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“What will your Halloween costume be?”

ELIZABETH CRISMAN: Sexy prospie.
EMMA RENNIE:  A time-traveling virus. With scythes for hands. (Shh, viruses totally have 
hands.)
LARA SEYBERT: A stripadilla with bacon and French fries inside.
SAM SEXTON: Your own worst nightmare.

   It’s time, I think, to tell you all what I’ve been up to for the last two months or so. No, not 
thesis--we all know that’s just a myth. No, it’s something much more important than that: I’ve been 
writing writing the script for a Reed-based “horror” movie. (To be more specific, I see it as a sort of  
genre-bending macabre indie-drama with elements of  cult humor, but I suppose “horror” will do for 
now.) It’s not set to premier until next Halloween, but, considering the film was shot on campus and 
largely inspired by Reed’s ineffable collective spirit, I thought I’d give you guys a taste early. A teaser, 
if  you will. A script segment, until you can have the full, multisensory experience, in a theater near 
you. Read on: 

[The camera pans across the front lawn, before zooming in on a circle of  four Reed 
students, sitting in a slight recess of  the grass. Two of  them, JESSICA and MARLEY, 
are dressed in what society has deemed a “feminine” fashion, while the third, JASON, 
wears more “masculine” clothes. Thankfully; the fourth, RIVER, is dressed androgy-
nously and has a burgundy mohawk, which hopefully makes up for any of  my earlier 
indiscretions. Maybe? Well, anyway, JASON passes RIVER a half-smoked joint, from 
which they take a pull before addressing their friends.]

RIVER: Dude, guys, did you hear that?

JASON: Whaaaat? Hear what?

JESSICA: I was just approaching zen, River. What the fuck? Like actually what the 
fuck?

MARLEY: Are you Buddhist, Jessica?

JESSICA: I dunno; probably not. I’m just, like, spiritual. I’m exploring my options 
right now. I took Intro Religion last semester, you know, and--

MARLEY: That’s not okay, Jessica. You’re appropriating...something. Please stop.

[RIVER passes JESSICA the joint; she inhales before responding]

JESSICA: Are you sure? Where’d you read that?

MARLEY: Blue Heron came to a consensus about it last week. Weren’t you there?

JESSICA: I had a thing. Sorry. Can we just, like, talk about this later?

RIVER: Guys. 

JASON: What?!? Dude. 

RIVER: The screams.

JASON: Holy fuck. Jesus Christ, you guys, listen. Sounds like a slaughterhouse. Did you 
know pigs sound like humans when they scream? Fun fact. Go vegan.

JESSICA: Ew. Ew ew ew. Stop talking.

JASON: Knowledge is power, bitch.

JESSICA: What the fuck did you just call m--

RIVER: GUYS.

JESSICA: I am not a “guys,” Meadow. Nor am I a “bitch,” Jason. Please.

RIVER: NOW IS NOT THE TIME, JESSICA. Somebody’s fucking dying. I can hear 
them. 

JASON: ...Nope. Wait.They’re done.

RIVER: Dammit people. Some guy just died, and we just...like, Jesus fucking Christ.

JESSICA: Death is simply the end of  the cycle, you guys. We all are born, and we all 
die, and all our cells go into, like, trees and shit, so...do we ever really die?

MARLEY: ...It’s really foggy now. Can we please just go inside?

JESSICA: Is anybody even listening to me?

RIVER: Somebody’s dead.

JASON: Is that...look, that amorphous blob-shape is coming closer. See?
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Windstorm Reveals Lack of Piety

      This Saturday, a windstorm rattled the Reed campus, uprooting a tree by the North 
Parking Lot, covering paths with debris, and leaving the leaving the Reed Committee for 
Deity Appeasement thoroughly spooked. This committee, composed of  faculty from 
the Classics and Religion departments and a select few thesis students, is charged with 
protecting Reed from the wrath of  Zeus and the crew. “It’s not an easy job,” admits 
Jonathan Almat, a senior Classics major. “Between Humplay and that one guy in your 
Hum conference, we have a hard time convincing the pantheon not to just smite us all 
with a few well-placed lightning bolts.” The Committee burns offerings regularly and 
performs other devotions to insure the gods know that, no matter how irreverently we 
portray them, we’re into enough partying and and academia that at least some of  them 
should vouch for us.

        However, this fall break something almost went dreadfully wrong. Apparently, the 
dangling modifier in a recent Hum 110 Lecture title left the interpretation open that the 
gods were “feeble, ignorant, ugly, and smelly,” and the gods were not pleased. “We didn’t 
realize the impact it would have,” Almat said, “and so we didn’t end up burning an extra 
offering. By the time it started thundering on Thursday, we realized our mistake, but 
do you know how hard it is to find a goat on short notice?” The Committee for Deity 
Appeasement finally managed to correct for the error, but by then the winds had already 
swept in. “We’re lucky it didn’t take any longer than it did,” Almat concluded soberly. 
“If  it had been another hour before Wally proposed that we go to Safeway and pick up a 
couple pounds of  steak to char, who knows what could have happened?” In the future, 
the Committee promises it will be more vigilant in correcting any possible offences to 
the gods. I wonder how many steaks they’ll have to burn for the phrase “Zeus and the 
crew.”

MARLEY: Do you think…what if  that’s what killed the dead guy?

RIVER: Fuck it. I’m going home. Bye.

[RIVER stands shakily, and begins walking away; suddenly, and with none of  that 
dramatic spoiler-music like in most horror movies, a blurry hole in the ground opens 
up and sucks them down into the earth with a slight slurping noise. Wait...is it okay 
if  I kill RIVER first? Shit.That’s probably not okay. Shit. Also, fuck...spoilers! Spoil-
ers, you guys! Sorry!]

JASON: Riverrrr! What the fuck!

JESSICA: May their next life be yet more peaceful than this one, my dear brother in 
spirit.

MARLEY: JESSICA. WHAT DID I JUST FUCKING SAY.

JESSICA: Sorry. Still un-learning. 

JASON: RIVER JUST...JUST DIED, probably.

MARLEY: Wait...you guys...what if  Reed was built on some kind of  Indian burial 
ground?

JESSICA: Native American, Marley. Jesus.

MARLEY: But that would explain all this, wouldn’t it? Dude. Should we, like, apolo-
gize? That amorphous blob is coming closer. It’s probably an omen. I’M SORRY, 
ANCIENT NATIVE AMERICAN GODS. I’M SO SORRY FOR EVERYTHING 
MY ANCESTORS DID TO YOU

[MARLEY pauses, as though considering where to take her pleas; the AMOR-
PHOUS BLOB continues advancing; MARLEY makes her decision.]

MARLEY: JESSICA’S WORSE, THOUGH. HER GRANDMA’S A DAUGHTER 
OF THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION. PLEASE, PLEASE EAT HER FIRST!...
amen?

JESSICA: Fuck you, Marley. 

[THE BLOB appears, in all its glitching, glistening glory, before THE GANG; as 
the clouds part for a moment to reveal the full moon, the viewer can view RIVER’s 
outline within THE BLOB, as though they have been absorbed into its being. THE 
BLOB does not look pleased.]

AMORPHOUS BLOB: What the fuck, you guys. I’m not an Indian. I--

JESSICA: ...Native American. Please.

AMORPHOUS BLOB: Um. Okay. Native American. I’m, uh, not that. I’m a soul-
sucking hell-demon from before the time of  Man

JASON: The time of  man? Come on, dude. Get with it.

AMORPHOUS BLOB: First, I absorbed the souls of  protazoa. Then the dinosaurs. 
Smaller mammals. Apes. Zebras. Just about everything, really. And, finally, men. Men 
and women. Innocents. Just like you.

MARLEY: Gender is not a binary, Blob. 

JESSICA: Men, women, and nonbinary individuals. Say that instead.

AMORPHOUS BLOB: FINE. FINE. MEN, WOMEN, NONBINARY INDI-
VIDUALS, AND ALSO LITERALLY EVERY OTHER LIFEFORM. FEAR ME, 
ASSHOLES. 

JASON: You don’t have to get so mad, Blob. We’re just  trying to educate you.

AMORPHOUS BLOB:  I fucking quit. I don’t even want your souls anymore.

[AMORPHOUS BLOB fades back into the fog; justice prevails...for now. End Act 
I.]

So there you have it, folks--get hyped! Also, if  you’d like to donate, we’ve got a Kickstarter! As a 
first-time screenwriter, I need all the support I can get.

By LS


