
FASCISTS AND CHAOS BEASTS (DEMO) 
by Chris Casbon 

Content warning: homophobia, racism, cosmic horror. 

CHARACTERS (Pronounce the creatures’ names in whatever ways sound creepiest.) 

FL’NURGATH 

JOE 

OFFICER RANDALL 

GLRREAG’GH 

A forward slash during text / means the next speaker interrupts. 

 

A figure in a mask (any mask) addresses the audience. 

FL’NURGATH: Hellish. 

 Mine hand blur franklin smith issue mist lie scansion. 

 Island dice trends this eyed inn— 

 Ghhccchhttt. 

The figure’s head snaps back as it shudders and makes guttural sounds like static noise. 

 GGCCHHHTHHCHTHTTH. 

The figure snaps back upright and starts talking in a calm manner. 

FL’NURGATH: I have fixed the error. I am now translating my language into one you can perceive. 

 Hello. 

 I am Fl’Nurgath, and this is the fifth dimension. 

 I and my friends reside in dimensions 5 through 10. 

 Our full bodies cannot be seen or understood. You are currently seeing the small 

cross-section of me that passes through this dimension. Your brain is then 

translating it into a form you can understand. I wonder what I look like to you. 

 The area in front of us is a window into dimensions 1 through 4, which is where the 

humans live. 

Through this window, you can see what happens when we extend into the lower 

dimensions and accidentally discover the humans. 



 Because you are viewing from the higher dimensions, you will be able to perceive 

things that the humans cannot. 

 We meet the humans at a time of great imperception. 

FL’NURGATH moves aside and watches. 

/ 

JOE is sitting opposite OFFICER RANDALL. They stare at each other. 

OFFICER: You know what I’m doing right now? 

 I’m observing your every movement. 

 We’re trained to notice. 

JOE: … 

 You want me to ask you what it is you’re trained to notice? 

OFFICER: Why would you need to ask me? You know. 

 So you’ll tell me why you did this. 

JOE: I didn’t. 

OFFICER: You’re so eager to throw off responsibility. Maybe it doesn’t feel real to you. 

JOE: I do remember something… 

OFFICER: Oh? 

JOE: I remember when we were still allowed lawyers. 

OFFICER: Hm. 

 You think you’re funny. 

 Joe, someone was attacked outside your restaurant. He is in hospital. 

 Mental hospital. Do you know why? 

JOE: I don’t know. 

OFFICER: Are you sure? 

JOE: I—Yes. 

OFFICER: Then let’s change the topic and we’ll come back to this when you’re ready to tell me 

the truth. 

 And you know what ‘the truth’ means. 



 So let’s talk about your son. 

JOE: I don’t have a son. 

OFFICER: Please drop the gesturing. 

JOE: Calling him my son is a humiliation. 

OFFICER: He came out of your balls, he’s your fault. 

 Where’s he been lately? 

JOE: I don’t know, in hiding. 

 If this is why you think / — 

OFFICER: Tell me what your son is, Joe. 

JOE: I don’t see him anymore – maybe twice a year— 

OFFICER: Joe, tell me what he is. 

JOE: A queer. 

OFFICER: Now let me tell you what that means to us. He is part of a very big category which 

covers a lot of different things. 

 He’s Outside. 

 And you’re his family / — 

JOE: I’m not his family— 

OFFICER: —so how can we know you’re safe? 

 When you have personal ties. It can be very hard to keep Inside... 

OFFICER points to own head. 

 …secure. You know? 

 I wouldn’t even blame you. You wouldn’t be the first. 

JOE: Why can’t you say what you’re accusing me of? 

OFFICER: I’ve seen friends manipulated. Children infected. Husbands…made into cuckolds. 

JOE: You’ve got a lot of nerve… 

OFFICER: Sentiment is like an unlocked door. 

 Some people are invaded before they even know it. 

JOE: Funny you should say that. 



OFFICER: Say what? 

JOE: Invaded. 

OFFICER: That’s not funny. 

JOE: You’d find it funny if you knew what people are saying. 

OFFICER: We know what people are saying. 

 Soon, they’ll stop saying it. 

 Who did you allow into your restaurant on December 12th? 

JOE: … 

 I don’t remember. I couldn’t possibly. 

OFFICER: If you don’t say, I’ll say it for you. 

JOE: I don’t—I don’t remember, I don’t care. They’re customers. 

OFFICER: You had a lapse of sentiment. 

JOE: It was nothing. 

OFFICER: She was wearing the symbol, wasn’t she? 

JOE: Maybe. 

OFFICER: She was wearing the brackets. 

JOE: It’s not a crime. 

OFFICER: No. 

 It’s not. 

JOE: How could I put someone in mental hospital? How is that even possible? 

OFFICER: Excuse me. It’s not your turn to ask questions. We’re not taking turns. 

JOE: You know how, don’t you? 

OFFICER: I think you know. 

JOE: … 

 Everyone knows. 

 None of you will admit it. 

 People have seen them— 



OFFICER: Your government has consistently presented you with alternative facts regarding 

these alleged cases. 

 This does its job of maintaining the safety of Inside. 

 Not my fault if a few people don’t listen. 

JOE: No-one listens to you. No-one listens to anything anymore. 

OFFICER: If only, Joe. If only nobody listened to the lying media. 

JOE: What media? 

OFFICER: If only people didn’t trust silly things they read on the internet, perhaps we wouldn’t 

be in this crisis of misinformation. 

JOE: This is a joke. 

 You know I had nothing to do with what happened. Whatever it was. 

OFFICER: I don’t think you understand. 

 These rumours that are flying around, this talk about invaders. It’s more an idea than 

a reality. The important thing is what it represents. 

 People are frightened. They are scared that God’s green country is being infiltrated 

from outside, and that Outside-ists are opening the back door to let the danger in. 

 If this…invasion, these illegals, were really at loose in society – then the way to trace 

them would be incredibly obvious. 

 Find weaknesses. Find sentiment. 

 Do you understand now? 

JOE: No. 

OFFICER: Then let’s change the subject again. 

 Do you use Facebook much? 

JOE: … 

 Occasionally. 

OFFICER: It’s useful, isn’t it? 

JOE: It’s boring. 

OFFICER: A while ago, on Facebook, you saw something you shouldn’t have. 

 The algorithms should have filtered it out for you, but they must have slipped up. 



 Do you remember what it was? 

 I want you to think all the way back. 

Pause. 

JOE: How do you know what I did and didn’t see? 

OFFICER: That’s the wrong question. The question you should be asking is, why does it matter 

that you watched that video? 

JOE: Videos play by themselves when you scroll past. 

OFFICER: And they stop if you keep on scrolling. 

 What was the video, Joe? Why did it make you stop scrolling? 

JOE: … 

 A live stream from someone’s phone. 

 The police. 

 They shot somebody, that’s all. 

OFFICER: Who, Joe? 

JOE: I don’t know. 

OFFICER: What colour was his skin, Joe? 

JOE: Why are you doing this? 

OFFICER: We don’t watch those kinds of videos, do we, Joe? We don’t even know why anyone 

would want to, especially not after those thuggish protests. Law enforcement has a 

difficult and upsetting job and it does nobody any good to spend time staring and 

staring at all the sad details. 

JOE: It had a million views. It wasn’t just me. 

OFFICER: You sat there and watched it all. Like you wanted the knowledge. As if what your 

country offers you wasn’t good enough. 

JOE: That’s not true! 

OFFICER: As if you wanted to go Outside. 

JOE: I don’t care about these stupid, social…things. I was just distracted. 

OFFICER: That may satisfy your friends and family, “Joe”. But I’m starting to see a pattern, and 

we aren’t even at the bottom of your file. 

JOE: I don’t care about my son or his perverted, gender-confused friends. 



 You’re trying to paint me as some bleeding-heart who bends over for blacks and 

globalists and feminists, and I’m not. I don’t care what you think. 

 I don’t care about any of them. 

Pause. OFFICER RANDALL is staring at JOE very intently. 

OFFICER: Maybe it doesn’t feel real to you. 

JOE: You already said that. 

OFFICER: Do you know what they do to the people they infect? 

JOE: … 

 What? 

OFFICER: (slowly) They lift up an arm, or what looks like an arm. 

 And, without moving, they reach into your brain. 

 It’s like a set of tiny, tiny, invisible tendrils. Nobody knows how they get in. They 

burrow into your brain from all directions, including physically impossible ones, and 

then sprout little offshoots which burrow even further in, like a fractal. 

 Once your entire brain is in contact with their skin, they begin to deconstruct your 

life. 

 They aren’t bound by space or time. They live outside. It’s like having your life flash 

before your eyes, except all of it, at once, and it keeps going. 

 While this happens you are incapable of moving or resisting. All of your bodily 

functions are placed under their control. 

 This is when the pain begins. 

 They perform a forced mind-merging. Your consciousness is penetrated by the 

creature’s own, an intelligence completely foreign to the human brain. You are 

forced to become a quasi-hybrid with this entity. The strain is several orders of 

magnitude too much for your brain to process. 

 The result is the excruciatingly painful and terrifying breakdown of the ego. Every 

single aspect of your self becomes permanently corrupted by the experience of 

being melded, for even a second, with the incomprehensible existence of an infinite 

creature who has no concept of a soul. 

 We call it being ‘Empathised’. 

 After that, they might do all kinds of other things to you. 

 Then eventually they let you drop. 



 And when you regain consciousness, you are no longer sane. Victims often go rogue. 

 So you see. 

 It’s not nice, is it? 

 And they disguise themselves as people. They’re everywhere. They’re infiltrating as 

we speak. And we have evidence – we feel – that the Outsideists are helping them. 

 How do you feel about that? 

JOE: … 

 … 

 …It’s all real? 

OFFICER: Don’t give me that. 

JOE: You’re lying. 

OFFICER: You know it’s the truth. 

JOE: I don’t know! 

OFFICER: You know because this is your calling. Your creed. You have been taken over. 

JOE: I’m normal— 

OFFICER: You’re infected, or maybe you’re even one of them; there are too many 

coincidences, just admit the truth. 

JOE: Go fuck yourself. 

Another figure enters at the back. It is dressed similarly to OFFICER RANDALL, except it is wearing a 

mask (any mask). 

 It stands perfectly still and waits for OFFICER RANDALL to notice it. 

OFFICER: You can’t keep this up forever, Joe. I’ve got a whole file on you. Your life is a cluster 

of Outsideist activity. 

JOE: I’m not giving in. You can burn and erase truths till you’re blue in the face, but this is 

my truth, that I am normal and not party to any of this alien shit, and you are not 

gonna fucking take that away from me ever. 

They stare at one another with great intensity. OFFICER RANDALL finally breaks off. 

OFFICER: You’re right. 

 Whatever. 

JOE: What? 



OFFICER: You win, you’re normal. 

JOE: How can you just say that after everything /— 

OFFICER: Shut up, please. 

OFFICER RANDALL nods to the masked figure at the back. Neither OFFICER RANDALL nor JOE can see 

the mask. 

 Alright Gabe, time to swap over. I’ve run the checks till I’m blue in the face, and I 

don’t think we’re getting anything out of this guy. 

GLRREAG’GH: Okay, Randall. See you in a bit. 

RANDALL gets out of the chair to make way for the masked figure going by ‘Gabe’, who sits down.  

OFFICER: Just don’t let him off easy, eh? 

GLRREAG’GH: Roger that. 

OFFICER: Oh, and Joe? All that about the creatures? 

 It was just a test. 

RANDALL leaves. 

Long, strange silence. At one point FL’NURGATH briefly looks at the audience. 

JOE: Well? 

GLRREAG’GH: Hm? 

JOE: Aren’t you going to carry on questioning me? 

GLRREAG’GH: Hm. 

 My colleague didn’t notice anything, and he’s trained to notice. 

 But okay. 

 … 

 Where were you when the attack took place outside your premises? 

JOE: Thank god, something normal. It was just gone closing time, and I was at back of 

house clearing up. There’s even security footage. I didn’t see anything, I didn’t even 

hear anything, honestly. The first I knew about it was my friend Blake calling me, and 

then police sirens… 

 Officer, you seem – better adjusted – than the other one. 

 Please hear me out. 



 I’m not a traitor, I’m not a collaborator. I find life in general is so simple now, I 

wouldn’t want to ruin it. I just have frustrations, like anybody else. 

 You find me one person who doesn’t secretly miss having actual news, I dare you! 

That may not be patriotic to say, but it’s true. 

 And…and… 

 I think, occasionally, everyone gets urges… 

 When things are really scary, and ugly, sometimes you just want to look at them, you 

know? 

 And sometimes when you see a person who’s hurt, you want to understand… 

 Maybe I’m just not as good at repressing that, as some people are. As I should be. 

 I’m sorry, I don’t know what I’m saying. 

GLRREAG’GH: No, it’s fine. 

Pause. 

 Have you ever kissed a man? 

JOE: … 

 Wha—? 

GLRREAG’GH: Have you ever? 

JOE: No. And I don’t understand why you’d ask me that. 

GLRREAG’GH: It was just a question. 

JOE: It was inappropriate. 

GLRREAG’GH: Okay. 

 I don’t know why you’re so upset. Just because you tried kissing Blake when you 

were both twelve doesn’t mean you can’t both be heterosexual adult men. 

JOE: Excuse me? 

GLRREAG’GH: Oh…oh…Gabe doesn’t know that…oh… 

JOE looks terrified. 

JOE: You, y-you can’t know that. 

 Why did you say that. 

FL’NURGATH addresses the audience: 



FL’NURGATH: This is my friend, Glrreag’gh. Glrreag’gh’s human disguise is flawed, because it has 

just indicated it has knowledge which a linearly-bound human couldn’t possibly 

have. Now we will observe what happens as a result. 

GLRREAG’GH: Don’t be alarmed, Joe. 

JOE: I’m alarmed. 

GLRREAG’GH: There is a reasonable explanation. 

JOE: You can’t use this against me, it’s nothing, I don’t care. He must have told you. 

GLRREAG’GH: Yes. Yes, that’s it. We made him tell. 

JOE: You thought you could manipulate me. 

GLRREAG’GH: We thought it was pertinent to your situation. 

JOE: My situation…? 

GLRREAG’GH: Your relationship with your son. 

JOE: He is not— 

GLRREAG’GH:  Your son whom you repress your parental urges towards. 

JOE: I’m – I’m doing my duty. 

GLRREAG’GH: Just as you repress your interest in the plight of other classes, other ethnicities. 

JOE: I don’t have an ‘interest’— 

GLRREAG’GH: But you sometimes consider liberating it. 

JOE: … 

 That’s a lie. 

GLRREAG’GH: Does it have to be? 

JOE: I see what this is. 

GLRREAG’GH: I think you could liberate your empathy for your son, and the result would not be 

what you expect. 

JOE: You’re trying to incriminate me. 

GLRREAG’GH: This is just what my analysis has suggested. 

JOE: You’re trying to frame me as an Outsideist, you’re no better than the other asshole. 

GLRREAG’GH: This is tiresome. The arbitrary rules of repression here are tiresome. 

JOE: I’m not listening! 



GLRREAG’GH: You bind yourselves to tribal identities and conventions, creating suffering for each 

other, and I can’t see a point to any of it. 

JOE: I’m not stupid. All of this is so that civil society can actually stay standing. Without 

repression everything goes to hell. 

GLRREAG’GH: Now that is interesting… 

JOE: End this ridiculous session already. 

GLRREAG’GH: Don’t you want to know how a man got put in a mental hospital? 

JOE: I don’t care. 

GLRREAG’GH: It seems to me that bentley-rings flowing two Well manyday, sue her nor hater. 

JOE: What? 

GLRREAG’GH: Everysings—going sue Shell pennyhay— 

 Ghhchthhthhtcth. 

JOE: What the hell’s wrong with you? 

GLRREAG’GH: GGHHHCHHHTHGGHHHHHTTHHTTH. 

GLRREAG’GH’s head begins to spasm like FL’NURGATH did earlier. FL’NURGATH chimes in. 

FL’NURGATH: My friend’s language translation has malfunctioned, likely due to distraction. It is 

unlikely at this point that the pretence will continue much longer. 

JOE: D-do I need to call a doctor or something…? 

JOE slowly peers across the table at GLRREAG’GH, coming closer and closer. 

GLRREAG’GH suddenly launches itself forwards at JOE, arm outstretched. JOE tumbles back, yells, 

and tries to run. 

GLRREAG’GH: Stop. 

JOE is paralysed mid-run, unable to move. GLRREAG’GH’s arm is still outstretched 

 Stand. Turn. 

Against his will, JOE’s body relaxes to a ramrod-straight position, and turns to face his captor, eyes 

alive with terror. 

FL’NURGATH: The seed of chaos. God of the hidden and guardian of the revenants. Sleeper in a 

hundred billion souls. 

GLRREAG’GH: I am Glrreag’gh and I am entropy itself. All that is repressed will be – is being – has 

already been – liberated. Everything’s going to Hell anyway, sooner or later. 

You will speak now. 



JOE is short of breath and his voice is hoarse with panic. 

JOE: Help me. 

GLRREAG’GH: I came here to find you. I caused the incident outside your building. 

JOE: Let me go. 

GLRREAG’GH: Your mind will shortly be decompiled into an endless fractal of discrete time slices. 

JOE: Why me?! I don’t matter, take someone else, take the President / — 

GLRREAG’GH: I am aware of your son’s location and he will be next to encounter me. 

Long pause. 

JOE: Not Daniel. 

 Don’t you dare— 

JOE starts futilely trying to thrash against the creature’s psychic grip. 

GLRREAG’GH: Liberate it. The repressed. 

JOE: Stay away from my— 

GLRREAG’GH: This begins now. 

The creature clenches its hand into a fist. JOE is no longer paralysed, but is suddenly overwhelmed 

with senses and light in his head. He staggers around with his eyes shut, groaning. 

FL’NURGATH: It seems the surge of repressed parental emotion will serve as a conduit for various 

other things. Pay close attention to the human’s utterances. 

GLRREAG’GH: What do you see? 

JOE: Aaah! 

 Where am I? It’s all gone. It’s dark – it’s bright – my eyes – my parents – my feet – 

my mouth—I’m young again— 

GLRREAG’GH: Faster. 

JOE: Don’t go—I can’t be with—you failed—it wasn’t me—don’t touch—no more—

hahahaha!—I’m going to kill them—where will we live—I’ll never love anyone but 

you—it doesn’t matter what he says— 

FL’NURGATH: The human is in the deconstructive phase, where they seem to experience all points 

of their life at once. The strain is likely beyond his capacity. 

GLRREAG’GH: Faster. 



JOE: Beautiful—you can’t afford—here he is—say cheese—I voted—delicious—that’s not 

what I—do you see it?—shut the door— 

GLRREAG’GH: Stop. 

FL’NURGATH: Glrreag’gh is looking for the details pertinent to Joe’s central repression. Without it 

he cannot be, as the humans say, ‘Empathised’. 

JOE is drawn towards GLRREAG’GH, eyes tightly shut, arms hesitantly trying to feel around him. 

GLRREAG’GH: Gchcthtt. 

 Virginity, wrong. 

 Gcchchgththt. 

 An experimental kiss, wrong. 

 GGhHHCCHHhthTHT. 

 A leaked photograph spread violently around a social media circle like coughed 

bacteria. Your first warning of it is the Facebook message you and Katrina receive 

from a panicking concerned fellow mother. The two of you assemble by the dining 

table over a smartphone screen, peering  over and down at it in a manner akin to 

decomposing flowers. 

JOE: Not this. Don’t make me live this. 

GLRREAG’GH: The moment you see it… 

JOE: The moment I saw it. It felt halfway between inevitable and impossible. But I never 

saw it coming. And in the worst way, the worst way because he wasn’t even there to 

look at us with his big eyes, to appeal, he was just a set of pixels on a screen, doing—

being something he wasn’t supposed to be. 

 It’s happening again. The world’s dropped out from beneath us. We stare and stare 

looking for the trick, the cheat, the watermark. I want to take my son in my hands 

and crush him with one while pulling him to safety with the other. But I can’t. 

 All I can see apart from the dining room table is how happy he looks. And maybe it’s 

true – maybe they’re right – maybe it’s fine – I can feel it surging up my throat like 

vomit – 

GLRREAG’GH: But you repress. 

JOE: Oh God. She doesn’t say anything. My hands are moving without thinking. Stop, 

stop, please stop. She’s watching me and not saying anything, I just realised this 

moment is why I’m alone today—I put all his stuff out in the yard— 

GLRREAG’GH: Outside… 



JOE: I lock the door from the inside. It’s done without even language. The neighbours 

congratulate me the next morning. I did that to my own child. My own child. Kill me. 

Just fucking kill me, please. 

GLRREAG’GH: Death is fixed. 

JOE: Please—oh god! 

 OH GOD, AAH, AAAHH, IT’S COLD, IT’S DARK, GO BACK, MY SKIN—! 

GLRREAG’GH: Too far forward. 

FL’NURGATH: He’s accidentally seen into his own far future. 

GLRREAG’GH: Close it all out. Feel emptiness. Float in the void. 

JOE’s breathing slows until he is calm again. GLRREAG’GH gestures and JOE slowly rotates until he’s 

facing away. 

 You are nothing and nowhere. No more codes or consequences apply. There is only 

one way to remove the pain your repression has caused you. 

 Let it all out, and let it go, permanently. 

JOE: It’s true. I don’t want to sit by and let people be killed. I don’t want to turn people 

away because of their birth or their race. I’m a horrible member of society! I want to 

see my son again and I want all of his friends to come and humiliate me until there’s 

nothing left because that’s what I deserve. 

 I can’t live in this bubble world any more. 

GLRREAG’GH is slowly reaching an outstretched finger towards the back of JOE’s head. 

GLRREAG’GH: Where do you want to go? Say it. 

JOE: … 

 Outside. 

GLRREAG’GH’s finger reaches JOE. JOE releases a sudden earth-heaving sigh and all the tension runs 

out of his body. He drops towards the floor limp. GLRREAG’GH catches him. 

FL’NURGATH: Empathy complete. 

OFFICER RANDALL runs back in, panicking. 

OFFICER: Gabe! Get down, I’ve got him, I’ve— 

RANDALL takes in the bizarre scene, then charges at GLRREAG’GH. 

OFFICER: Fuck. It was you. It was you the whole time— 



GLRREAG’GH raises its other arm and OFFICER RANDALL is frozen in place. It abruptly lowers its arm 

and RANDALL is crushed down against the floor by an invisible force. 

GLRREAG’GH: Officer, go back towards the door. 

FL’NURGATH: Watch very carefully here. By intersecting its tendrils with the human’s brain on 

several dimensional planes at once, including time, Glrreag’gh is able to produce 

highly unusual reactions from the human body. 

 GLRREAG’GH slowly moves its arm sideways in the direction of the exit. 

Yelping and grunting in agony, OFFICER RANDALL’s body rolls, contorts and spasms itself across the 

floor in the same direction, as if attached by an invisible tether. 

While this happens, JOE stands up with a numb expression. 

Once RANDALL is near the exit, GLRREAG’GH raises its arm again, and RANDALL is drawn up to full 

height, frozen once more. 

GLRREAG’GH: A simple matter. A simple human. 

GLRREAG’GH flicks its wrist. 

OFFICER RANDALL bends backwards and screams for two seconds, then goes numb and slowly stands 

upright. 

GLRREAG’GH: Officer, we are leaving. 

OFFICER: Yes. 

 Yes, you may leave. 

 I will escort you out. 

GLRREAG’GH: Correct. 

OFFICER: Forgive me. 

 I didn’t—I don’t— 

 I didn’t understand. 

 Who am I? 

GLRREAG’GH: You will escort us out. 

OFFICER: Yes. 

 Yes. 

 It doesn’t matter. 

 Hello, Joe. 



JOE: Hello. 

OFFICER: I said things to you. I didn’t understand. I’m sorry. Do you— 

Do you know who I am? 

JOE: You’re no-one now. 

 I’m no-one too. I’ve gone outside my self. 

 You’re right, it doesn’t matter. 

OFFICER RANDALL smiles dreamily. 

OFFICER: It’s better. 

 I’ll escort you out. 

OFFICER RANDALL leaves. 

GLRREAG’GH: Joe. 

JOE: Me. 

GLRREAG’GH: I told you an untruth. 

JOE: An alternative fact? 

GLRREAG’GH: Yes. 

 I told you I would visit your son. 

 This is chronologically confused. 

 The correct tense would be ‘have already visited’. 

JOE: … 

 I want to see him. 

GLRREAG’GH: He wants to see you. 

 And he will. 

 We go. 

GLRREAG’GH and JOE leave. Only FL’NURGATH is on stage. 

/ 

FL’NURGATH: The window exists outside of time, and can show us countless different events. This 

is only one of many. 

But all events are fixed. And I have looked ahead to the end. 



 In the end, this human colony falls entirely to the might of us, the illegal aliens. The 

hated outsiders. 

 And somewhere along the line is a future where peaceful minds and meaningless 

bodies move, think, and breathe together, in total communion. 

 The empty is discarded. The repressed is liberated. The illusory is shattered. 

 Those who refuse to go Outside will never see it coming. 

FL’NURGATH leaves. The end, for now. 

 

This is a first draft written as a proof of concept for a potential longer play, which would show the 

audience numerous scenes from up and down the timeline (commentated by Fl’Nurgath and others). 

Each scene would concern a different juxtaposition of the extradimensional entities with the fascist 

culture, indifferently charting their destruction of it, while examining the existential threats of 

empathy and Otherness through weird horror. If I ever actually write this I’ll let you know. 

Thanks for reading. -CC 


