EREMITE

	SEQUENCE 1.
	SEASHORE / Exterior / Day

	BARON & BARONESS (off):
A shadow of pleasure

Weird joy

They didn’t know what it was, by then

Waves of desire

soft -skinned wings

grazing

caressing

touching

pinching 

playing

coming and going

leaving

coming back 

that’s the sea

it licks 

men’s feet 

with its foam 

sulky is the flower

kissed by my lips

it shakes 

it darkens

it hides itself 

and reveals later.

Once

and

again.

vez.

one wave

and

other …

I try to see your face

hidden by the veil of your skin

moon shadow

I submerge into your water

I get drowned in your scent,

Wave.

I’m leaving

Solitary, I go back home 

I won’t play with your fingers 
To be a silky thread any more


	SEQUENCE 2.
	LABERINT / Exterior / Day

	BARONESS (off):
How much time dwell in Time? Which instant is just the INSTANT?


	SEQUENCE 3.
	CASTLE / Interior / Day

	BARON:
It’s a sick man, like myself.

BARON (reading):

Ivan Ilich found comfort in Jeramin, when he was in a similar situation. Jearmin was a young country man, healthy and decent, who used to do the cleaning over here.

BARON

Thank you.


	SEQUENCE 5.
	CHURCH / Interior / Day

	BARONESS (reading Philosophy in the bedroom, M de Sade)
Now I understand, my dear. It wouldn’t bother me to be said so, even though I don’t deserve the title , but…isn’t virtue opposed to such a behaviour? Is not an offence acting like this?

BARON (reading)
Reject Virtue, Eugenia. Is there any single sacrifice that can be made to these fake divinities, worthy of a minute of the pleasures tasted when we reject them? Virtue is  only a chimera formed by endless immolations, uncountable rebellions against inspiration of temperament. Can these movements be called natural? Does Nature defend what is opprobrious to it?

Don’t be a victim of those women who everybody regards as virtuous.  This is not our passions the ones that they obey. They’ve got their owns and these are usually despicable: ambition, excessive pride, egotistic benefit, sometimes it’s the frigidity of a useless inner mood. Do we owe something to such human beings? Aren’t they carried on by their selfish love for themselves? For me, they both are similar in importance and that who listens to the voice of the latter is always right, no doubt, as this is the voice of Nature whereas the other is the voice of stupidity and prejudice. A single drop of milk ejaculated by this organ, Eugenia, is more precious to me that the subtlest acts of a virtue that I despise.  


	SEQUENCE 7.
	CASTLE / Interior / Day

	BARONESS (reading a book in the tube)

How could it be if men didn’t show their sadness/pain , if they neither  cry nor  change their complexion?  And we act now what we’ve done in similar contexts. As we cannot express a body action, with a specific shape, we offer the word a spiritual dimension. When our language elicits a body, with no body in sight, we would like to mean a spirit.


	SEQUENCE 13.
	CAVE / Interior / Day

	EREMITE (off)

I feel understanding to the torment that others try to impose on me. I already know the pain and the cruelty that as if they were chains straining my nature, forcing me a quirk need of seeing the other inside myself.


	SEQUENCE 15.
	ANIMATION: Zaratustra said.

	Yes, my friends, 

In order to create you need to say “yes”

The spirit longs for its own will,

The retired man conquers his world , now.
 Zaratustra said so.


	SEQUENCE 19.
	CASTLE / Interior / Day

	BARONESS
I’m going to get mad about this man.
BARON

He only loves men for their pain and sadness.

BARONESS

I madly love the words in his prayers.

BARON

Can a man own his likes?

BARONESS

Kiss me, please, humiliate me, insult me! I want to be deserved by him.

BARON

Oh, saint voluptuous acting!

BARONESS

I want despise to stab me; I want his cruelty tear me off.

BARON

Go away! Leave me alone! Let me be as I am at the moment. Someone has thrown a stone in the well.


	SEQUENCE 20.
	FOREST / Exterior / Day

	EREMITE (off)
The freezing wind has turned humidity from the sea into snow. Time has stopped, everything seems to be in stand by, without life; ready for sacrifice and purification. I walk on the silence of your pale skin. I can feel the voluptuous cold that is burning me.
My eyes are on fire with your bright shine; and I just want to touch you….to hold your flesh….and lie inside you for ever/ endlessly. I shake with desire; I know that I’ll have to suffer for this./ I’ll be punished for this.

HAIKU from Kobayashi Issa:
Only by being 

I am able to be here, 
under the snow.

EREMITE (off)

Control the gestures. That is the will of power.


	SEQUENCE 21.
	ANIMATION: poem by Omar Khayyam.

	I’m yours and you’re mine,
I’m yours because I’m lost in you,


	SEQUENCE 28.
	CASTLE / Exterior / Day

	BARONESS (off)

Oh! I wish I knew a man able to forget every word. I’d have someone to talk with, then.


	SEQUENCE 30
	Texto 4

	ATE: Madness and error


	SEQUENCE 32.
	Texto 5

	MOIRAS: Fateful destiny


	SEQUENCE 34.
	Texto 6

	LETE: Forgetfulness


	SEQUENCE 36.
	Texto 7.

	HIPNO: Sleep


	SEQUENCE 37.
	CAVE / Exterior / Day

	EREMITE:

Do you also feel embarrassed by me?

EREMITE (off)

The blade of the sword protects me but it could annihilate me, too.


	SEQUENCE 40.
	Texto 8.

	DEIMO: Terror


	SEQUENCE 42.
	Texto 9

	SKOTOS: Shadows, Vertigo, Blindness.


	SEQUENCE 43.
	FOREST / Exterior / Day

	EREMITE (off):

I offer myself to my own past, to my divinity. That what I know I didn’t learn it anywhere. That’s what I am is emptiness.


	SEQUENCE 45.
	Texto 10.

	APATE: Lying.


	SEQUENCE 46.
	

	EREMITE (off)

The ones next to me dwell in mischievous and lies. Will I be able to live in that presence?


	SEQUENCE 48.
	Texto 11

	ERIS: Discord


	SEQUENCE 50.
	Texto 12

	FOBO: Fear.


	SEQUENCE 53.
	Texto 13

	STORY (eremite, off)

EvePast is everything I am. Everything I have seems to fade. The dream of what I was once has disappeared. This place was a magnificent kingdom once. Men used to stare at the stars to know their destiny. And that was just dying. They used to hide in the dark waiting for the inevitable calling of Death.  Each man in the realm, even kings, used to accept the omen of stars. One day a man came. He was similar to any other but entirely different . His movements were graceful and gentle and he spoke with the old words of mothers. A lon time gao, nursery rhymes were tuned with the vulva to make children go to sleep. Children used to feel loved and absolutely tranquil. This man’s words were able to kiss the ears and the whole skin of all those who listened to him. His stories enchanted the inhabitants up to the point that they fell into forgetfulness. Drunk by his stories, those men sleep in a state of foetal placidity.  That is why the kingdom disappeared ignoring its destiny.


	SEQUENCE 55.
	FOREST / Exterior / Day-Night

	EREMITE (off)

I must die seven times. I must turn into an egg, myself, into a chrysalis, into a sperm of an original cosmos.


