
DANSE MACABRE 
 
GENRE: Experimental poetry film 
 
LOGLINE: A poet suffering from an identity crisis auditions for societies acceptance 
in front of a merciless panel of faceless judges.  
 
SYNOPSIS: Number None is a poet sat patiently atop a chair on a stage, about to 
engage in the most important performance of his life. 
 
In front of the stage a panel of eight dark hooded figures sit in opposition at a long 
table. These are the men of the jury, the Everymen, all alike in every possible detail. 
 
Number None springs up from his chair and performs three of his identity searching  
poems in a highly-energised manner as if his life depended on it. Pleased with his 
defiant performance he takes a triumphant bow. 
 
The Everymen sit motionless in indifference, then each hold up a score card that 
reads 0. 

Number None anxiously awaits a verdict as a bright, pulsating light shines in his 
face. As the apprehension becomes unbearable, he lets out a sharp, primal scream. 

Six hulking Orderlies conceal Number None amongst their numbers. They fold 
outwards leaving Number None on his knees, his hands covering his face in shame.  
 
Number None lethargically looks up, his face blank and emotionless. He 
mechanically pulls a hood over his head as the Everymen climb onto the stage and 
loose him amongst their numbers. 
 
CHARACTER PROFILES 
 
NUMBER NONE: A forty-year-old poet of average looks who has been around the 
block more than a few times, Number None is an impassioned observer of the world 
he lives in. Fearlessly independent, he can sometimes come across as overly 
confident and self-centred, often failing to look outside of his own thoughts and 
beliefs. 
 
THE EVERYMEN: A jury of faceless peers, The Everymen lack any sense of 
individuality to tell them apart from one another. They are homogenous, repressed 
humans that all think the same way, talk the same way, dress the same, are a part of 
the same political party.  The body language of the Everymen is almost mechanistic 
in its rigidness, their outward appearance drab and wholly uniform. 
 
THE ORDERLIES: Towering in stature and brutish in nature, the Orderlies resemble 
the attendants that used to populate mental asylums, suggesting that those they 
stand opposed to are mentally ill for actively defying the roles they take within society 
at large. 
 
 



TREATMENT: “Time unknown. Location unknown and the players unknown” 
 
Number None, a poet dressed in a top hat, black suit and white shirt sits motionless 
on a chair on a brightly lit stage. His face is concealed with layers of bandages. A 
latex encased hand reaches for a pair of scissors from a nearby medical tray and 
snips the bandages away. Number None springs up from his chair, his arms spread 
out like a cross exclaiming “I feel like a new man!” 
 
In front of the stage 8 Everymen, each dressed in black hooded tops with their faces 
shrouded in shadows, sit in a long line at a table. At the far end, Everyman One 
mechanically presses play on a tape recorder.  Canned applause plays over the 
stages PA system as the Everymen clap in unison like robotic monkeys with 
symbols. 
 
On the stage, Number None delievers an impassioned identity searching 
monologue, gesturing wildly for emphasis while pacing up and down the stage. 
Without pausing for breath and feeling the rush of unrestrained creative expression, 
he launches directly into two of his poems, rattling them off with a steadfast 
confidence and infectious energy. Pleased with what amounts to the performance of 
his life, he takes an energized bow. 
 
The canned applause plays over the PA system once again, slowly winding up in 
pace as the Everymen sit completely motionless in joyless indifference. They each 
hold up a piece of card with a 0 written on it like a robotic Mexican wave then begin 
chattering indistinctly amongst themselves while staring Number None down. 
 
Number None gazes out over the crowd, apprehensively awaiting approval as a 
bright light pulsating with sentience shines in his face accompanied by a mocking 
mechanical whir.  
 
One by one the Everymen rise to their feet, pulling the hoods from over their heads, 
revealing the homogenous contours of their faces. 
 
The sentient light continues to pass judgment. 
 
An Everywoman gives birth to a screaming Everybaby in a white, sterile room.  
 
The sentient light pulses in Number None’s face as it screws up in sheer terror. 
 
The Everybaby, its baby tunic smeared with food, sits kicking and screaming in a 
highchair. 
 
The sentient light pulses quicker and more rapidly. 
 
The Everybaby’s head bursts like an over inflated balloon, showering the highchair in 
crimson smears. 
 
Number None’s face twists in defiance as he lets out a sharp primal scream. 
 



The Everymen mimic Number None’s scream in a robotic manner as six tall, 
imposing Orderlies, dressed in white medical tunics emerge from the wings of the 
stage. They take an intimidating step towards Number None. 
 
Number None, fearing for his sanity and bodily integrity takes a startled step back. 
 
The Orderlies, surprised by Number None’s reaction take two confused steps back. 
 
Number None feeling more at ease, tentatively takes two steps forward. 

The Orderlies, starting to grow tired of Number None’s defiant steps, take three 
heavy steps forward. 

Number None jauntily takes three steps back. 

The Orderlies, now tired of Number None’s increasingly defiant dance, rush at him 
and envelope him in their arms. They spread out backwards from him, unfolding like 
the petals of a flower. 

As the Orderlies retreat backwards towards the wings of the stage, Number None is 
knelt, his head held in his quivering hands. As he slowly moves his hands away he 
looks up, his face now the same as the Everymen’s blank, homogenous features. 

Number None lethargically pulls a dark hood over his head and rises to his feet as 
the Everymen clamber onto the stage, loosing Number None amongst their 
numbers. 

 “The dance that became a wake. The act that became a mime. The facade that was 
found then lost forever. Added one by one to the sum of their parts. One of a dozen 
and a dozen more maybes” 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


