.  I think the scenes will work either way, graphic or suggested.  What I care 
about is that no one is exploited or that this is done without any understanding as to why it needs to be 
done a certain way.  That's all I'm saying. 

I'll be honest: there's a lot of crazy crap in here.  There's stuff that may be illegal.  But it's the 
Lovecraftian universe, the Cthulhu mythos.  If it ain't eldritch, it ain't Lovecraft.
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Qcast of characters    Q
Dorothy Christie, or Dottie

Dr.  Denagamage Praboth Mahela de Silva Jayawardene Amla, or Amla or Silva

Simon Allingham

Agatha Allingham Amla

Lucy Allingham, in a wheelchair 

Questions

656
AUTHOR'S ELDRITCH WARNING

If you proceed with the production of this 
play  you will be opening yourselves to many ,
eldritch acts from the followers of Cthulhu  ,
most of whom do not possess any genitalia.
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Z
Scene One

SETTING:  Christmas; Dottie's home.  Tree, fire, crackers, etc.

AT RISE: Dottie, Simon, Agatha, Amla, and Lucy unwrapping presents.

AMLA
This one is for Dottie.
It doesn’t say who it’s from.

DOTTIE
It’s so heavy!  And it smells like rancid meat.
I've always wanted a cadaver for Christmas!
Who is this from?

(all deny)

DOTTIE
I'll find out which of you is responsible for this.
(unwraps it; it’s a large book bound in human skin and covered with strange symbols)
Bloody hell…

SIMON
What is it?

DOTTIE
A book!

LUCY
I'm so sorry, darling!  I promise I'd never burden you with a present so boring.
I don't remember even how to open a book!

DOTTIE

SCENE ONE



This one seems impossible to open—it has three locks and there's no key.
Can you smell that?!
It’s disgusting!  It smells perfectly horrible!

SIMON
I don’t smell anything.

LUCY
Only the fireplace.

AGATHA
Books don't smell horrible, darling.
They're only boring or poorly written.

DOTTIE
It's bleeding. There's a tear and it's bleeding.

SIMON
Did you just taste the blood?!

DOTTIE
I don't know what made me do it?
It seemed natural to lick my fingers.
It definitely tastes like blood,
which is in very poor taste.

AMLA
Pun intended.

SIMON
Which of you did this?
If this is a practical joke---

AGATHA
Or an engagement present!
A book to help you find your way through marriage to my, oftentimes, aromatic brother.

SIMON
Extremely hilarious.

DOTTIE
So this is your sick gesture, Agatha?

AGATHA
Heaven's no.
I'm only trying to make tasteless light of the situation.
I wouldn't even know where to procure such a thing.



LUCY
That doesn’t look like something bought at Waterson’s.
Perhaps something from your university library, Amla?

AGATHA
Ah, now we narrow the suspect list down to my quiet husband,
the doctor of medicine.  But that wasn't enough for you, was it?
You have to get a second doctorate in history---history of the occult.
What nefarious plan do you have in store for Dottie?

AMLA
Agatha, please!

LUCY
White slavery.
Well, that's all that those pulp magazines talk about!
And the drawings with the beautiful women with large---
I mean, Dottie could be a perfect choice for a white slave.
I'd buy you, darling, and I'd treat you very well.

DOTTIE
Lucy, please!
This isn't funny!

LUCY
Neither is white slavery!

SIMON
If someone says “white slavery” one more time,
I'm going to burn this house to the ground.

AGATHA
I don't think it's decent, Amla, to give such an important volume to Dottie.
But you always did have a special affection for her.

AMLA
Why do you think it's an important volume?

AGATHA
It's bleeding.
I doubt the common, mass produced editions of the same book don't bleed.

DOTTIE
Can’t you smell it?  It’s rotting!

LUCY
Let's put it in the icebox.



SIMON
With the rest of the food?!
Are you mad?!  

LUCY
I'll get some bandages then.
Where do you keep them, darling?

DOTTIE
In that desk, top left drawer.

AGATHA
Amla, do you know anything about it?

AMLA
There's Arabic and Greek on the cover.  It's difficult to read.  The print is faded.

AGATHA/LUCY
Arabic!/We have found our Santa Claus!/Who else would give an old, Arabic book than someone 
whose ancestors hailed from their proud shores?!/Perhaps its his way of getting to spend time with 
Dottie.  Oh, can you translate this for me?  I don't know Arabic!  But it looks fascinating!  Let's meet in 
your office at the university, between my science hobby classes!

SIMON
You know full well, you elitist aristocrats,
that Amla is from Mesopotamia.
Or was it Constantinople?

LUCY
Aren't they the same thing?

DOTTIE
Stop, goddamn it!

AGATHA/LUCY
One could have simply asked us to 
stop.
One could have been polite about 
it.
We meant no harm.
We're just teasing you, Dottie.
You can be much too sensitive sometimes, 
Dottie.  
Simon, don't let her get away with that once 
you're married.  
It's all that reading she does.  And studying 
the sky or whatever.

AMLA
You know it's nothing I haven't heard from them my 
entire life.

DOTTIE
Sometimes I loathe our families.  
I wish I could live on a rock in space,
Floating aimlessly until I got caught in the 
gravitational field of a beautiful planet.

AMLA
Then who would teach me how to find the North Star 
and the Big Dipper?



SIMON
Come on, enough of this.
Amla, you must be able to tell us something about the book.

DOTTIE
Can you translate the title?

AMLA
There isn’t one. 
These are just bits of writing.

AGATHA/LUCY
Do you forgive us, Dottie?/Is she really angry, do you think?/I think there's no getting her attention 
until she reads that filthy thing./Amla, darling, make her open it.

SIMON
Please, your chattering is giving me a headache.

LUCY/SIMON
Simon, open the smelly thing for Dottie.  You know how to pick locks./That is a provocative 
accusation!/Someone regularly went through my bedroom and read my diary, and I had two locks on 
my bedroom door./Not guilty.  Perhaps you were simply imagining things.

AMLA
These are warnings not to open the book.
They promise the reader “unimaginable horrors” and “eldritch insanity”.

LUCY
What does “eldritch” mean?

SIMON
Sounds like the name of a sixty year old bank clerk 
who, on the last day of his job,
shoots himself and leaves nothing but debts
to his wife and five children,
three of whom aren't even his.

LUCY
That's ghastly and obscene.

DOTTIE
Which is really what “eldritch” means.

Simon
I'm trying to lighten the mood.  I was trying to be funny.

LUCY 
If you want to be funny. Tell a joke.
Let me tell one:



Knock knock whose there? Simon. Simon who? Simon who ruins Christmas by giving his fiance a 
book made out of a dead cow.

Simon
You have no idea how to tell a joke.

AGATHA
Enough of this nonsense!
And you really don't know how to tell a joke, Simon.
Whoever did this better say so. 
This is in the poorest taste.

SIMON
It’s a book, Agatha, not a dead kitten.

AGATHA 
Horrors and Insanity?!
I think I'd rather find a dead kitten in my Christmas stocking.
I wasn't going to make a direct accusation,
but this is too much.
Amla, take that filthy thing back to your office,
apologize to Dottie,
buy her something suitably expensive and with emeralds (as they look wonderful on her) 
and we will never mention this again.

AMLA
I didn't do this!
Why would I give Dottie, 
who has no interest in ancient demonic myths, 
a book like this?!

LUCY/AGATHA
NO ONE said anything about demonic myths!/I thought this book was about a poor bank clerk!

AMLA
I would take it straight to the chair of my department 
and have him lock it in his solid lead safe.
Which I should do right now.

LUCY
I think we're all taking this a smidge too seriously,
due to a gross lack of eggnog.
It's Christmas.  
Whoever did this made this the most fascinating Christmas ever!
Hasn't it occurred to anyone that this may not be what it seems?
I'll bet it's about ancient science or astronomy or something really boring.
Admit it, Amla, darling, you're being just a teeny bit melodramatic,
talking about demons and the end of the world silliness.



AMLA
I never said anything about the end of the world.

LUCY
And when we see it's harmless, if not a bit aromatic,
Simon can step forward and admit his deed and we shall tar and feather him.

AGATHA
Just like last Christmas when he gave me gardening equipment.

SIMON  
You wanted to start gardening!

AGATHA
I wanted the servants to start gardening!

SIMON
Throw that book in the fucking fire already!

AGATHA 
Simon!  

LUCY
Christmas has truly begun once Simon sashays out the profanity.

AMLA
There's no point trying to burn the book.
I doubt it will.

LUCY
Any luck with the locks, Dottie?

DOTTIE
Not yet.

AMLA
Don’t open it.

AGATHA
Isn't that a bit melodramatic, darling?
It's a book. 
If it's going to do anything terrible,
it'll merely nag us about morality and do gooders.
Anything that old must be about sacrificing oneself to the greater good, 
preserving chastity, keeping women from getting the vote---

LUCY
Go on, open it!  I can’t stand waiting any longer!



Maybe it’s hollowed out and there’s a real present inside.

SIMON
No anonymous person should be giving my fiance 
a gift in a hollowed out book 
that supposedly smells like rotting meat
and bound in bleeding human skin!  
That's the absolute definition of impropriety.

AGATHA
A real present wrapped in this ancient book?
Who of us would do such an awful thing?

AMLA
I don't think one of us gifted this to Dottie.
We should put it away,
in a safe, Dottie,
until we determine from whom this came.

DOTTIE
Shouldn’t I open it?

AMLA
Is someone going to admit to giving this to Dottie?

SIMON
This is absurd nonsense.  It’s a book. It's a book!  It's nothing but a fucking book!

AMLA
Give it to me and I’ll take care to---

(he can’t lift it from her lap; it’s too heavy; she tries to hand it to him and it won’t unstick from her 
hands)

AGATHA
This is a joke!
Have you two devised this to spook our Christmas?
Because if you have, well done,
But traditional ghost stories would have done just as well.

LUCY
If you can't open the book, Dottie, I'll give it a go with a hair pin.

AMLA
The book doesn’t want anyone to open it except Dottie.



LUCY
How do you know that?

SIMON
Stop this instant!
This has gone too far!
Agatha is right.  This is an absurd joke and it must stop.

DOTTIE
I doubt it will stop 
Unless I open it.
Look at this!  It's now unlocked!
(opens the cover)



AMLA
Dottie, close 
the book.
Close the book.
Close the book.
Close the book.
Close the book.
Close the book.

SIMON grabs DOTTIE and throws her on the ground  ( ;
LUCY and AGATHA pull out knives 

and all three stab her over and over and over)

SIMON
When we’re finally married,

You’ll understand.

DOTTIE
Understand what?

SIMON
There are things you aren’t permitted.

Things that must remain mysteries for you.
Because if you don’t marry me,

Just as I order you to,
I will throttle you,

And slice you open 
from your cocksucking mouth
To your disgusting cunt.

You will fuck every man I bring home.
You will wear a dog collar and eat from a pig’s trough.

You will fill your mouth with feces
And hold it there until I allow you to swallow.

We shall have an enchanting marriage.
And our wedding night will be beautiful.

j
LUCY
I'm fucking your husband. 
We're planning to murder 
you
And take all your money.  
He wants to consume our 
marriage, with your corpse 
sitting in the room, staring 
at the bed.  But we've 
already consummated---in 
your bed, and I wore your 
wedding dress, and my 
virgin blood stained it so 
beautifully dark.

AGATHA
You think you can 
take my brother 
away from me?
You think he loves 
you more than me?
We've been fucking 
since I was old 
enough to walk.
Our parents knew, 
and thought it was 
charming and sweet 
that we were so 
close.  I'll have 
him back or make 
sure neither of us 
can have him.

AGATHA/LUCY
We will tear your children open and shove your head inside.  And make you drink 
their blood and eat their dirty parts.  And it will be all your fault.  Because you're so 
pathetic.  And weak.  And insane!  Everyone knows you're insane.  The way your 
parents died.  They did it to get away from you.  Because you're disgusting and insane.  
Just like them.



AGATHA/SIMON/LUCY

Ph’nglui
mglw’nafh

Cthulhu R’lyeh
wgah’nagl

fhtagn.
A



(DOTTIE shuts the book; everything is normal)

AMLA
What happened to you?

DOTTIE
I...I don't know

SIMON
You’re white as snow!
And as cold!
Lucy, the brandy!

AGATHA
I’ll get her a blanket.

SIMON
Did something frighten you in the book?

DOTTIE
I...don’t know.
I didn’t recognize the language.

(DOTTIE drinks an entire snifter of brandy)

DOTTIE
I'm very sorry everyone, 
but I don't feel well enough to continue...

AMLA
(feels her forehead)
She has a high fever.

AGATHA
Let's put you to bed, darling---

DOTTIE
NO!
Just go.

AMLA
Someone should sit with you.
With a sudden fever like this,
you shouldn't be alone.

LUCY



I'll stay.

DOTTIE
NO!  Get out, everyone!
Except, Amla, please.
He's a doctor.  He should stay.  He's allowed to stay.

AMLA
I can send for a nurse.

DOTTIE
No, you stay!
No strangers, I couldn't bear a stranger, please!

SIMON
Surely, I should stay if you're hysterical---

DOTTIE
Don't you touch me!
Please!
I'm not hysterical.
I just want to be left alone!

AMLA
Please, she's only getting more agitated.
It's the fever talking. 
I'll take care of her.
Have more brandy.

(the others leave)

AMLA
Did you see the book title?

DOTTIE
No.

AMLA
What did you see?

DOTTIE
I...I can't...not now, please.
I did hear something.
I don't know why I remember it so clearly.
It makes no sense to me.

AMLA
What is it?



DOTTIE
“Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.”
What does it mean?

AMLA
[...]

DOTTIE
You're afraid.  I've never seen you frightened.
What does it mean?
Tell me what it means.

AMLA
I need to get you upstairs and into a cold bath.
We have to reduce your fever.
You can keep some clothes on,
if it'll make you more comfortable.

DOTTIE
Not until you tell me.
What does it mean?

AMLA
The traditional translation is...
“In his house at R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.”
More modern translations are, 
“In your house of R'lyeh dead Cthulhu watches you in dreams.”
It used to be believed that R'lyeh was a place in the Pacific Ocean.  
Now scholars are attempting to translate R'lyeh as a state of mind,
or an alternate state of being.

DOTTIE
I don't understand.

AMLA
Neither do I, 
but if that's what you heard,
this book can only be 
the Necronomicon.

DOTTIE
Necronomicon.
That's...from Greek.
Νεκρός [nekros] "dead"
νόμος [nomos] "law", 
εἰκών[eikon] "image".

AMLA
“The image of the law of the dead”.



DOTTIE
Why would the law of the dead exist as an image?

AMLA
Language changes.
Images never do.

DOTTIE
Who is Cthulhu?

AMLA
Evil.  
The great destroyer.  
Who will one day devour mankind.
Depending on the translation you read.
Sometimes he only tears us limb from limb.
We are only welcome in his world via offspring we produce
through mating with his horrifying,
multi-tentacled minions 
who have either more mouths than faces 
or more faces than mouths.
Depends on the translation.

DOTTIE
Thank you for being honest with me.

AMLA
I have great respect for your intelligence.

DOTTIE
When I opened the book,
all of them,
they stabbed me over and over and said...
They said...
Did they stab me?
But how then---

AMLA
I promise, you're fine.  
They haven't harmed you.
Let me get you upstairs.

DOTTIE
Why would they do that?
I thought they loved me!

END OF SCENE



Z
Scene Two

SCENE:  Amla's office at Miskatonic University at Arkham.

AT RISE: AMLA present.  DOTTIE enters, carrying the book.

DOTTIE
I apologize for being so early--

AMLA
Not at all, please, sit.  
You are feeling all right?  

DOTTIE
I'm still a bit tender---I don't know what other word to use to describe how I feel.
Unsettled?

AMLA
I should have come to your home.

DOTTIE
No!  I need fresh air.
I am bothering you, aren't I?

AMLA
I editing a paper on the Voynich Manuscript, 
which I'm presenting at a conference at NYU.
You brought the book.

DOTTIE
I may put it down for a bit,
but then I get anxious for it.
I'm afraid someone is going to destroy it.
Or steal it.  Or read it.

AMLA

SCENE TWO



Simon?

DOTTIE
Most definitely.  And that would result in such destruction.
(How do I know that?)  
Or anyone who comes to the house.
I feel safer here.  It looks like it belongs here.
There's a space perfect for it.
May I ask an impertinent and rude question?

AMLA
I didn't gift it to you.

DOTTIE
How---?

AMLA
In your position, it's the first question I would ask.
I'm the most obvious suspect.
After all, I got my second doctorate in folklore and the Necronomicon.
If I had such an intention,
I would have sent you this modern translation published ten years ago by a former professor.  
It's much more accessible and complete.
The illustrations are rather fun as well.

DOTTIE
How do you mean “complete”?

AMLA
No two copies of the Necronomicon are the same.
I don't mean different passages and illustrations.
Some editions have entirely new chapters,
discussing beings from other planets---

DOTTIE
Beings from other planets?!

AMLA
Blasphemous beings, remember.
This is a book whose sole purpose is to teach evil and blasphemy.
Some editions of it have no text that is readable.  
There's a version in our museum from 1728 that has only blank pages,
and on the cover, drippings of a greenish liquid that has remained vividly bright.

DOTTIE
I don't understand.
The inconsistency makes no sense.

AMLA



The inconsistency creates chaos and argument and it works.
Conferences about the texts are heated and sometimes violent.
Scholars are falling under the spell of evil more than anyone.
Conferences become kinds of ritual ceremonies,
with everyone vying to be the high priest.
I won't attend conferences which attempt to summon beings.  
I've never seen it work, but the atmosphere feels so thick,
as if I'm moving through a rancid soup made of rotten meat...
I'm sorry.  I don't talk to anyone about this.

DOTTIE
Not even Agatha?
Oh, wait, that's an asinine question.
She would use it as an excuse to force you back into a medical practice.

AMLA
I would love to show your copy to the museum curator here,
but it's not a safe idea.
If word spread that a human flesh edition existed here,
I'm afraid many would do anything to get their hands on it.

DOTTIE
I won't let it out of my sight.
No one is taking it from me.
No one is opening it except me.

AMLA
Why?

DOTTIE
It's been gifted to me.
It's only for me.
Maybe I'm the only one who may understand it.
What is happening to me?
Am I going mad?
I should be planning a wedding,
not...

AMLA
Do you feel mad?

DOTTIE
On the contrary!
I feel more focused than ever.
And more disturbed than ever.

AMLA
First, I have a gift for you.
(places a large jewel on the center of her forehead)



DOTTIE
That's marvelous!
I don't feel the weight of the book anymore!
What is it?

AMLA
It's a symbol, or a conductor with the book.
Or a peace sign.
It means you understand.
You understand its importance,
and that you must attend to it and you will.

DOTTIE
I do.  
I do understand it's importance.
Though I don't understand its importance.

AMLA
May I ask,
what happened when you opened it on Christmas?

DOTTIE
Rather...
May I use your board.  
I've been thinking of that translation:
“In his house at R’lyeh dead Cthulhu waits dreaming.”
or
“In your house of R'lyeh dead Cthulhu watches you in dreams.”
Let me show you.
(writes on the board and then reads)

Ph’nglui mglw’nafh Cthulhu R’lyeh wgah’nagl fhtagn.
There are only four words that are important here:
House, R'lyeh, Dead, and Dreaming or Dreams.
Yes, it can translate as your house or his house, 
but it suddenly occurred to me that, what if, all of these are verbs.

Protect, energize, waiting, planning

All of these verbs have multiple meanings.  
In fact, it's perfectly acceptable of expanding the sentence:

Protecting, building, strengthening, having children and being born
 Cthulhu dies, waits, plans and changes 

as he fucks those who are and are not his to fuck.



Even Cthulhu has limitations, has things forbidden to him because it is necessary.
Cthulhu must always blaspheme.  
That's where the freedom and power comes into play.  
To blaspheme is to have the ultimate power.
If we simply allowed everything imaginable, he would be reduced to an ineffectual, ornery sea 
creature.
I have no idea how I know all of that.
Did I dream it?
Am I going mad?

AMLA
You're far from madness.
You have the strongest, clearest intellect of anyone I know.

DOTTIE
That's not possible.

AMLA
I visited the astronomy department this morning.  
I talked with Dr. Morris.
He has great regard for your work.
He believes you should apply for the Phd program.

DOTTIE
Simon would never allow that.

AMLA
I'll speak to him.

DOTTIE
He wants a family.
He says time is running out for me.
Heavens knows the pressure I'll receive from Agatha and Lucy.
Your wife is mad about children.  Agatha tells me every time I see her,
that I'm missing out in the best thing for a woman to experience.
And Lucy: she simply believes she'll never have a family of her own.
So she'll be a nanny to mine.
I don't understand why our parents swore us to never marrying outside our three families.  How could a
blood disorder harm anyone else?  We're not harmed in the least.

AMLA
It's because of the high risk of mutations.
I know the blood disorder.  
They were right to forbid us from bringing in outsiders.

DOTTIE
Did our parents really contract a blood disorder eating bad fish in Thailand?

AMLA



As bizarre as it sounds,
yes.

DOTTIE
But Lucy.  Just because she must use a wheelchair doesn't mean---

(the phone rings on his desk; AMLA answers it, with brief affirmative statements; he hangs up, gets a 
bottle of whiskey out of his desk and two glasses; he pours)

AMLA
Dr. Morris dropped dead of a heart attack ten minutes ago.

DOTTIE
Good.

AMLA
What?

DOTTIE
I should never have said that.  It's so disrespectful.

AMLA
I thought you liked him.

DOTTIE
He...I had to...I had too...
To be able to receive his approval to be admitted as a student,
I had to let him touch me.
Nothing more.  
I don't know how to feel right now.
Should I feel horror or grief?
This is so absurd, I have a sick desire to laugh.
Are you in danger, too?!

AMLA
No, the Necronomicon knows I'm the only one who can help you.

DOTTIE
The Necronomicon?  Are you saying this book stopped that old bastard's heart?

AMLA
It could entirely be a coincidence.

DOTTIE
Do you believe it is?
Is there a way to find out?

AMLA
Open the book.



(DOTTIE carefully opens the book to a place in the middle) 

Amla steps behind Dottie and wraps his hand around her throat  ( ,
pushing her face into the book  getting blood on her face, .

Amla
Read to me.

Dottie
I don't know what I'm looking at.

Amla
I said, Read to me.
Do not disobey me.

Dottie
He sleeps, he sleeps, 

in his death,
he rolls over onto the earth
and makes the earth open

and spread and the oceans run
over his one thousand headed member.
Cthulhu pushes and forces and tears,
and what will remain of the earth,

is the only state that is safe enough
for Cthulhu.

It was as if these stark, 
nightmare spires marked the 
pylons of a frightful gateway 

into forbidden spheres of 
dream, and complex gulfs of 

remote time, space, and ultra-
dimensionality.

Don t Stop'
Please Don t Stop'
Harder

Harder
Harder
I deserve it
I deserve worse
I'm the daughter
Of CTHULHU

Who do you belong to?
Who have you always belonged to?

Are you going to marry Simon?
Say that you're mine.

Tell me that you want no one but me.
I ONLY BELONG TO YOU  AMLA  , .

NOT EVEN CTHULHU.

Please don't 
fuck me, SILVA

AMLA
You wouldn't enjoy it 

as much as this.

(hits her with a riding 
crop)

I've wanted you my 
entire life, since you 

were a little girl.

Please don t Fuck me' . 

Please don t Fuck me'

Please don t Fuck me'  

A



(DOTTIE closes the book)

DOTTIE
The book sees the evil within me.
I don't understand what we just---?!
I'm so ashamed!

AMLA
Let's not talk about it.
There's no need right now.
Just take deep breaths.  Drink this.
I have something you can take to calm your nerves.

DOTTIE
No!  I have to stay lucid.
I have to be able to think.
I'm going over to Simon's for dinner tonight.
I'm not sure what to say to him.
Shouldn't I confess what happened?

AMLA
No, never.  
Never tell Simon what happens between us.
He will never understand.

DOTTIE
I must lie to him?

AMLA
Consider it simply withholding information.
Will you come to the conference in New York with me?

DOTTIE
Will Simon allow it?

AMLA
I'll ensure that he will.

DOTTIE
Promise me one thing?

AMLA
Of course.

DOTTIE
We won't open the book again together.
Only separately.  In different rooms.
Or let others do it.



AMLA
If that's what you wish.

DOTTIE
I have no choice in the matter.

END OF SCENE
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It is a tragic story, one that leaves a 
mother and four children without a 
father, without a family, and steeped in 
scandalous devilry.  

On the morning of January first, Mrs. 
Mahela Amla woke to discover her 
husband, the highly respected scholar Dr. 
Mahela Amla, missing.  She called her 
brother, Simon Allingham, immediately, 
only to discover he and his sister, Miss 
Lucy Allingham, missing as well.  She 
also placed a call to Miss Dorothy 
Christie, fiance of Mr. Allingham, and 
found her missing as well.  The stress of 
the moment was too intense and later 
that afternoon, Mrs. Amla delivered her 
fourth child, a boy, who she named after 
her missing brother, Simon.

The police made a thorough search of all 
three homes, and discovered what can 
only be described as a fantastic, 
unbelievable scene in the home of Miss 
Christie.  The police have formed the 
opinion that the missing members of the 
family were performing some sort of 
ceremony, not unlike those which Dr. 
Amla study.   

Authorities from the university have 
confirmed that the scene was in fact that 
of a diabolical ceremony, but also 
suggested many other actions had 
occurred which this paper, in the interest 
of not offending its readers, will refrain 
from describing.  

Associates of Dr. Amla report speaking 
with him within the last two days.  
Apparently, he was excited and agitated 
about a recent copy of the Necronomicon 
that his ward, Miss Christie, received 
anonymously as a Christmas present.  Dr. 
Amla had not yet examined the book, 
but reported that Miss Christie had been 
experiencing disturbing hallucinations 
whilst reading the text.

A thorough search of the area, the train 
station, and hills have turned up nothing. 
A search of the house has also failed to 
turn up the alleged copy of the 
Necronomicon.   

Recovering from her condition, and 
extremely upset, Mrs. Amla, 
understandably, has not spoken to the 
police.



The  Arkham Daily

DR. AMLA RETURNS!
As unbelievable as it sounds, sources say that Dr.    Denagamage Praboth Mahela de Silva
Jayawardene Amla, who went missing with two other families over a century ago, was 
discovered on a dirt road a two miles outside the city limits of Arkham.  

Once he reached town, he went to the police department and insisted that the town be 
evacuated immediately underground.  Police then took him to the Lovecraft Psychiatric 
Institute at Arkham for observation.  Dr. Amla was not a danger, but marks on his body 
suggested he meant to harm himself.

Sources within the police department and the Lovecraft Institute confirm his identity as 
the Dr. Amla who disappeared after allegedly conducting Satanic ceremonies with an 
elusive copy of the Necronomicon.

We'll go live at the Lovecraft Institution the moment of his release.
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i      j
SCENE Three

SETTING:  Outside the Lovecraft Psychiatric Institute.

AT RISE:  AMLA addressing QUESTIONS from reporters.

 AMLA
The horrifying events which will occur in this town and on this planet,
 Events irrecoverably set in motion by my family,
 were my fault.  
 This isn't a confession of crimes.
 Within too short of a time, there will be no one to judge us or hang us for our curiosity.  
 From the beginning, 
 my judgment was impaired,
 and my motives entirely selfish.
 Though many disbelieve me,
 I entirely deny sending her the Necronomicon.
 I don't know where...
 I must start again.
 Hello.
 My name is Dr. Denagamage Praboth Mahela de Silva Jayawardene Amla.
 Everyone calls me Amla.  
 I received my medical degree in 1920 from the University of Connecticut.
 During my time there, I became acquainted with the Necronomicon,
 and it became a...
 source of obsession.
 After completing my medical degree,
 I returned to Arkham and received my Phd in Folklore at Miskatonic University,
where I now hold the post of chief curator of texts in its museum.
At least I did so.
I no longer practice medicine.  Though that is inaccurate.  I will, but no longer a form of 
medicine known to our society.
Dottie, Miss Christie, 
we have known one another since childhood.
Our three families,
Hers, mine, and the Allinghams, comprising Simon, his sister Agatha (my wife), and his other 

Scene Three



sister Lucy,
have always lived on the same cul de sac.  We lived extremely sheltered lives.  Our parents 
schooled us at home and I was the only one allowed to attend the University.
Our three families have the distinction of the most morbid, tragic coincidence ever to befall
three families:  
One day, while all us children were swimming in a nearby creek,
all of our parents died at the same minute of the same hour.
All by their own hands.
Simon and Agatha were of age, and they took care of Lucy, who was fourteen.
I was eighteen and inherited more than I ever thought my parents possessed.
Dottie was only thirteen, and, quite strangely, her parents made me her guardian in the event
of the deaths of themselves and my parents.  
There are legal records and police reports as evidence to everything I'm saying.
The lawyers said it might be best to have her move into my home.
I have a full staff of servants.
But Dottie wanted to stay in her own home regardless.  
So I visited her often, usually every night.

AMLA
I brought you something to read.  

DOTTIE
It better be biology.
I don't like what my body is doing and becoming,
and I'm determined to put a stop to it.

AMLA
Have you tried the library?

DOTTIE
Have you ever tried getting a book on human biology out of that mummified librarian who still 
believes the civil war is ongoing?
To her, a book on biology would be written by Satan, and the most salacious book ever conceived.
The body is something to hide, not think about.
What did you bring me?
Fiction?  
H. G. Wells.
What am I supposed to do with this?
How am I supposed to learn anything about science with fiction?

AMLA
If you're a good girl and read it,
afterwards, you can tear it into little pieces and burn them.

DOTTIE
Tearing Jane Eyre into little pieces was much more fun than actually reading it.

AMLA
This is War of the Worlds; it's about a war with Mars.



Promise me you'll read Mr. Wells with patience and respect.
Books are powerful, especially when we disagree with them.

DOTTIE
Why?

AMLA
When we disagree, 
we must think.

DOTTIE
Thank you, Silva.
I'm sure the violence in this would shock the librarian!
What do I do about it, though?

AMLA
About what?

DOTTIE
Biology books.
Can't you get me one?
I only want to make my body stop doing what it's doing.

AMLA
I doubt there's a book that can make that happen.

DOTTIE
I just want to understand!  Please!
Would you rather I started performing surgery---

AMLA
How about instead of giving you a musty, dusty, textbook with tiny print that I know you have trouble 
reading because you are too vain to get glasses, 
why don't you simply ask me questions?

DOTTIE
On our wedding night, how terribly will Simon hurt me?

AMLA
 I married Agatha the day before I shipped off to France.
 The horror I experienced there, 
 I think that is the source of my intellectual fascination with evil.
 Sometimes the Necronomicon, or some cult's attempt at an incantation of an Old One,---
 they're childish.
 Horror wearing Halloween masks, jumping at you like a Jack-in-a-Box.
 Nothing in France jumped at us like a Jack-in-a-Box.
 Of course, 
 my family were immigrants
 to this country,



 as everyone in this country is. 
 My family came from Pakistan, by way of Sri Lanka.
 I have always felt as an outsider,
 a visiting creature from another dimension or outer space.
 I think my wife found me exotic and a handsome trophy for her dinner table.
 We had an efficient courtship: one kiss, seven words, and then plans to marry.
 When I returned from France I had no idea what horror was in this world,
 and found Agatha had had twin girls.
 And Dottie...
 Dottie blatantly treated me as an alien, exotic creature,
 but only because she considered herself one.
 Something had happened to her during the war.
 Yes, she grew up a bit.
 But...it was like her hair had always been straight,
 and suddenly it curled.
 It wasn't a negative attribute,
 only a very perplexing one, that invited one to pull a curl,
 and watch it bounce back into it's perfect coil,
and wonder at the magnificent physics of it.
Dottie had never been subtle about her approval,
 but her forward, childlike inquisitiveness,
 and fanciful observations made me feel special.

DOTTIE
You look like the color of melted chocolate, Silva.

AMLA
Melted chocolate and solid chocolate
are the same color.
The addition of heat should not change the color.

DOTTIE
But it does.
The overly excited chocolate atoms---
and yes, chocolate is on the periodic table---
the chocolate atoms have a slightly energetic darkness.
Like the color of the sky just before the storm hits,
and there's the first rumble of thunder in the quiet.
That is you at that exact moment.
You are the shade of that potential.

AMLA
I'm only the color of potential,
not action?
That is rather bleak, Dot.

DOTTIE
Life keeps you in perpetual paralysis, Silva.
But, considering what you've been through,



paralysis is most likely appropriate and welcome.

AMLA
I refuse to pretend that I understand you.

DOTTIE
I think you understand me perfectly.
All is not lost!  Your children are perfectly gorgeous!
Who would have thought that of all people,
Agatha's body would be such an effective crucible.

AMLA
What do you mean, “of all people”?

DOTTIE
Silva, my darling, we've known Agatha all our lives,
and we know perfectly well she's not a human being.
She's a lovely crabby, naggy crab who wears too much perfume.

AMLA
I did know that,
and more perfectly than Dottie could,
but I felt appropriately offended by her insults and insinuations,
the poor choices I made,
the wasting of my life on conventionality.
Marrying the wrong woman.
But she was right---
the war wrecked me.
I deserved the calm boredom of civilized life.
That's what I fought for, wasn't it?
Yet, in my studies,
I found myself only interested in horrific myths,
about creatures designed with the intention of exterminating our culture and our sanity.
I went through medical school, and each thing I did to help a body repair itself,
the more disillusioned I became.
I had no idea why.
I helped people live and it filled me with dread and hopelessness.
I only shared this with Dottie.  
Miss Christie.
My wife would only...
But this is about Dottie.
The story is about Dottie.
Dottie may seem silly and girlish,
but blame me for that characterization.
It's the way I saw her, or the way I wanted her to be.
Free and curious and untouched.  And vulnerable.  Malleable.
Perhaps she was in a way, but I found my expectations of her,
the way I expected her to react,
were always inadequate and wrong.



Dottie had an immense intellect and, after she explained to me Einstein's theory of 
relativity, all three parts, 
I took her to the science department at Miskatonic University, and had her repeat to the 
chair of physics what she had said to me.  
Two hours later, Dottie enrolled in the physics department, but would focus her studies on 
astronomy.  When the astronomy department did form, she was one its first students.
It seemed she only needed to hear a concept only once to absorb it and incorporate it 
fluently into her thinking, as if she had always known it...
Perhaps...
I've lost my way.  I've only been out of the hospital a few hours.  
I've already spoken quite a lot and probably off topic.
Perhaps if you ask me questions.

QUESTION
When did Miss Christie finally tell you the contents of her copy of the Necronomicon and what
were they?

AMLA
It was the night she ended her engagement to Simon Allingham.
Dottie and Simon getting engaged was what everyone expected.
We knew at a young age that we would pair up together,
with one girl not marrying.
We expected that whoever didn't marry me or Simon simply wouldn't marry at all. 
No one from the outside would ever be welcome.
All of this went without saying. 
At a very young age, we expected to remain a close knit community.
Agatha admitted to me that she pursued me very aggressively.
She feared Lucy being too pretty, 
and Dottie too smart.
She wanted children.  
That left Simon and Dottie.
Not the best pairing, I think.

DOTTIE
Give it back to me!

SIMON
Give what back to you?

DOTTIE
You took my microscope.
Give it back or you'll break it.

SIMON
You're lying.
I didn't take it.
Why would I take your stupid microscope?
You know that the more you look through it,
the closer your eyes get.



And you're getting a lazy eye
in both your eyes.
And it'll make you even uglier than you are.
Then you'll get fatter,
though I can't see how that is at all possible,
considering you're bigger than me.

(DOTTIE tackles him, punching him in the stomach, kicking him in the shins, and he responds in kind; 
AMLA breaks it up)

AMLA
Give her back whatever you took, Simon.

SIMON
I didn't take her crumby microscope.  

AMLA
I expect you to buy her a new one by the end of the week.

SIMON
Fuck your microscope!
(exits)

AMLA
Did he take it?

DOTTIE
No.
I simply like twisting his mind into bouncing curls of confusion.

AMLA
That's not nice, Dottie.

DOTTIE
Boredom is not nice.
And Simon is hardly cordial.
Look at the bruises he left on my legs.

AMLA
I will tell him not to bother buying a new one.
As for you...

DOTTIE
Yes?

AMLA
I expect to see that microscope polished and in its proper place in the display case.

DOTTIE



Is that all?

AMLA
Leave Simon alone.
He's not as smart as you and has no defenses.

DOTTIE
I'm supposed to have children with this intellectually indefensible boy?

AMLA
Let us hope puberty will fill in the gaps, so to speak.

DOTTIE
What will my puberty do for me?

AMLA
Whatever you wish to say about your puberty
I will hear solely as your medical doctor.

DOTTIE
I'd rather speak to you about it as my doctor of demonic folklore.
Sometimes, my body feels like a burning barge,
that I'm sailing upstream upon a bloody Nile,
with curious alien creatures rowing me as they would Cleopatra.
But I'm not Cleopatra: I'm Dottipatra, 
her mutant sister with three eyes and a forked tongue.
The creatures don't care because they don't know how to care about anything,
yet, we don't know where we're going,
or who we're looking for.
Who am I looking for, Silva?

AMLA
Take three aspirin and go to bed with a hot water bottle.

DOTTIE
I don't know why Simon won't marry Lucy.

AMLA
Lucy is his sister.

DOTTIE
Not really!  She's adopted!

AMLA
I'm certain Simon's father is Lucy's father.
She's not purely Japanese.

DOTTIE
This is the greatest revelation the universe has ever known.



May I go tell Lucy?!

AMLA
You may not.  I told you that in the strictest confidence.
And I will be very angry with you if you should tell anyone else.
You're distracting me too much.
What's the matter with Simon?
Don't lie to me and tell me you haven't had a crush on him since the beginning of time.
Don't you want children and a family?

DOTTIE
I want a telescope.

AMLA
I bought her a telescope.
I could never punish her.
I had too much admiration for her.
I felt as if I would be punishing a peer in academia.
But engaged, they did indeed become,
and no one was surprised nor very excited.
Especially, the bride to be.  
The combative nature of their relationship never ceased,
and after being engaged for two years,
I would still have to sew up split lips,
minor lacerations, and once a broken finger.
The finger was Dottie's and it occurred right after Christmas.
She assured me it occurred when her fist impacted his jaw.
I was worried.
The night before our train to New York,
I went by Simon's.  
It was usual for us to play chess Tuesday nights 
and kill a bottle of brandy.
When I got to the front door,
I heard screaming.
Two voices.  Both theirs.  
I didn't knock.  The door was always unlocked.
I went straight in and found them in the library.
A beautiful fire was going.
Dottie was red faced, her hair come undone,
clutching the Necronomicon.
Simon had her by the arm, reaching for it, trying to get it from her.
Then.

(SIMON punches DOTTIE hard and she goes down)

SIMON
Give me that fucking book!

AMLA



Simon?!

(interferes, pulls them apart, has DOTTIE far from SIMON and is looking at her face)

AMLA
Simon?!

SIMON
What?

AMLA
Explain yourself!

SIMON
I, 
uh, 
wanted to see the book.
But 
she wouldn't let me.
She said it was only for you two,
and it was something private and special and secret.
That you two were getting closer,
because of the book.

DOTTIE
I would NEVER say ANYTHING like that, Simon!
You're a wicked, vile liar!

SIMON
Is that why you wear that ugly fucking jewel pasted to your forehead?
So you can look like one of his darkie Arab people?

(DOTTIE slaps SIMON hard)

DOTTIE
I explained the jewel to you ten times!

AMLA
Dottie, stop it!  Stop!
You hit her.

SIMON
Not really.
It wasn't that hard.

AMLA
I saw you.
You punched her.
She is already forming a bruise.



Even if she had said what you maintain,
punching her is absolutely not acceptable.

SIMON
It wasn't that hard.
I was pushing against her.
I don't even know why we were fighting.
Dottie just wanted to say good bye---

DOTTIE
You tried to take the book away from me.

AMLA
Why did you bring the book?

DOTTIE
Why, I don't know.
It seemed unsafe to leave it alone at home.
I didn't want it to...
be lonely.

AMLA
I'm withdrawing my consent for Dottie to marry you, Simon.
And because I am her guardian,
that means that if you two marry regardless, 
she will not inherit.
Let me take you home, dear.

SIMON
Are you insane?  This is a joke!

AMLA
I'm quite serious.

SIMON
If I don't marry Dottie, I don't marry.
Unless you expect me to marry Lucy!

AMLA
No, Lucy is your sister.

SIMON
I love Dottie.  I've always loved Dottie.
Yes, we fight, we always have.
But what else am I supposed to do.
She's so pretty and smart and I could never get her to love me if our families didn't order it.  
Dottie, I love you, I've always loved you and only you!
I don't need her inheritance!
I'm worth a hundred times her.



And she doesn't care about money.
She never has!

DOTTIE
I value Silva's opinion and judgment.

SIMON
Silva?!
So the book was right?!
There is something between you two?!
You're married to my fucking sister!

AMLA
“So the book was right?!”

DOTTIE
Simon, what do you mean “the book was right”?

SIMON
You're going to end everything between us,
and I mean everything,
because of what this paki, this fucking rag head heathen thinks?!

DOTTIE
We need to leave right now, Silva.

AMLA
We did, immediately.
It wasn't the last time we saw him, of course.
But you must remember,
and I can't stress this enough:
this is NOT my story.
It is Dottie's.
I am her telescope.
I reveal what happened far away in the past.
What happened to me, 
what is happening,
what will happen,
is of no consequence.
I am nothing.
This is Dottie's story.
[…]
I walked her home.
It was a walk we had done so many times,
we failed to see the details.
But that night, I noticed every nuance.
The falling, crackling leaves that shattered like glass under our feet.
The snow emerging from our breath was the only warmth we could exchange---
clouds of distant breath mingling like two hot tropical storms in an ice aged world.



I suppose my mind required distraction.
I had never seen Simon that way.
I was so enraged that he had struck Dottie,
I could have killed him.
I could imagine it, pressing my fingers into his throat until I felt hot blood.

DOTTIE
We must leave immediately for New York.
I called my physics professor and he will send a telegram of introduction 
to the astronomy department at NYU.

AMLA
Do you think we're in danger?

DOTTIE
I think the book is.
I have no evidence to base this on---

AMLA
Your fiance tried to wrench it from your arms and then punched you.

DOTTIE
I'm not marrying him.
Why would Simon do such a thing?!

AMLA
Let's discuss this indoors.  

DOTTIE
Do you feel like you're being watched?!

AMLA
It must be because of what we've been through.
I don't trust anyone right now.

DOTTIE
But you still trust me?
Can I tell you something, about why we need to leave at once?
I looked through the book earlier.
Nothing happened.
It was simply a book with pages.
Though it seems more like a scrap book,
with clippings of stories from pulp magazines.
Trashy, cheap things that you buy when your train is late,
and you've forgotten your knitting and can't stick the needles in your eyes from boredom.

AMLA
What stories?



DOTTIE
Strange, odd stories, like ghost stories, but more sinister.
Written by Ambroise Bierce, H. P. Lovecraft.  
I felt that I stepped out of life and suffered these stories.
I was in Innsmouth.  The town that bred with creatures from the sea.
And everyone has eyes that are wide apart like a fish.
That's where this jewel is from.
Does it adhere to me so firmly because I'm half fish?

QUESTIONS
Was the jewel on her forehead actually made in Innsmouth?

AMLA
I bought it at an estate sale in Connecticut.  
The people had no idea what it was, 
and it frankly unnerved them.
The metal isn't silver or gold,
and has red veins running through it that make it look like its alive.
The jewel itself resembles an opal,
but it's nothing like one.
The colors seem to churn the way a stomach would,
or the way the bowels would if one was dying of dysentery.
It was most definitely from Innsmouth.
I bought it for twenty-five cents.
On the blackmarket, 
It's worth a hundred thousand times that.

QUESTION
Were you ever able to remove it from her?

AMLA
I never tried.
Then, I turned to her and told her a terrible lie:
Dottie, you're quite normal.
The places are real.  Arkham is real, of course.
But the rest is fiction because when we attempt to write about the reality,
our minds slide, like a teacup from a tipped table.
We end up somewhere else, 
and the story is the shattered teacup on the floor.

DOTTIE
I don't understand.

AMLA
What else did you see?

DOTTIE
I went back to reread the stories and take notes,
but they were gone.



There's nothing but star charts.

QUESTIONS
Star charts?!/What sort of star charts?!/Did they indicate any planetary bodies?!/Were they 
of our solar system?!/Were they labeled and, if so, in what language?/Was there any mention 
of  R’lyeh?!/Did Miss Christie travel to R'lyeh?!

AMLA
Please, let me finish!

DOTTIE
I don't recognize the charts.  
I mean, they aren't oriented from Earth.
The constellations are gone,
and there is something...

AMLA
What?

DOTTIE
Sinister.
As if I'm looking into a portion of the galaxy that could be likened to a slaughter house.
Or a place where millions of people have died,
too many people to bury properly,
so their bodies lay in the sun rotting.
(touches the jewel on her forehead)
That's better.

AMLA
What did you just do?

DOTTIE
I discovered accidentally,
or unconsciously,
that if any of this disturbs me,
touching the jewel removes all negative feelings.
Back to the book.
All of the pages are charts, schematics---

AMLA
Schematics of what?

DOTTIE
I don't know.  There isn't any writing.  Just plans for something.
But I stopped looking through the book when...

AMLA
Did something else happen?



DOTTIE
Funnily enough, no.
Not when I opened the book either.
It didn't have anything to say to me, I suppose.
There are architectural plans in the book.
Very detailed and more than complete.

AMLA
What do you mean?

DOTTIE
The plans are of my house.
And there are more rooms than my house actually has.

AMLA
I had no doubt about two things:

I. She was telling the truth.
II. This was already a precarious, imminently dangerous situation.  I wasn't even sure 

going to New York was wise.
III. Yet, I knew it was also important that we press forward.  If we remained in her house,

we would be able to do so much more valuable research.  Especially if her house was 
somehow involved, or becoming involved, with the Necronomicon.

Dottie invited me in for tea and to look at the new pages.  She had no doubt that the text 
would remain stable.  She had no evidence to back up this assertion, no explanation, but 
maintained that she felt this was true.
I made a fire as she made tea.
It was a rare, peaceful moment of domesticity.
Yet, I lived a very domestic life,
though I couldn't do this in my own home because it's the job of the servants.
And the children swarm about me when I walk in the door,
whilst Agatha gives me my social obligations for the night.
Dottie's house was quiet and I felt valuable making the fire.
I liked her house despite it being a grotesque, shrunken Victorian head decked out in cheap 
costume jewelry and a wig taken from an old prostitute's corpse.  
Nothing in the house had changed since her mother first decorated it at her marriage in the 
late 1800s.
Nor had it been dusted.
Dottie had a good income and she preferred to spend her money on telescopes, books, and lab 
equipment rather than a housekeeper, faded, dirty rugs, and new wallpaper to replace what was
peeling off the walls.
I liked it.
No matter how much the dust aggravated my sinuses.  I liked the story it told about Dottie.
I finished before she did, so I went to the book to begin studying it.  I had not, as yet, 
had a chance to see any of it.
I opened the book.
Nothing happened.
Except that the book was more than she had said.
There were charts and architectural plans of the house,
but there were also official documents.  



Birth certificates, marriage and death certificates about very important figures.
It didn't take me long to make very startling and upsetting connections between people.
No questions yet!

(DOTTIE enters with tea, sets it on the table)

Then it happened to me---the dream.  The moment with her.  
It didn't happen when she came in with her tray.
It came when she looked me in the eyes.
Raw, honest, staggering.
I've always believed that moment was created by the Necronomicon.
I don't know now.



  

  

Dottie pleads

Dottie moans

Dottie screams

Dottie begs for more

AMLA pushes DOTTIE to 

the floor, holding 

her by the collar of 

her dress at the base 

of her neck, and 

forces her to lick it 

up.

AMLA tears at her clothes 
to expose her bare back.  He 
slaps it as hard as he can.

Dottie pours tea into a cup with a saucer and slowly ,

slides it across the table   It crashes to the floor. .

Amla pours hot tea down 
Dottie's back and licks it 
off and  slaps her again.

Amla beats 
Dottie with his 
belt until she 

screams.
Then he whips 

her harder.

Dottie feverishly cleans up the broken 
tea cup and saucer.  Then, she asks if 
Amla would care for some tea. He 
would.

DOTTIE gets on her knees, unbuckles his 
belt, draws it out and presents it to him.

You're not allowed 
to beg.  I'd never 

fuck as dirty a 
whore as you.

Please don't fuck me, Silva.
I'll do anything you want.

Do anything you want to me, Silva, 
but please please please 
don't fuck me.

You're not allowed to speak unless spoken to.



QUESTIONS
What occurred in this dream?/Did you see any of the conventional mythological creatures?

AMLA
I will not say.  
It is inappropriate and personal.
And, after everything that has happened,
it means nothing.

QUESTION
Before we get into the particulars about what occurred in the house with Miss Christie,
I think it's important to establish a timeline.

AMLA
Yes.

QUESTION
You and Miss Christie went into her house around midnight,
February 7th, 1930.

AMLA
A quarter to midnight, yes.

QUESTION
When did you leave the house?

AMLA
It was the next morning,
after seven.  Maybe eight.
I was in a daze.
And not in Arkham.
I was in a field.
Later I was told I was on the outskirts of Dunwich.
I wandered into a town,
apparently screaming and...
I was taken to the closest psychiatric facility.
After examining me for three days, 
they came to the decision that I was a threat to no one,
nor myself.
I was released this morning.

QUESTION
What date did you leave the house?

AMLA
February 8th, 1930.

QUESTION



What is today's date?

AMLA
It would have to be February 11th, 1930.
I realize it is not.

QUESTION
The year is August 23rd, 2033.

AMLA
Yes, so everyone has told me.

QUESTION
This doesn't seem to surprise you.

AMLA
Not especially.

QUESTION
How is this possible?

AMLA
I'll get it to, and attempt to explain it as best I can.
I'm not a physicist.
Dottie managed...She had a theory.

QUESTION
Where is Miss Christie?

AMLA
I must assume she is still with them.

QUESTION
Them?  
Who are them?

AMLA
The house.  And The Necronomicon.  

QUESTION
The house has been searched thoroughly and attended to for the past 100 years as a museum.  
It's apparently haunted.
Miss Christie has never been found.  Nor has the Necronomicon.

AMLA
(laughs)
Haunted.
She's still in the house.  I assure you.
Haunted.



(almost goes hysterical)

END OF SCENE



ACT II
Scene One

SETTING:  Same as before.

AT RISE:  The Necronomicon is open on a table and DOTTIE is pulling out pages, all of which look 
like star charts.  They remove easily.

DOTTIE
They're perforated.  They're made to be removed.

AMLA
Perhaps we should wait before---

DOTTIE
Why?

AMLA
We're leaving for New York in nine hours to get the opinion of several experts about this edition.
It would be best to leave it in tact.

DOTTIE
These are star charts.
Look at these symbols in the corners, here and here.
If you look through the pages, you'll find they match.
It's a puzzle.
I can put this together,
and then we'll very delicately put it all back.
Wouldn't it be better if we had an important discovery to show them?

AMLA
I think we need to discuss what happens whenever we open the book.

DOTTIE
It's open now and nothing is happening.
Thank goodness these pages are in order.
Help me put them on the walls.
The paper is so strange.

AMLA
Dottie, please.
Stop.
This book is more than just a book.

DOTTIE
I know.
It's a living thing.
It bleeds.
How could it not be a living thing.



AMLA
Please, help me.
I don't want to be explicit.

DOTTIE
Can't we ignore it, or pretend...
What are we supposed to do about it?
They're not real.

AMLA
Not real?

DOTTIE
No more than a dream.
The book is simply trying to understand us, so it lets us dream.

AMLA
This is the Necronomicon.  
This is not a peaceful entity trying to make friendly contact.

DOTTIE
Perhaps this Necronomicon is.  
Hasn't it occurred to all of you scholars that the different Necronomicons are for different people.
You read what you want to read.
You find what you want to find.
This is my Necronomicon and it's giving me a way to go home.

AMLA
You are home.

DOTTIE
You wouldn't understand.
How do we stick these to the walls?
I have a box of tacks in the desk.

AMLA
Did you enjoy it while I punished you?

DOTTIE
Fine, I'll get the tacks myself.

AMLA
Did it feel wrong?
Did it feel like you were committing a sin?

DOTTIE
Yes!  Yes, it did, and I'm ashamed of myself!
And when I think of what we did,



I feel utterly humiliated.

AMLA
Is that all?

DOTTIE
No.  
Goddamn it, no.
Which makes it so much worse.
You're my guardian.  I'm your ward.
You're married to one of my best friends.
You have four children and a fifth coming.
If I have to think about this now,
I won't be able to think about the charts,
and I must get them up.
I must.
Nothing else is important.

AMLA
You know that if we leave the book open,
it could happen again.

DOTTIE
What did you feel?
Shame, humiliation?
Did you feel like you betrayed Agatha?

AMLA
No.
I felt free.

END OF SCENE



Scene Two

SETTING:  The same.

AT RISE:  AGATHA and LUCY are present.  There are many pages already up on the walls.  AGATHA
has a basket.

AGATHA
Well, this bloody book project has certainly taken a bizarre turn.
I never expected it would result in redecoration.

LUCY
I like it.

AGATHA
You could have removed the old paper first, darling.

DOTTIE
It's not redecoration.
I'm building a map.

AMLA
It's not a map, necessarily.
We're not sure where any of this is.
It probably isn't our galaxy.

AGATHA
I'm glad to see Dottie is enjoying her Christmas present at least.
You did well, Amla, after all.

AMLA
I didn't give her the book.

LUCY
Well, I think it's marvelous how independent and scholarly you are, Dottie. 
You'll be the first woman on the moon.
I've spoken to Simon.
He's horrified by his behavior.  He's been crying since you left.
Are you really serious about ending your engagement?

DOTTIE
Yes!  I wouldn't have done so otherwise---

(LUCY fans through the book)

DOTTIE/AMLA
No, don't!/Stop!



AMLA
Dottie!
Dottie, close 
the book!

Dottie! 
Dottie 

close the 
book

AGATHA
You SEE that
absolute Abomination!
You encourage that
You enjoy it
You like watching Lucy
finger your Daughter's 
pussy
she is your daughter
and you're disgusting 
wanting her

(AGATHA pulls out a knife 
and stabs AMLA in the crotch)

(DOTTIE closes the book)

Lucy
Marry Simon, oh please.  It is 
all I want on the world  You will 
be the blood in our house.  
Marry, Simon, And I will be 
your wife and your bed, Lay on 
my naked body Every night. Dottie 

You feel so delicate and perfect
You're no animal.    You're nothing 

like a man
You're a creature 

from a 
different plane of 
thinking.  Please 

never stop 
touching me.

LUCY
You'll have to do away with him.
No GUARDIANS allowed, no matter 
how much you worship HIM.
You'll have to do away with 
him as well.
No boys allowed.



AGATHA/LUCY 
I really don't see what all this is important for.  The children miss you/This is so exciting! I've always 
wanted to go to New York.  You will send as many postcards as you can find. 

AGATHA
But once you've decided you're going to do something, Dottie,
there's no stopping you.

LUCY
But please do give Simon another chance!

AGATHA
At least speak to him before you go.
Call him.  No matter how late, he'll come over.

DOTTIE
Maybe.

LUCY
He's desperate to apologize.

AGATHA
Darling, I've packed you hard boiled eggs, sandwiches, apples, four bottles of beer,
and the butter cake I made for the children,
but I like you two ever so much more than those adorable monsters.
Is something wrong, Amla?
Should I give the cake back to them?

AMLA
No, the cake is lovely.
I'm just a little tired.

AGATHA
Well, don't spend all night redecorating.
If you don't come home,
and I'm sure you won't,
I'll pack your things and we'll be back to take you to the station.
Amla, darling?

AMLA
That's enormously kind.

AGATHA
Not at all.
Both of you, please,
get some sleep.
You look dead on your feet.
But before you do, talk to Simon, at the very least.



LUCY
You know Simon.  He's not a monster.
I'm sure we'll see you in the morning, lovely.
(kisses DOTTIE; DOTTIE jumps)
Whatever is the matter?!

DOTTIE
Tired.

(they exit; DOTTIE continues tacking pages to the wall; messes up, gets things wrong, screams and 
cries; AMLA gets brandy and they drink)

AMLA
We don't have to go to New York now.  
We can postpone the trip.

DOTTIE
I'll have this ready.
I'll have this done.

AMLA
You're trembling.
You've stuck a tack into your own finger!

DOTTIE
It's nothing!
I can't even feel it!

AMLA
Let me see.
You're bleeding profusely.
How many times have you stuck yourself?!

DOTTIE
Did I ever tell you how much I hate this house?
When I was younger, I fantasized about it burning down.
I was never happy here.
Then mother and father died,
and I didn't know what to think about it.
No, I decided to think that it didn't need thinking about,
because I'd marry Simon and move into his house.

AMLA
Why do you hate it?

DOTTIE
I haven't one happy memory here.
I don't know what I have.
My childhood is a blank.



Except for playing outside with all of you.
Making mud pies and making up rituals to make it snow.

AMLA
Every time we have some sort of 
dream or vision 
created by the Necronomicon,
you become more motivated to dive into the book.
To study it and put these charts together.

DOTTIE
And you aren't?!
Isn't this the greatest find of your career?!
This should make you a star among folklorists.

AMLA
The dreams aren't necessarily depictions of our real feelings.

DOTTIE
Why don't they remember what happened?

AMLA
I don't know.
The Necronomicon isn't a machine that behaves in precise, established patterns.
What I've observed is that it picks and chooses,
very organically, and almost with hesitation.

DOTTIE
It's figuring out what it wants to watch us do.

AMLA
Be careful about anthropomorphizing.

DOTTIE
What you just described is the thinking of a living being.
The book is made out of flesh!
Why don't we just admit it!
It's a life form!
It's thinking independently,
eating our feelings...

AMLA
This has got to stop right now.
I hate seeing you like this.

DOTTIE
I want to continue our work.
But I can see we can't do that unless we...
talk, as you wish.



I won't make statements.
But you can ask me questions.
Yes or no questions.

AMLA
Are you disgusted with me?

DOTTIE
NO!  Never, ever.
None of this is...
No, I've never felt disgust for you in my life.

AMLA
Do you feel we have committed adultery?

DOTTIE
You leap right off that waterfall, don't you?
My father was having improper relations with my governnesses,
so I grew up believing that such things are normal for marriage.
In fact, they're desirable.
My father was miserable with my mother.
The only time I saw him smile was with my governess.
I was happy for him.
I wish my mother found her own happiness.
Obviously, being a rigid, good, devout, chaste wife was torture.

AMLA
Do you think I'm unhappy?

DOTTIE
Yes.
I think you have been most of your life.
Until we found this book under my Christmas tree.
You look like a child with your excitement.
Especially when you saw that it bleeds.
You really looked like you were about to giggle.
Is that why you gave me the Necronomicon?
So we would have something to share?
Because you already knew what it would do and contain?

AMLA
Do you want me to 
pull you across my lap
by your hair,
as I lift up your skirt---

DOTTIE
STOP.
Stop.



Please.
I...uh...I'm running out of tacks.
There's some upstairs.
(moves to leave; stops)
Do you think I should talk to Simon?

AMLA
Talking to Simon and marrying Simon are two different things.

DOTTIE
Do you want me not to marry anyone,
and remain your ward
the rest of my life?

AMLA
Yes.

(END OF SCENE)



SCENE THREE

SETTING:  Same.

AT RISE:  Much progress has been made, with most of the walls covered in charts.  DOTTIE continues
to tack them up and AMLA looks over architectural plans of the house.

AMLA
Where is the entrance to your basement?

DOTTIE
There's a door off the pantry,
but I haven't gone down there in years.
I've always been terrified of the basement.
It has a terrible dank smell,
and it feels like stepping inside an enormous dead body.

AMLA
According to this, your basement is so large, it connects to my basement.

DOTTIE
No, that's not possible.  I've been down there.
There's a tiny room and a furnace,
and lots of old toys and broken furniture.

AMLA
I know for a fact that my basement is too small to connect to yours.
And it has no other doors that I've ever found.

DOTTIE
We're done here.

AMLA
Done?  There are more charts.

DOTTIE
These are different.
The paper is different.
These go in the basement.

AMLA
Is there room in the basement?

DOTTIE
According to the plans, yes.
Perhaps I should find an ax.



AMLA
That's when, I believe, the time distortion began.
When we moved to the basement.
Dottie found an ax and a crowbar.
We took them down and realized immediately that the walls weren't walls at all.
They were painted boards.
Dottie and I cut them down easily.
The basement was bigger.
Much, much bigger.  
It was cold, as if the walls were made of ice,
or we had suddenly relocated to Antarctica.
Dottie had to get us winter coats and gloves so we could work.
There were dozens of lanterns and we lit them and illuminated the entire space.
It was as Dottie said.
It reeked like a flooded slaughterhouse,
like bloated, decaying meat floating in rancid water.
There was a giant fireplace, so I lit a fire,
and that improved our comfort.
There was a table and chairs, 
even a cart with bottles of whiskey and brandy.
Dottie went to it immediately and poured a large brandy for herself.

DOTTIE
I don't think I'm ever going to leave this place.

AMLA
Where would you sleep?
There's no bed, nor a bath.

DOTTIE
Yes, there is.
It looks wonderfully soft and fresh, too.

AMLA
She was correct.
There was a large four poster bed in the shadows,
a bath, everything anyone would need to live down here.
I watched her climb on the bed and curl up with a pillow.
My thoughts were rude and offensive.
So I turned to the book to organize the pages,
and before I realized what I was doing,
I had opened it.
I cannot speak of what I did to her,
only that I had to minister to her afterwards.

QUESTION
Can you tell us more about the basement linking your house to hers.  Where there connections 
to any others?



AMLA
At the time we didn't know it,
but it became almost immediately apparent that all of our houses were connected.

(loud smashing from both sides; SIMON, AGATHA, and LUCY enter, each carrying an ax or 
sledgehammer)

SIMON/AGATHA/LUCY
What is going on?!/Amla, why are our basements linked?/ Why are you destroying the walls?/What 
does this have to do with the book?

LUCY
What is all that writing on the walls?

AMLA
This was when we finally noticed it.
The walls were far and in shadows,
but Lucy has far superior eyesight than us.
We turned our lanterns onto the closest wall,
and saw a language we had never seen before,
yet we understood it.
We read it,
and then all of us needed a drink.

AGATHA
It's not true.
How could our parents belong to a cult for,
however you pronounce that name---

AMLA
Cthulhu.

AGATHA
And we not know about it?

LUCY
Is Cthulhu an Asian myth?

AMLA
He's universal.
Researchers have found mention of him all over the world.

SIMON
Is anyone going to point out that all of us read and understood
a foreign fucking language
that we've never seen before?

DOTTIE



I've seen it.  I've spoken it.
It's in the Necronomicon.

AGATHA
We were taught it as children.
Taught it, but were forbidden ever to speak it.

LUCY
Even to each other.

AMLA
I think it's time.

DOTTIE
For what?

AMLA
I've suspected many things through the years,
and I feel I've managed to arrive at certain conclusions about us.
About our families.
And there are truths it's time I tell you.  
Please, get a drink.
You'll need it.

END OF SCENE



SCENE FOUR

SETTING:  Same.

AT RISE:  Same.

LUCY
If this is going to be disturbing,
I need tea.

AGATHA
I'm already making it, darling.
I could make an entire Christmas dinner down here,
but Cthulhu probably wouldn't approve.
Our parents thought of everything for this dungeon.

SIMON
Considering some of the artwork on the walls,
yes, their imaginations conceived of every grotesque,
offensive depiction imaginable.
Do the women have to be exposed to this?

DOTTIE
I imagine that since our mothers helped paint the figures,
we're quite capable of observing them.

SIMON
I understand that you're still furious at me,
but please, hear me out.  
Promise me that you'll listen to me,
and consider giving me another chance.

DOTTIE
Now is not the time.
Silva is about to reveal the meaning of life to us.

SIMON
Do you have to call him Silva?!
No one else does!

AGATHA
Yes, if we're going to be talking truth,
really, Silva is an inappropriate endearment.

AMLA
It's one of my names.
You can call me Silva.
All of you can.



It's not as if Dottie calls me “Sugarplum”.

DOTTIE
I've always like it because it sounds like Silver.
And he has always been precious, like silver.
Something rare, found in parts of the earth
people wouldn't go naturally.

LUCY
Amla has enough names.  We can all call him something different.
I want to call you Mahela.  I like what the L does to my tongue.
Mahela.

AMLA
As flattering as all of this is,
there are things I need to tell you.

SIMON
You gave Dottie the Necronomicon.

AGATHA
Do these drawings match ones in the book?

SIMON
You started all of this insanity?!
If it wasn't for that fucking book,
she'd still be my fiance!

AMLA
I didn't give Dottie the Necronomicon!

DOTTIE
And the Necronomicon had nothing to do with me breaking my engagement, Simon.
That was about you nearly breaking my jaw.

AGATHA
Simon, you absolute shit!
(she punches him)
You learn to accept Dottie is superior to you,
then go down to the local pub and, 
like every other man in the world, 
and find your masculinity in a bar fight.
You will not break up this family!

AMLA
Dottie, I swear to you,
I swear to all of you,
that this wasn't me.
Please, let me say what I need to say.



DOTTIE
I've always believed you, Silva.
You tell me the sky is green
and I will see a green sky.

AMLA
I have suspected quite a lot of this for years.
I mean our parents being involved in a cult, possibly satanic.

AGATHA
Definitely not Christian.
Can you believe all this madness began on Christmas?

LUCY
Agatha, please.

AGATHA
I'm sorry, but I must do something.
There's probably biscuits and cake here, too.
I'll do that.

AMLA
When I was a teenager, I found a book in my father's study.
It was a translation of the Necronomicon,
and I only managed to read a few sentences before he found me
and beat me until I swore I'd never touch his books again.
My parents gave me no choice as to a career.
I was always to be a doctor.
I wanted to study literature and folklore,
but they insisted on medicine without explanation.
All they ever said was that whatever I learned,
I would never tell another soul.
I had no idea what they meant, so I shoved it to the back of my mind.
Until.

(AMLA pulls a thick stack of photos from his jacket; AGATHA brings to the table a heaping pile of 
biscuits and cake)

AGATHA
Can you believe they're still fresh?

AMLA
I need to show you these.
Agatha, darling, please, you need to see these.
They're disturbing and grotesque.
They may make you sick and I apologize.
But it's necessary.
You'll learn what I learned.



And you'll understand why everything else has happened.

DOTTIE
What are they?

AMLA
Photographs I took of cadavers in medical school.
We had access to all sorts of bodies to study,
in various states of decay and disease.
I would have been kicked out and perhaps arrested
for taking these.
But they're important.
I must warn you that they're nude.
But you'll understand.

(DOTTIE takes the stack; everyone looks over her shoulder as she goes through the photos; SIMON, 
AGATHA, and LUCY take photos from her to look at)

AGATHA
I don't understand what I'm looking at.

AMLA
That's a woman who died in childbirth.

SIMON
Is this a joke?

LUCY
What are they?

AMLA
That's a woman.

LUCY
It can't be.  This can't be.

DOTTIE
Oh dear god.

AGATHA
Dottie?

DOTTIE
Don't you understand?!
Why didn't you show me these before, Silva?

AMLA
It didn't seem to matter.



LUCY
Amla, what are these creatures?!  They aren't human!

AGATHA
These are the things that wrote the book.

SIMON
Are these the descendants of Cthulhu?

AMLA
What you are looking at are perfectly normal human specimens.
This is what a normal man looks like.
This is what a normal woman looks like.
I have textbooks if you don't believe me.

DOTTIE
This is why you never let me look at your biology books.

AMLA
I needed to figure all of this out before I could tell you.

LUCY
This woman, between her legs---

AGATHA
Lucy, dear!

LUCY
I have to ask.
I have a right to ask!

AMLA
You do.

LUCY
Where are her tentacles?
Where is the cilia on her chest?

SIMON
I suppose normal men only have one member.

AMLA
And the tip has a simple hole, no mouth with teeth.

DOTTIE
No mouths on the tips of the breasts.

AGATHA
No mouth in the center of the belly.



No variations of color.

LUCY
They're so bland, so smooth.
It's revolting!  

DOTTIE
This is why our parents kept us sheltered all our lives.
Why we never attended normal school.
Why we had no friends except one another.

SIMON
I assume there is a connection to their deaths.

DOTTIE
Their suicides.

AMLA
I assume so, but I'm not sure.

AGATHA
Were they like this?

AMLA
There's only one way to know,
and I think it's absolutely imperative that we do what I suggest.

DOTTIE
You want us to dig up the bodies.

AMLA
They're in the family cemetery right outside.
It won't be difficult.

AGATHA
This is madness.

SIMON
No, it's what we're supposed to do.
Dig up your parents and set their corpse in the center of the 
pillars.
Dig up your parents and set their corpse in the center of the pillars.
Right here, on this page.
All of you can read this, too?
Why the fuck can all of us read this, Amla?

DOTTIE
Goddamn it, Simon, must you swear so much?!



SIMON
Why the fuck aren't all of you swearing?!
We're discussing digging up dead parents!

AGATHA
Have some tea, Simon.
It's not really tea.
It's grain alcohol.

LUCY
Simon, we learned the language when we were children, remember?
It's Arabic.

AMLA
It's not Arabic.  It's a language used in the Necronomicon that hasn't an origin on Earth.

AGATHA
Will someone explain to me about the pillars?!

DOTTIE
I have to construct them out of these pages.
These are star charts, but they turn in on themselves,
rather than being flat like the ones upstairs.
I know what you're thinking, Silva, but it's not possible.
This is paper.

AGATHA
What is he thinking?

DOTTIE
These pillars will transport us into the space behind the stars.

LUCY
I don't understand.

DOTTIE
Silva believe these will send us home.

SIMON
We are home.
This is our home.
It doesn't matter what we look like or what we do,
we are home.

AMLA
Perhaps we're supposed to leave this place so we may evolve.
It's a very common event that occurs when...

SIMON



When aliens fuck humans?
Is that what you're trying to say?

LUCY
He wasn't trying to say it with such vulgarity!

SIMON
I'm sorry if I can't help but be vulgar!
I just found out I'm a half breed alien monster on the verge of evolving into something worse, and I'm 
supposed to travel across the universe to meet my Maker.
I'm having difficulty resolving this with my world view!
Plus my fiance broke our engagement!
A girl I've been in love with since we were seven,
and she gave me a piece of candy because she said I looked so sad.
I looked so sad because she had just kicked me in the shins.
And I loved her because she is both violent and tender and smarter than me, and understands me better 
than anyone.
Now she won't even look at me.
That single fact gives me leave to say Fuck as many times as I want!

AGATHA
No, no, no!
Stop, stop!
We must calmly discuss this, and without profanity, Simon!
Before we dig up our dead parents,
and leave this planet, 
and evolve into giant fish creatures,
I want a cup of tea!

LUCY
I'll make a fresh pot.

AGATHA
And I want some answers.
Amla, these photographs...
Are you telling us that we aren't human?

AMLA
No, no, not at all.

DOTTIE
We must be hybrids.

AMLA
Partly human.

AGATHA
So our parents weren't human.



AMLA
I don't know what our parents were.
I can tell you once we exhume their bodies.

LUCY 
They had to be partly human or we wouldn't...

DOTTIE
Pass?

SIMON
Our fucking parents weren't human.
Come on, Agatha, think about it.
They kept to themselves,
Father stayed up all night working in his study.
One night I knocked on the door, because I had a nightmare,
and he whipped me until dawn for breaking his concentration.

LUCY
We were never allowed in his study.
They threatened to kill us---

AGATHA
Kill us?!

LUCY
That's what father and mother said to me when I wandered in one afternoon.
I was sick with a cold and wanted something to read.
I found a book,
something old and musty,
but had pictures of fish in it.
At least I thought they were.
They had the same cilia as me, and I was thrilled.
They burned the book, spanked me until I passed out,
yelling the entire time they would slit our throats if I told.
When I woke, they assured me it was all a nightmare.
Didn't something like that happen to you, Agatha?

AGATHA
Once, the old woman caught me reading the Bible.
I was fourteen or fifteen.
She snatched it out of my hand and hit me across the face with it.
I went wild.
I grabbed her by her dress and threw her to the floor,
and sat on top of her.
I hit her with the bible several times,
but it didn't seem to hurt her.
I promised her if she ever touched me again,
I'd take her head off with Simon's hand saw.



She left me alone, but always smirked at me,
as if she knew something about me I didn't. 
I hated that old witch.

DOTTIE 
Something like that happened to me, too.
I didn't fight back,
but they stripped me naked, and locked me in a closet.
They said it was my judgment.
If I was innocent, the Blackness wouldn't peel off my skin.
It didn't go that far, 
but it did bite me thirty-two times all over my body.
Everywhere.
Anyone else?

AMLA
Similar, but nothing about which I care to go into detail.

AGATHA
It's all right, Amla, darling.  
It's nothing to be ashamed of.
Your parents were monsters.

AMLA
I became curious about human sexuality,
and what I found...

AGATHA
They cut off two of his...
But they grew back, and larger than before.
They continued doing that for a week.
And he kept growing back larger.
He's perfectly functional.  Look how many children we have!
The children will have to come with us, won't they?

AMLA
Yes.

AGATHA
No, that's not acceptable.
The children should not have any part of this.
They're staying and having normal a normal childhood.

AMLA
How?  They have the same physical features as us.
In the Necronomicon, there were a number of birth certificates.
Our ancestry traces back to Innsmouth and Dunwich,
every major town that has had activity:
ghosts, horrors, monsters, inbred families, ceremonies.



But there's something that all of you deserve to know:
we're all related.
Dottie's birth mother is my mother,
and her birth father is your father, Simon.
Agatha's birth father is mine,
her birth mother is Dottie's.
And so on and so on.
It's very complex,
but our parents effectively managed to 
inbreed 
in order to maintain our physical attributes and heritage.

AGATHA
The plan all along was to have our children marry Dottie and Simon's children.

DOTTIE
I can't have children.
That's one thing that fell through in their grand inbred plan.
I simply don't have normal working parts.

AGATHA/LUCY
You what?!

AMLA
Can you be more specific?

DOTTIE
(whispers in his ear that she doesn't have periods, nor a vagina; just a opening for urine)

AMLA
You have the mouth in your belly, though?

DOTTIE
Yes.

AMLA
That's your form of reproduction.
Has Simon ever...

DOTTIE
(throws up)
I can't talk about it.

SIMON
Is that why you're putting on weight?

AGATHA
You are the worst kind of bastard, Simon!



LUCY
You never tell a woman she has put on weight!
You haven't, darling!
And if you have, it's not even noticeable!

AGATHA
I think the rounded, plushness of your body suits you well!

DOTTIE
Did you suspect, Amla?

AMLA
Suspect, yes.  But I would have to examine you to know for sure.

DOTTIE
Would you even know what to look for?

AMLA
There's a chapter in the Necronomicon---

DOTTIE
No!

(AMLA opens the book)



  

  

 

HOWLING
HOWLING

HOWLING

howling

Simon walks up to Dottie and 
hits her in the stomach.

Lucy and Agatha force Dottie onto 

the table, on her back, tying her 

down.
Dottie screams and screams, until her throat 
tears from the effort.

Simon tears open her shirt, 
exposing her mouth tipped 
breasts and mouth were the 
belly button should be. 

Simon leans down and kisses Dottie on the mouth.  Lucy 
joins, and then kisses Simon.  Agatha kisses both of 
them.Amla slices open Dottie's belly at the 

corners of the mouth and reaches inside.
Dottie gags and 
Lucy and Agatha 
suck on her nipples.

Simon pulls out entrails and winds 
them around his fist  then chokes ,
Dottie as Amla works.

Amla removes from 
Dottie a squarish, 
translucent blob with 
no face and only a 
round mouth full of 
teeth.  It howls.

Dottie grabs 
the blob from Amla 
and crushes it.

The scream is inhuman.
The pieces drop to the floor as Amla 
disconnects her entrails and whips her 
with them.



(AMLA closes the book)

DOTTIE
Well, that was illuminating.
Do all of you know what just happened?
(affirmatives)
Have you always known what happens when we open the Necronomicon?
(affirmatives)
You shits.

(AMLA examines DOTTIE's belly)

AMLA
You're not pregnant.

DOTTIE
Because we...

AMLA
You would still show traces.
You would be dilated,
according to the Necronomicon.
You're fine.
Do you think you're fine?

DOTTIE
No.
Let's dig up our parents and
get this Cyclopean temple built.
And no matter what happens,
don't open that fucking book!
I'm tired of you people trying to perforate me.

END OF SCENE



SCENE FIVE

SETTING: Same.

AT RISE: A few hours later. The space is filled with columns made of the same star charts as DOTTIE 
has been using. LUCY is helping position them correctly. AGATHA, AMLA, and SIMON arrange six 
corpses on the floor, according to LUCY's direction. There are only four corpses and AMLA sets an urn
on the table.

AMLA
My parents were cremated.
Their ashes will be needed for the ceremony.

SIMON
(kicks corpse)
Good to see you again, Pop.
You should have fathered just about everyone here.  Would you care to say Hello?
Silence is rude, sir.  Speak when you're spoken to.
(kicks him again)
No one learned anything intelligent through pleasure like they did in pain.

AGATHA
Really, Simon, I thought myself free of that sadism after the old man died.
Oh my goodness, I need tea.

LUCY
Fuck tea. Drink whiskey.
(pours her a drink)
I don't apologize for my language, because having my dead parents,
whoever they are (I've lost track),
to have them at my feet, moldering and decaying,
well, what else can a lady say except Fuck.

AMLA
They shouldn’t be in this state of decay.
What I mean is that within a year a human body is nothing but bones, if that much.

SIMON
The key word is human.
Let’s see how human they are.

LUCY
That’s rather indescrete isn’t it?

SIMON
And was digging up them up for a blasphemous ceremony,
Is that the height of propriety?

AGATHA



If you aren’t going to look, Lucy, I absolutely am.
They owe us an explanation,
And this is the only one they can give.

(SIMON and AGATHA open the clothes of the corpses; both of them react violently, AGATHA running
to vomit and SIMON drinking most of a bottle of whiskey)

LUCY
Now I want to---

SIMON/AGATHA
Don’t look!

LUCY
What did you see?
AGATHA
If you love God, don’t look.

(AMLA looks at the corpses, ignoring their protests; he simply nods)

AMLA
It’s what I expected.

SIMON
You expected that?

AMLA
I expected that they wouldn’t be entirely dead.
No, Dottie, Lucy, don’t.
Their human parts are dead.
That’s all you need to know.

LUCY
Will someone cover them, then?

(SIMON finds something to cover them) 

SIMON
Don’t look at them, Lucy.
They may be covered, but that doesn’t mean you won’t see anything.

LUCY
(take the bottle from him)
Didn’t Mama teach you how to share.
(long drink)

SIMON
Didn’t Mama teach you to use a glass.



LUCY
I don’t think I trust anything Mama ever said to me her entire life.

DOTTIE
Silva, only two more columns and we can begin.
I'm feeling warmth in them.

AMLA
I hear humming.
Does anyone else hear humming?

LUCY
I hear static, like a radio between stations.

AGATHA
May we take a brief moment to pause this absurd drama,
and discuss that which none of us want to discuss:
Why are we doing this?

AMLA
Research into alien life.
Another planet,
most likely in a different galaxy.
This is the biggest discovery of the human race.

DOTTIE
The planet must be on the other side of the universe.
There are celestial bodies I don't,
well, I have no idea what they are.

LUCY 
It's not really a new discovery is it?
Someone met these ghastly things before.
Hence, the Necronomicon.

AGATHA
Thank you, Lucy, for that insight.
Wherever this sends someone,
you can guarantee it will be a violent,
callous world.

AMLA
We are part of that world,
But we're not violent, callous people.

SIMON
I think everyone in this room must disagree with you there.
If you disagree, open that book and let's see which of us takes up knitting.



AMLA
This alien life is part of us,
but it needn't control us.
We're looking for answers about yourselves
and who we are.

AGATHA
I know who I am.
I'm your wife and the mother of three children,
and in a few months four.
That's who we are.

DOTTIE
I don't know who I am.

AGATHA
Then that's your decision to go.
Amla has a family.
You could die doing this.

AMLA
It's monumentally important.
If I died searching for life that predates the human race,
that still lives in my body,
that would make my life meaningful.

(AGATHA slaps his face)

AGATHA
I know I have never made your life meaningful,
but your fucking children should.
You could never return! You could die!

LUCY
He could evolve into one of these fascinating creatures.
He could come back into a praying mantis crossed with a shark,
and devour the world,
beginning with his children.

AGATHA
What is the matter with you, Lucy?

LUCY
Whiskey!
I like it and I feel honest and real for the first time.
I can feel my body and I can think.
And I'm going to do something I've always wanted,
and I don't need that book to allow me the opportunity.



(LUCY goes to DOTTIE and kisses her; it's not an attractive scene, yet LUCY's pleased)

SIMON
Both of you.
Marry me.

LUCY
Now.
I want to discuss the horrific, carnage paintings
our dearly departed parents painted on the walls.
In the dark, mind you.
There are no electric lights down here,
and no remains of candle stubs or dripped wax.
There aren't even drips of paint.

SIMON
That's quite a deduction, Sherlucy Holmes.
What is your conclusion?

LUCY
They painted in a drug induced frenzy,
using their own blood.
There is evidence of plants.
I don't recognize them,
but I would wager they're hallucinogenic.

AGATHA
I have no doubt our parents were as sober as a stone when they did all of this.

AMLA
I agree.
This work,
the references in the drawings,
the language,
this required focus and determination.

SIMON
Well, Miss Lucy Allingham,
if that is your true last name,
I've never seen you so intelligent.

LUCY
You were never looking for it.

SIMON
After we travel to an alien world and back,
Would you care to have dinner with me?

LUCY



Simon,
I’m not going to be your replacement for Dottie.
But I don’t mind using you to answer several questions
I’ve spent my life contemplating.

AGATHA
Stop it you two.  
We have extremely important things to discuss.
We haven't asked why.

AMLA
I'm sorry?

AGATHA
Why would creatures from another planet inbreed with humans and then call us back?

AMLA
The general idea that appears throughout all editions of the Necronomicon is that this is all part of an 
invasion.
Assimilate the human population through selective breeding,
kill the rest,
and allow Cthulhu and the Old Ones to return and rule.

AGATHA
You said that as if lecturing a freshman class in demonic folklore.
Assimilate, selective breeding---

LUCY
Inbreeding, mind you.

AGATHA
Kill the rest.
And allow these monsters to return and destroy the rest of the planet.

AMLA
I’m simply answering your question.

AGATHA
I don’t want an academic answer to my question.
Let me rephrase it:
How do you feel about what we are participating in,
What our parents have forced us to participate in,
That we are not only part of the apocalypse,
But are building some sort of paper machine that will allow us to help the apocalypse.
This is a door you’re building.
It could work both ways.
You demonic folk tales could walk right through as easily as you walking through to their hell.
Have you thought of that?



DOTTIE/AMLA
Yes.

AGATHA
And it doesn’t matter.  
Because research is of the utmost importance.

AMLA
We have no reason to fear them.
We are them.  We’ve put this together.
They should recognize us, so to speak.

AGATHA
I’m getting no where with you.
I feel like I’m tlaking to a bookcase filled with crumbling books.
Dottie, you’ve said almost nothing this entire time.

DOTTIE
I’m working.

AGATHA
Obviously, you’re going.

DOTTIE
Of course.

AGATHA
Who else?
Simon?

SIMON
If Dottie is, I am.

DOTTIE
I don’t need your protection.

AGATHA
Because you have my husband’s,
Your brother’s.

DOTTIE
I don’t need anyone’s protection.
I’m one of them,
As much as I’m one of all of you.
Have you thought of that?
We aren't three families.  We are one family.
One family which has been a horror show,
A freak show of torture and violence.
I really doubt the other side of my heritage,



located on the other side of the cosmos,
could be much worse.

AGATHA
Have I ever---?

DOTTIE
You started your pursuit of Amla when you were thirteen.
You began by telling him terrible lies about Lucy and I.
Destroy future competition through long term brainwashing.

AGATHA
My mother told me to do that.
She said I had to marry Amla.
Do you know what she would have done to me if I didn’t?
Gutted me so I couldn’t have children.
I’m not exaggerating.
She showed me the knife she would use,
and described in detail how she would get inside me.
She said it had to be Amla, or nothing.
I could not mate outside our circle.
So what would you have done, 
Being thirteen, stupid, frightened,
And believing that marriage was a battle that I had to win?

LUCY
Why didn’t you confide in me?

AGATHA
You know what mother was like.
She told me to tell no one.
It was impossible to speak about anything in that house without her knowing.

LUCY
I never wanted to marry Amla.
I always wanted Simon, but, back then, 
I thought incest was forbidden,
Not a family tradition.

SIMON
Lucy, you wanted Dottie and you still do.
You never wanted me.
No one has ever wanted me.
Don't, Dottie, don't lie to me to make me feel better.
I will never feel better.

LUCY 
You are so dramatic, Simon.



AMLA
Agatha, you should know that I regret nothing.
Had you come to me at thirteen and explained,
I would have proposed to you then.
I’ve always been in love with you.

AGATHA
And what about Dottie?

DOTTIE
He’s my guardian. 
And half brother, it would seem.

AGATHA
And what else is he?

DOTTIE
I don’t think I understand what you mean.

(LUCY opens the book)



The CORPSES stand.  

Cthulhu 
is awake.
Cthulhu 
is awake.

Dottie: I'm afraid.  Because I 
want it.  I've always wanted 
it.  But it's so wrong.

Amla: Me, too.

Dottie: Punish me, please.

Amla: After.

CORPSE MOTHER seizes 
DOTTIE and pushes 

her against AMLA.

You were supposed to 
fuck him, violate his 
marriage, have a bastard 
who would call 
Cthulhu.  For Cthulhu is 
awake and waiting for 
someone to want him.  

CORPSE FATHER takes LUCY

Youve always been the stupidest.  '
Wanting Dottie when you could 

fuck your brother.  That would 

have made a child who could call 

the Old Ones.  Theyre waiting.  '
Theyre waiting and youre keeping ' '
them waiting!  FUCK HIM YOU STUPID 

CUNT!

CORPSE MOTHER takes 
AGATHA
You UGLY fat bitch.

AGATHA
I'm pregnant!

CORPSE MOTHER
You're still fat and no one 
will want to fuck their child 
into you.
And my grandchildren are 
weak.  When Cthulhu comes, 
I'll eat them and shit them 
out.  Then they'll be 
stronger.

AGATHA punches the CORPSE 
MOTHER, who responds by 
beating her.

CORPSE FATHER pushes LUCY 
to the ground.  
I'LL HAVE TO FUCK YOU 
MYSELF.

The CORPSE FATHER assaults 
LUCY.  SIMON kicks the 
CORPSE FATHER off LUCY 
and beats it into fragments. 



(LUCY closes the book)

LUCY
That answers several dozen questions.

AGATHA
I've never been so elated that they're all dead.

(lights, sounds, roaring)

DOTTIE
But how can it be starting?!
I have a column left and
we haven’t done any ceremony.

AMLA
We don’t need to.
It’s the book!
Agatha, darling, you need to leave now.

AGATHA
Please come with me!
I need you!

AMLA
I’ll be back!
I promise!

(lights, sounds, chaos, AGATHA leaves; the corpses get up and take their children’s hands and lead 
them through a sudden black hole in the ground or floor, whatever)

AMLA
I did come back.  
But much too late.
Agatha must be long gone.
Even my children.
Grandchildren?

QUESTIONS
What happened after you disappeared from the basement?

AMLA
I can hardly understand it all.  
Time passed at an incredible speed,
Yet it could only have taken ten minutes on Earth.
That must account for the 100 years which passed.

QUESTIONS
You don’t seem to have aged at all.



AMLA
I won’t. 
I evolved, 
And my true form is indescribable and
eldritch.
It has no shape, 
And yet it has great mass,
But moves as if it is made of nothing.
I can consume from any part of my body,
And what I consume becomes me.
I have no face,
Only a series of tentacles that look like dead fingers.
I have taken this shape to save you.
The humans who have seen me,
They have immediately killed themselves.

QUESTIONS
Where is Miss Christie?

AMLA
She was immediately accepted by the beings
And fawned over.
She evolved quickly,
And became,
Of her own volition,
A queen.

QUESTION
What do you mean by queen?

ALMA
Many of the most horrific, 
sickest looking creatures
I could never imagine,
Even in a terrible nightmare,
They became her drones.
She and her drones,
And her millions of children,
Are on their way.
I suggest the population take to the sewers and underground.
Unless you’ve been inbred with an alien,
You will not survive.
Hide, and protect what you can of the human race.

QUESTION
Is Cthulhu returning?

AMLA



He has never left.
So I would suggest avoiding the west coast of America.
After rising from his sleep in the Pacific,
That will be his first stop.

QUESTION
Did you ever discover who gave the Necronomicon to Miss Christie?

AMLA
I would say ask her yourself, but---

(AMLA’s grandchildren enter; they look exactly like DOTTIE, LUCY, SIMON, and AGATHA; they’re
in modern dress)

DOTTIE
You made it!
We’ve been waiting ages for you!

AGATHA
What’s wrong, Grandfather?  Don’t you know us?

SIMON
Maybe he needs some air.

LUCY
Or water?
You can assume your real form if it’s exhausting keeping this one.

SIMON
We won’t be affected by it, Grandfather.

DOTTIE
I’ve had so many dreams about you.
I know what you and my aunt Dottie had together.
I want it, too.  I want to be that close.

SIMON
Let’s get him home.
No more questions!

QUESTIONS
(barrage of questions)

AMLA
There is a war coming.
I couldn’t stop it.  I tried. I talked to everyone and no one understood me.
They don’t understand what a war is.
To them,
Everything is what it is.



DOTTIE
Then let it be.
It is what it is.
You are what you are.

AMLA
All of you,
Look just like I left you,
Ten minutes ago.

AGATHA
That was over a hundred years ago.

AMLA
And none of you are the same.
We were all such a wonderful family.
We tried to be.

LUCY
We are a wonderful family.
You’ll see.
It’ll be like nothing changed at all.

SIMON
Let’s get him home.
I’ll order the car to drive around.

AMLA
You look so much like my Agatha,
And so much like my Dottie…

(AGATHA kisses AMLA on the mouth; then does DOTTIE)

AGATHA
Isn’t this the world you want?
Isn’t that why you’ve done everything you’ve done?
This is the only way you could have everything, isn’t it?

LUCY
That’s why you gave Dottie the Necronomicon, isn’t it?

AMLA
I’ve destroyed us all.

AGATHA
You’ve given yourself life.
And life to our family.
You saved our family, Grandfather.



How is that evil?

AMLA
I did it all for Dottie.
I cannot explain it.
What I wanted from her was eldritch,
though not evil.
I would wrap her around my fist
to keep her close,
jerk her to her knees,
because she has so much power over me.
Now she has everything.
The world is ours, finally.
Now, I can relax and fall to my knees.

(House explodes; wood, plaster, roof tiles rain down; accompanied by roar, human and yet not)

AMLA
Dottie.  You're back!

DOTTIE 
Silva!

(DOTTIE eats AMLA)

END OF PLAY




