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    LUCIO FULCI




    LAST MOVIE




    BLOOD BITE IN HELL




    Joe Kittay




    (Questo scritto è per 8 pagine in italiano, per le altre in inglese




    This script is 8 pag in english language, another 8 in italian




    Joe Kittay è il mio pseudonimo, JOE is Joe D'Amato and KITTAY is Henry Kittay, pseudonimo di Lucio Fulci in Door of Silence)




    Lucio looks his brain on the table. It is really inviting. It must be a really delicious plate.




    It must have a good taste.




    But Lucio doesn't want to eat his brain, even though he's very curious.




    The gray of the meat looks juicy and blood shines in his eyes.




    No, Lucio isn't a zombie, he is ok! But a monster opened his skull and pulled out his brain matter.




    The name of monster is Agronimus, the demon of earth, and now he want's that Lucio bite his brain.




    Why Lucio is in hell?




    he wants to escape.




    Agronimus has a machete in his hand and he is ready to cut off the head of the poor man.




    But Lucio throws himself on the table and grabs his brain and puts the celebral material in the skill.




    Run




    Run so much




    Agronimus sreams, he invocates the power of the evil.




    The legs of Lucio are very fast.




    There is a gash in the flams. A large gash,




    Lucio enters...




    and arrived in another dimension.




    The devils follow his but the gash closes.




    Who helped him?




    “Cursed, I will find” - screams Agnonimus. He thinks a project for catch him.




    Lucio is in the dark, he haven't fear and looks around himself.




    Where is it?




    Lucio escapes... now is outside of hell, in another dimension. He don't fells the cold fires and the cool fly of devils plays over his head. The dark dresses his soul, He looks around in a black labirinths of skeletons.




    "Where I am? Why am I here?" - says Lucio.




    No reply.




    His hands are walking in the air, trying to probing something alive.




    But it's useless, only skulls sourround the path.




    "I have to be in a kind of hellish charnel house"




    Suddenly he touches something metal: is a handle.




    The hands, after much wandering, rests momentarely stops on the cold material. He breathes excitedly.




    Maybe he has found a way out.




    Turns the handle.




    It is a moment.




    A strong light invests him, radiant and vital. It is a light sun.




    Lucio is outside, very green fills the eyes.




    The soft grass of the morning encourages his soul. He turns his head, he came out of a gray chapel.




    The dawn of a new day.




    "I'm still alive! Then I'm still me!" - screams Lucio.




    He weeps and kisses the earth.




    The first rays of light, like a bull's eye, frame the scattered crosses.




    The warm tombs glisten under a spring sun.




    Lucio rises and starts walking, his slow feet turn away from the chapel. The consecrated ground is very large. He comes in front of a threatening gate.




    Lucio recognizes the fence, is the same as "Do not Torture a Duckling."




    Florinda Bolkan had been savagely beaten to blood.




    Legs took shots of chain, the beatings, the iron unrelenting in the face, throat. The blood. All that blood. Lucius heavly sighed. How many memories. The 'maciara' murdered because it was deemed guilty of the murders of those guys.




    Lucio puts his hands in his face. He covers her face. The left eye beholds the gate. It 's wonderful. Shakes hands with the iron comes out and opens up. In front of him a wild and rugged landscape. Later the buildings and towns. Must make haste, Agronimus is on his trail.




    The sidewalk is a strip of concrete that exists throughout the valley.




    A child is walking with his mom, look at the director.




    "But he is Fulci. Mama, Mama, there's Mr. Fulci"




    "Sure James, do you know why he did those beautiful film with Franco and Ciccio"




    "What do you mean, Mom? I remember his horror films. My favorite is 'The Beyond'!"




    "What do you say silly? Let's go"




    Lucio embarrassed smile: "Hello ma'am!"




    "Hello an accident" - the woman walks away angry clenching the hand of his James.




    "The lady must haven't liked my bloody films" - settles his glasses slightly protruded from the nose and sighing speeds up the pace - “I have to find someone to help me”.




    My head hurts a lot ... but what was my brain on that table. And that demon ... wanted me to eat my flesh ... Why? It hurts so much his head. Yet it seems intact, it's crazy! I was able to replace my gray matter like nothing happened. I do not understand why I was in hell, I do not know tell me.




    Maybe if I massage my temples for a moment I can remember everything ...




    Works!




    But of course!




    I was in heaven. Before I was in heaven.




    What sweet moments, beautiful. every day was a holiday, any time a party was cheerful dose of champagne and fine Italian wine. Every day I was having fun with some actor or director with a few that has gone before or after me. What a great laugh!




    With Peter Sellers many jokes, have fun, to chase some appearance to be taken to scramble or with my dear friend Orson Welles to sodding eat in heavenly inns.




    Everything was fine except when the angels gave me the task of filming the birthday party of Garbo.




    I just could not refuse, higher orders.




    Gabriel said to me, "It's up to you this time filming, we want to see how you do"




    I? They wanted to know how I was doing? I agreed, it was a new thing for me, then a special birthday like that of Garbo, I had to do a great job and I knew I was up to it.




    Everyone in the frak, all ballareballi very old, all gorging on canapes and muscat and I behind the camera. I did not want no operator this time, I wanted to be behind the camera. A beautiful and comfortable handycam. I have instructed the actors (those agreed with me, seeing that the guests were all actors but unaware of my intentions) to enter the scene when the waiters had the port pie. At that moment, there had to be a surprise. The shots were going very well, I was invited to dizzying close-ups, zooms to the thrill. My dear old zomms. I did all of the contre-plongée breathtaking. At the end came the decisive moment.
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