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INTRODUCTION 

…Oh, you startled me! I didn’t think you’d begin reading until tomorrow. Most are good at putting
things off. I’m not even finished writing this book yet. Maybe if you could wait until tomorrow I
could finish the last few pages for you…mmm, you’re not waiting huh. Well just read slow ok. It
takes me a long time to write. I tried writing fast once and all it got me was finished.
 

You may be asking, just what is this book? A good question indeed. Yet so too is how
Anna Nicole Smith ever got on television? I’ve read books on spiritual wisdom, mysticism and
self-help- and my God they’re boring. I even tried to write one like them and I got boring. I wrote
it while working on a drill press, but that’s not important now. What is important is that you want
to start to enjoy your wonderful new purchase. You did buy this book right?
 

I’m not here to convert anyone to anything, because there is nothing to be converted to. I
was told that all religions have the same root, thus they are at heart all the same. What a load of
crap! I’ve read all  the religious texts, from the Tao Te Ching to TV Guide. Do you see any
humour in there? Actually Jesus and Buddha were funny guys.  Really!  So too Muhammad,
Krishna, Isis and the guy who sells me my lottery tickets at the 7-11.
 

Think of me as your guide, someone that can help you travel in a particular destination
because they themselves  have the experience of  traveling  there.  A Lonely  Planet  guide  to
brothels in Amsterdam is only helpful because the researchers have been to the places they
explain. Then again a guide is like a map, and a map can’t list everything. I have to leave a few
things for you to discover on your own. But like a good map, I’ll be here again and again for you
to refer to when occasional problems arise in your life. Just promise me that you will fold me
gently along my creases when you are done. Yet, as with any map, all that really matters is that
“you are here.”
 

When someone tells me of their experience in spiritual  training I want  us to feel like
equals, to share a common bond. So I tell them of my spiritual experiences on trains. That story
of meditating on Amtrak always garners their attention for hours. Don’t ask me about it, try it
yourself and you will see.
 

Spiritual exercises are like tools in a toolbox. Just like you can’t fix a car with just a
screwdriver, you will have trouble awakening with just one tool. We need a full toolbox, or how
can we inflate your car repair bill by $600.00? Think about it. So while I wanted to write all of the
chapters in my book together, overlapping them, my publisher responded, “how are people ever
going to follow it you dumbass?” Frankly I was a bit hurt, perhaps restless, even suicidal. I take
pride in my ass, for what else is there really to take pride in? If I could see your ass I’m sure I
would take pride in it too. Oh, there’s my publisher again reminding me to “please stay on track.”
 

It is said a spiritual journey is a lifelong commitment. You can’t just pick a few things and
add them to your life, for what will you get? You can’t make a thanksgiving dinner with only a
potato and some flour, and you can’t be a lawyer with a good heart and a conscious. No to be a
spiritual  warrior/master/gaffer,  one  must  not  only  learn  the  teachings,  but  must  live  the
teachings. You can’t fool someone into thinking your potato and flour is a thanksgiving dinner,
and you can’t fool people into thinking you are a master. I see people with business cards that
say they are a master of something. All they are is master of is getting your money. See through



the mask. So, don’t think of me as a master, instead think of me as the guy who will tell you
everything to do, say and think for the rest of your life. I feel you will be much happier for it.
 

Actually I would rather let you do it yourself, you seem up to it, unlike that last guy who
started reading. He was hopeless. We have to believe in ourselves and our self-worth. I myself
am worth $8261.93. You may be worth more. What matters is that I believe in myself, I believe
in the universe, I believe in the nurse who comes each Friday to change my bandages, and I
believe in you. The world is an illusion, a great dream, so don’t believe what I wrote for who am
I? Believe it  in your heart.  Make this whole book like a giant  koan (riddle)  like: what  is the
meaning of life, is this really a dream, was I really stupid enough to spend $24.95 on this book?
Then let the answers find you.
 

Don’t say you’ll try. When someone says, “I’ll try to come over tonight,” it means, “I’m not
coming over so I can sleep with your best friend Terry who is far better in the sack than you.” So
you see how saying you will try will just hurt my feelings. So don’t try, just come over and we will
see what happens. I’ve learned some new magic tricks just for you. I’ve got lots of food, stay as
long as you want. Just remember that the packaged salami is only for special occasions. Oh,
one more thing. What time should I set the alarm for you to wake up?
 
All the best,
 
Howdie Mickoski 



“Imagine if  you will  a transportation system. A system that links humanity person to person,
mind to mind, soul to soul. This system does not consist of roads and cars and trains, but is a
system  locked  deep  within  the  subconscious  of  man’s  imagination.  On  the  highways  and
byways  of  man’s inner  most  thoughts stand roadsigns of  impending doom. Today,  you the
reader, will meet the depths of that system in the bus of your mind. Ring the bell, for our next
stop, is the Twilight Zone…”



SPIRITUAL TOP TEN

Dave Letterman: Ok, tonight’s top ten list, top ten things never to say to your new spiritual friend
to get a date. Top ten things never to say to your new spiritual friend to get a date. Heeere we
go…
 
#10 I just cut down the tree in front of my house to get a better view of the nuclear power plant.
 
#9 How about another Buddha burger? Ha, ha. I don’t think that comes with a happy meal eh
Paul? 

#8 So you in one of them free sex religious cults? 

#7 Oh, you’re not. Can I still do ya? 

#6 I just slapped you in the face, so if all the world is an illusion, how come you feel it? 

#5 Want to try on my new dolphin skin jacket? 

#4 Don’t you wish that James Redfield would die in a fiery plane crash? Now, that’s just mean
Paul. 

#3 You’re the most beautiful woman I have ever seen…then again, I’m high on peyote. 

#2 Hi I’m George W. Bush 

#1 And the number one thing never to say to your new spiritual friend to get a date...My power
animal’s my ass.
 

There…ya…go  



1 ZEN SEINFELD 

1 EXT STREET CORNER
 

Jerry, George and Elaine are waiting on the sidewalk for Kramer to arrive for lunch.  

GEORGE: (checking his watch) Kramer said he’s be here at noon. (flustered) Ah, we should
be keeping that maniac off the road. 

ELAINE: I’m so hungry! 

JERRY: The worst part of it is, is that he thinks he’s a great driver. 

GEORGE: No I’m a great driver. 

JERRY: No, you’re a great backer-upper. 

GEORGE: That’s true. I’ve always liked going backwards. See where I’ve been, what’s gone
past me in my life. 

ELAINE: Don’t you want to see your future? 

GEORGE: Why would I want to see my future? 

ELAINE: Good point. (she looks at her watch) Where is that idiot? 

GEORGE: He said he’d be here. 

ELAINE: I’m so hungry 

JERRY: (pulls out some gun) Here have a sick of gum. 

ELAINE: Ya, that’ll fill me up. 

JERRY: (cheerfully) It’s spearmint.
 

Elaine takes notice of a cute guy who walks past.
 
GEORGE: You not seeing anyone? 

ELAINE: Naa (gets a thought) Hey Jerry, what about that cute comedian you told me about… 

JERRY: He died two years ago. Remember, you were at the funeral. 

ELAINE: Oh ya. That was sad. 

JERRY: (confused) Because he died, or because you didn’t get to date him? 



Elaine contemplates Jerry’s statement, then shrugs her shoulders. Kramer finally arrives.

JERRY: Where have you been? 

KRAMER: Zen meditation Jerry. I feel, ooh, balanced. 

GEORGE: You’ll never be balanced, can we get going? 

KRAMER: Oh I need a bank. 

ELAINE: But I’m so hungry.
 

2 INT BANK
 

All four are standing at the writing desk as Kramer fills out a withdrawal slip. Along with 
them  also  writing  something  down  is  man  who  turn  out  to  be  a  robber.  

GEORGE: How long does it take for you to fill out a withdrawal slip? 

KRAMER: I like to make sure that all my information is accurate.
 
ELAINE: You know they have bank machines now in the 20th century. 

JERRY: He doesn’t like them. 

KRAMER: They’re communist 

ELAINE: Communist? 

KRAMER: Oh, ya. 

ELAINE: I’ve never seen a photo of Boris Yeltsen at my bank machine. 

KRAMER: That’s because he is not a communist. Not all Russians are communists you know.
(Kramer stops writing and looks at the pen he is using to write) Some bank this is. They’ll loan
you a million dollars, just give it to you, but they don’t trust you with their pens. 

GEORGE: (again looking at his watch) Can we get on with this? 

KRAMER: Like you have something to do? 

JERRY: We’re going for lunch. 

KRAMER: You all need some Zen meditation.
 

Kramer finally finishes and the four walk to the front of the line.  The robber stands  



behind them. A teller finishes with her client, and lets Kramer know that her space is  
available.  

TELLER: Next please. 

KRAMER: No thank you. 

JERRY: What are you doing? 

KRAMER: Oh, I don’t like that teller. 

JERRY: Do you know her? 

KRAMER: No, but that teller looks more efficient. 

ELAINE: So less communist? 

KRAMER: Bingo! 

The robber moves to the first teller instead, while Kramer moves to the other teller who is
now free. Before Kramer can present his withdrawal slip, the robber pulls out a gun.  

ROBBER: Nobody move. (to the teller) Give me your money.
 
Kramer continues with his forms.
 
ROBBER: (to Kramer) I said nobody move. 

KRAMER: (to the robber) I just want to take some money out.
 
ELAINE: (to Kramer) Shut up! 

KRAMER: (to Elaine) Well, I want my money, I’m a customer. 

GEORGE: The bank is being held up. 

KRAMER: But I pay service charges. 

JERRY: Do you see what he’s holding? That’s a gun.
 

The teller has stuffed money in a bag, which she hands to the robber.
 
KRAMER: Hey, Mr. Robber. 

ROBBER: What? 

KRAMER: I  really need some money.  I’m going out for lunch (holds up his withdrawal  slip)
Please, please. I’m begging’ ya, please! 

GEORGE: Your going to get us shot. 



ROBBER: How much is it for? 

KRAMER: $75
 

The Robber reaches into his bag and counts out $75 and gives it to Kramer and takes 
his withdrawal slip. He then flees.

 

KRAMER: Pleasure doing business with you. 

JERRY: I don’t believe I just saw that. 

KRAMER: What? 

JERRY: You made a withdrawal from a bank robber. 

KRAMER: Jerry, that’s the power of Zen.
 

3 INT ZEN TEMPLE 

The gang has gone for lunch and then been talked into by Kramer going to the Zen  
Temple. They each stand holding a cushion along with a number of other students  
waiting instructions from the Zen Master who is standing before them.

 

KRAMER: This is going to be great. 

GEORGE: Well I can’t see how this day can get any worse. First we’re in a bank that gets held
up, then we have the worst lunch I’ve ever had in Midtown, and now we’re here. 

MASTER: Please, all of you, find a place to sit. 

JERRY: (to Elaine) I can’t believe we’re doing this. 

ELAINE: We’re doing this all right.
 

They all take their seats. Kramer and Elaine sit easily into the lotus position. Jerry has 
some trouble but manages. George can not even get close.

 
GEORGE: I can’t do it, I’m useless… (the master comes over to him) 

MASTER: It’s ok son, sit on your knees. The position is less important than your mind. (he looks
at all the students) Perhaps some today will reach Samadhi, a deep awakening. Others kinsho,
or self-realization…(he looks at the Seinfeld foursome) Well good luck to all of you. (he walks
off) 

JERRY: (to Kramer) Now what? 



KRAMER: Now you stare at the wall. 

JERRY: Stare at the wall, that’s it? 

KRAMER: Giddy up!
 

Five minutes later.
 

ELAINE’S MIND: MMM, I wonder if I left the stove on? Hey that guy from the gym was there this
morning. I wonder if I brushed my teeth? When I see him tomorrow...oh, I’m supposed to be
staring at the wall. 

JERRY’S MIND: Well this is a waste of time. You know all the things I could be doing right
now…damn, there’s nothing else I could be doing right now. 

GEORGE’S MIND:  Oh my God,  I’m in  pain.  How can these people  do this  to  themselves
voluntarily? This is like torture.
 

A monk comes over and hits George on the back with a stick.
 
GEORGE: Ow, what the hell is that? 

KRAMER: Shh. George that the kyosko stick. He likes you. 

GEORGE: You get hit and he likes you? 

KRAMER: It shows you’re not meditating fully, it helps you get past your pain. 

GEORGE: That’s like saying fight fire with fire, all you get is a bigger fire. 

KRAMER: Shh, I’m working on my koan. 

ELAINE’S MIND: Oh, koan. A chocolate ice cream cone. Yes, yes! 

JERRY’S  MIND:  Koan,  conehead,  Dan  Akroyd,  Saturday  Night  Live,  I’ve  been  on  it…  

A bell goes off.
 
JERRY: What’s that? 

KRAMER: Dokusan, we go talk to the master.
 

4 INT OUTSIDE MASTER’S DOOR 



The door opens and Jerry walks. The other three are standing outside.
 

ELAINE: What did he say? 

JERRY: He asked me what I got out of meditation. I said nothing, nothing at all. He was thrilled!
It seems nothing is the goal. 

ELAINE: Did he say anything about us getting any food?
 

George goes through the door.
 

5 INT MASTER’S ROOM
 

George does not take the chair but stands by the door after entering.
 

GEORGE: Frankly Master, may I call you master? You see I, ah, already follow the Tao in my
life. Yin, Yang thing…I’m an architect, I work at ah, Vandalay Industries. You may have heard of
us, very important, and I (checking his watch) I need to get back there so I’m afraid I will have to
leave. I’m ah, a big non-doer. 

MASTER: Tao not-doing, you do nothing.
 

George gets offended.
 

6 INT OUTSIDE MASTER’S DOOR
 

The three are awaiting George to come out when they begin to hear shouting and things 
being thrown inside.

 

JERRY: You had to know something like this would happen.
 

They all nod in agreement.



ALICE, ANDY AND THE OX IN WONDERLAND
 By Louis Karoll

 

Alice was so frustrated and disappointed. She had been in her back yard looking for her ox for
hours. “It would be much easier if I knew what it looked like,” thought Alice. Something inside
her told her it was important to find it. 

All  of a sudden the White Rabbit  appeared again out of nowhere, almost like magic.
Alice was getting used to magic happening in her life. As the White Rabbit hopped along he
muttered to himself, “oh my, I must get these to the ox.” Alice couldn’t see exactly what it was
that the White Rabbit was carrying, but she heard him mention the ox. It had to exist, the White
Rabbit says so- and he’s never lied to me before, she thought. Or did she just feel all of this?
However as he hopped away so fast all there was left to do was follow his tracks. 

Alice walked and walked following the tracks. She wished she would have taken a map
with her, or at least a little food to eat along the way. While the dark forest was a bit frightening,
Alice knew that she had to go on. She had to find the ox now that she was sure that there was
one. Finally she came upon a big yellow house. There was a sign out front “Ox Andy. He’s
Funny!”
 

“I’ve found the ox and his  name is  Andy,”  thought  Alice,  “and that’s  so close to my
name.”  Just  at  that  moment  a  flash  of  lightening  illuminated  the  forest  around  her,  which
seemed odd for it was still daytime. Alice knocked on the door. When there was no answer, she
opened the door and just walked inside. “Hello Mr. Ox. Hello.” 

A man walked through the side door in the big room and with a smile on his face said,
“Call me Andy. Please come in.” At that point Andy began to sing, “I’m Uncle Andy, I’m Uncle
Andy, I make people think outside the box; I’m Uncle Andy, I’m Uncle Andy, Are you looking for
the ox?”
 

Alice liked Andy. He wasn’t like all the other grown-ups she knew back home. Then she
wondered if anyone knew that she was gone, or if anyone missed her. Alice remembered the
sign out front of the yellow house she was now in. “I’m Alice. The sign out front says that you
are funny. Tell me a joke.”
 

“I’m not a comedian,” Ox Andy replied. “I’m a song and dance man. I’ve never told a
joke. I don’t even watch comedians. The comedian’s promise is that they will go out and make
you laugh with him. I’ve never done that in my life. My only promise Alice is that I will try and
entertain you the best I can. I want you to gut laugh. Gut laughter is where you don’t have a
choice. You just have to laugh. That comes without the mind. So, why are you here Alice?”
 

“I’m looking for the ox, so I guess I am on a journey.”
 

“Is it a spiritual journey,” asked Andy?
 

Alice thought about that for a second. Was she spiritual? Wasn’t everything spiritual?
Then again the grown-ups back in the village said they were spiritual, but they weren’t. They just
said it like they were wearing a mask. They were too afraid of what others thought about them,



so they said they were spiritual to feel better. But Ox Andy did not seem to be wearing a mask,
or he’s wearing so many I can’t tell if he’s wearing one or not. Finally Alice answered, “I guess
I’m sortta on a spiritual journey. I felt more so once I started.”
 

Andy looked happy. He went to the stove to make some tea and said, “just follow your
heart Alice, it will tell you all that you need to know. It will tell you that you are really special,
though no more special  than anyone else.  In here (pointing to his heart)  is where you feel
kindness, gentleness, respect, humility and joy. Put them all together and that’s love. Do you
know what love is Alice?”
 

“I think so,” thought Alice. “My church tells me to always give my love to others.” 

“Remember Alice, you can’t give what you don’t have. We can’t send out love until it
overflows us inside. Thus we need to learn how to love ourselves, just as we are, no matter
what anyone thinks or what they tell us to be like. No matter how much I may want to give you a
cookie, I can’t I don’t have any. And If I don’t have enough love for myself yet, I shouldn’t start
trying to give it to others.”
 
With that, Ox Andy grabbed a sleeping bag, crawled into it, and went to sleep on the floor.
 
Alice walked over to Andy and even though he was asleep asked him, “What do you do OX
Andy?”
 
With that he jumped up and said, “There is no way to describe what I do. It’s just me. A sparrow
is just a sparrow. It doesn’t try to be an eagle, a bear or a bank manager. It just is exactly what it
is, and everything works out just fine. Do you know what initiation is Alice?”
 
“Nope,” responded Alice, and she meant it too.
 
“Well, you took the first steps to come here on your own, and that is what’s important. Do you
have a journal to write in?”
 
“I keep a diary at home.”
 
“Good, you should write all this down when you get home so you won’t forget it. I keep a diary
too.” Andy grabbed his diary to show Alice. “I put all my thoughts in there, my happy thoughts
and my sad thoughts.”
 
Alice looked inside. “Hey, there’s nothing written here.”
 
“Oh  I  guess  I  don’t  have  any  thoughts!  You  see  initiation  is  something  that  causes  a
transformation like when a caterpillar becomes a butterfly.
 
At that moment there was a knock at the door. Andy went over to answer it. There was a man in
a dark blue suit outside. “I’m looking for Ox Andy,” the man said.
 
Andy responded, but he didn’t look like Ox Andy anymore. He was standing very straight and
stiff, wearing a set of overalls and holding a wrench. “Hello.” He had an accent too. “Ox Andy is
gone, I am Latka.”
 
The man looked at him oddly, “No your Ox Andy, I’ve seen a picture of you.” 



“I’ve  never  seen  you  before  this  moment.  Now  make  like  Houdini  and  disappear.”  Andy
slammed the door and returned to his normal self.  He peeked out the window as the man
walked away, “Sucker.”
 
Alice was starting to get impatient. She hadn’t had dinner yet, and wanted to get back home,
“Ox Andy, I just want to take my ox home now. How much longer is all this going to take?”
 
“Oh, don’t be like all the rest Alice. Like all the ‘spiritual’ people you know. They are only in it for
something.  They went looking for the ox to see it,  write about it,  and give incredibly boring
lectures and workshops to suck money out of people. Don’t go looking for your ox for your ego
or your bank account. When someone really goes looking for their ox, to learn about it, tame it,
make it them and them it- they know there is no time limit. And they don’t need to tell anyone
about it. Thus they learn everything there is to learn about the ox, as opposed to everyone else
who learns only enough to increase their self-importance. Do you know what most people really
know Alice?”
 
“I don’t know.”
 
“Exactly, and they don’t know either, but they don’t understand their don’t know. They think they
know. Only real healing, soul healing, can show someone their ox. I have to go out back for a
minute.  Maybe  my  good  friend  Tony  can  come  in  her  and  explain  it  better  for  you.”  
With that Andy walked, or more correctly bounced out the back door, though Alice never did
actually see if there really was an outside or not. From the side door walked in another man who
Alice knew had to be Tony. Was he also an ox? Alice didn’t like the look of him at all. He was
wearing a pink tuxedo and holding a microphone. He looked directly at her, and took a puff of a
cigarette. Alice froze.
 
“What the hell are you doing in my rehearsal studio?”
 
“I’m Alice sir. I’m a friend of Ox Andy.”
 
“Friend of Andy? Friend of Andy? He is a no-good lying fink. He is a psycho. Anything he has
said to you is a lie. Right now he is probably thinking about how to cook and eat you. He is sick
and demented, only I am wise and sane. I, am an ar-teest.”
 
Alice was worried. Why was he saying such bad things about Andy? Alice felt she should be
afraid of Ox Tony not Ox Andy, but maybe he had just been pretending to be nice like her
mother had warned her about some people. Yet something inside of her, something deep within
her being, told her not to be afraid of Andy, or even Tony.
 
“Alice you look like you want to hide in a freaking cave. You can hide in a cave, but I’ll still be
here. Your damn headache will go with you wherever you are, so you might as well stay here.
You understand?”
 
“I guess so sir.”
 
“I like that, calling me sir. Sign of respect. Sign of fear.”
 
“Would you sing me a song?”



 
“Have patience, it takes a while for a flower to grow. Don’t expect everything in an instant. Pay
attention to what’s happening right now. You may never get to see me rehearse again. People
in Vegas pay hundreds of dollars to see me. I need you around like I need a hole in the head.”

 Tony picked up his mic and began to sing…”I’ve got to be me. I’ve got to be me…”
 
Oh, his voice was so bad. How could anybody pay anything to listen to him, Alice thought? Why
would  Andy leave her  alone with  him? Wait,  could Tony be her ox? Could  this  obnoxious,
irritating individual be the ox she was looking for? Alice saw a rope, and since Tony was so
enjoying to jump around the room, Alice was able to sneak up behind him and throw the noose
around Tony’s neck.
 
“Hey, what kind of bullshit is this?”
 
“I don’t’ like your singing, or how you talk to people, or how you treat me. But I won’t take it
personally for every ox will do everything to keep from being domesticated.” She walked Tony
outside then shut the door. “Good bye Tony.”
 
Immediately Andy walked in through the back door. “How is Tony?”
 
“Tony was mean, he hates me.”
 
“Oh no he doesn’t. You don’t know Tony like I do. Deep down he’s really a sweet guy.”
 
“But he wasn’t to me.”
 
Don’t  believe everything you see Alice.  Remember if  there is anything that  Tony does that
bothers you, it is just a mirror. And you can’t change a mirror, only what it reflects, that’s you.
When you stop what’s  bothering you inside,  Tony won’t  bother you anymore.”  Andy looked
outside, “Well it is time to go outside and ride the ox.”
 
“We’re going to ride Tony.”
 
“No you are. And not Tony, the ox. It’s time for you to go, I have another friend coming by soon.”
 
So Alice went outside and there really was an ox out there, it had a rope around its neck. Alice
got up on it and played on it for the ox and her were now friends.
 
Andy came out of his house. “Well Alice, it is time for me to say good bye to you. The ox is
leaving with you, you’re going home and likely will learn that there never really was an ox, thus
there never really was anywhere to go to find it. Then you’ll see the beautiful web that weaves
its way through everything. To get past your mind you have to learn to do things like I did today.
To be unpredictable, to stay a child in your heart. It’s a long road Alice, and it’s a lot of work, but
it’s all worth it. Don’t ever give up, no matter what tries to stop you.”
 
With that Alice and Andy hugged and Alice went on her way home.
 
“Good by Ox Andy.”
 
“Good bye Alice, and always remember, it’s a friendly, friendly world!”



 

2 PRESENT 
ABBOTT AND COSTELLO 

LOU: Hey Abbott. I hear you’re into all this mysticism stuff?
 
BUD: I certainly am
 
LOU: Well I never learned mysticism, so why don’t you tell me what it’s all about
 
BUD: Well, the most important thing is to be present
 
LOU: Ok, I’m here
 
BUD: Your what?
 
LOU: I’m present
 
BUD: Oh, you’re not present.

LOU: I’m not present?
 
BUD: Certainly not.
 
LOU: Well I’m here aren’t I?
 
BUD: Well, you’re here, but you’re not present.
 
LOU: How can I be here and not present? In school they’d say Costello and I’d say present. 

BUD: Look when I say present, I don’t mean present.
 
LOU: What do you mean?
 
BUD: Present!
 
LOU: Oh, when you say present, you don’t mean present, you meant present.
 
BUD: Now you’ve got it.
 
LOU: Now I’ve got it, I don’t even know I’m talking about. 



3 THE LATE SHOW 
WITH DAVID RENAISSANCE 

ANNOUNCER: From Florence, the learning capital of the world, it’s the Late Show with David
Renaissance.  Tonight  David  welcomes  healer  and  prophet  Nostrodamus,  writer  William
Shakespeare,  and  sexy  and  talented  Joan  of  Arc.  With  Paul  Copernicus  and  the  CBS
Orchestra.  And  now,  a  man  who  thinks  Plato  is  really  kick  ass…David  Renaissance.  

Dave walks to the center of the state wearing a blue suit along with a long dark cape. 

DAVE: Welcome, ah, everyone to the fabulous Marsiglio Ficino Theatre here in the heart of
downtown Florence. And there’s a buzz in the air today, all day long. Do you feel it Paul?
 
PAUL: Ha, ha, no not really Dave.
 
DAVE: Well I feel it in the air Paul, the feeling of the Renaissance. The great rebirth. We’re
coming to the light again out of the Dark Ages, and right here in Florence is the hub of a giant
wheel. Scholars from all over the world are coming here to learn Platonic and Hermetic thought.
However the influx of so many college kids has meant the opening of 8 Taco Bells so there is a
trade off.
 
God bless them Arabs eh Paul. Without the Arabs most of the Hermetic and alchemic texts may
have been lost. They kept them alive for the last 500 years. However, they also kept alive the
last 500 editions of People’s Who’s Hot, Who’s Not issues.
 
Well, a new survey out says that Venice is the best place to live in Italy.  (crowd boos) Now
please, I didn’t make the survey. Now here in Florence we have the Cathedral of Santa Maria,
famous Campanile Bell Tower, ah the Plazzo Vecchio, and we are the home of all the world’s
guilds so our teamsters can beat up their city any time we want.
 
Of course for anyone to be a part of the Renaissance they have to follow the seven Hermetic
principles which are: All  is Mind, As above so below, Everything is vibration, Everything has
polarity, Everything has gender, Everything has rhythm, and I’ve got my gal who can ask for
anything more. Ha, ha, ha.
 
Bible’s been getting into a little bit of trouble. Ya, it  seems there are a lot of glitches in the
translation. For example in the original Hebrew texts it doesn’t say Jesus was nailed to a cross
but to a stake. Hey, that’s the way Oprah wants to go. Ya! 

How about our Italian president George W. Shrub? He was recently in Tuscany…
 
PAUL: Tuscany, lovely.
 
DAVE: So in Tuscany he is arrested by the Catholic Inquisition and tortured for 24 hours to
reveal his knowledge, until they finally realized…he didn’t have any.
 
The printing press is something eh Paul? They can hammer out a book now in like 8 seconds or
something. And books are all over Europe now. It has though led to a rise in pornography, and



last night to check it out I went to Times Square here in the heart of Florence and picked some
up. I was later disappointed to find that it was only nude drawings of Leonardo Da Vinci.
 
Say anyone from out of town? From the Holy Roman Empire. (cheers). Good news of course,
the 118 year conflict between France and England finally ended. Though millions have perished
from the last 118 years of fighting, scholars have decided to rename it the Hundred Years War
to make it sound more romantic and to avoid any confusion. Actually it all started in 1331 when
a French Guy asked an English Guy for a french fry, but the English Guy thought he asked for a
french kiss.
 
Have we got a show tonight. Nostradamus is here. But I guess a year ago, he knew he would
be ha, ha. Shakespeare is here, Joan of Arc…take it away Paul
 

Paul plays some music while Dave walks to his desk and sits down.
 

DAVE: Time for tonight’s top ten list. Tonight, top ten Catholic Church mistakes over the last
1500 years. Ready? Top ten Catholic Church mistakes the last 1500 years. Heeeere we go- 

#10 Made Jesus to be the Son of God and an immortal being, when that title only refers to Dick
Clark
 
#9 Telling Bishop of Constantinople to “Bite Me”
 
#8 Kept Bible only available in Latin, while TV Guide was available in Anglo and Saxon
 
#7 Crusaders got to kill, pillage and rape all they wanted, but never once got to stop for a Happy
Meal at McDonalds
 
#6 Instead of sending George Forman for the Holly Grail, they sent him for the Holy Grill
 
#5 Yearly Easter burning of cats led to rise in the rat population and… the plague
 
#4 Began  to  receive  cash payments  to  make pardons  from hell  for  anything  from rape to
murder; started protection racket to keep the rich out of the Inquisition; kidnapped thousands of
young girls to work in church run whorehouses…all really pissed off the Mafia.
 
#3 Burned and tortured 20,000 Cathars in France to get their secret, and the church still doesn’t
know how they got the caramilk into the caramilk bar.
 
#2 Replaced old fun Easter Buns tradition of not wearing any pants with new one of eating
crappy pastries 

#1 Didn’t stop that damn Martin Luther from pinning notes on doors in Germany…will only lead
to Jehovah’s Witnesses
 



THE SIMPSONS
 

ERASING PERSONAL HISTORY
 

Bart and Lisa sit on the couch. Homer enters.
 
HOMER: Marge, kids. I’m home.
 

Marge walks in.
 
MARGE: Hi Homey, how was your first day of erasing personal history?
 
HOMER: It was great. One of the guys came over and said, “Hey Dumbass Simpson, get out of
my way,” and I corrected him saying that’s “Dumb Simpson” now. Hey, hey
 
LISA: Dad that’s not what they mean
 
BART: Ya, Homer any dumbass knows that
 
HOMER: Why you little (starts to strangle Bart)
 
MARGE: Homer, you have to stop this
 
HOMER: (relaxing his grip) But I can’t.
 
LISA: You see your personal history is really your identity.
 
HOMER: But my identity is all that I have.
 
LISA: Exactly that is why it has to go.
 
HOMER: Identity eh! (getting an idea)
 

Homer exits then returns wearing a Russian Cossack outfit
 
HOMER: (speaking in a bad Russian accent) Hello, I am Homer, I am from Russia .

BART: Your pretty crappy at this eh Dad?
 
HOMER: Da. 

LISA: Dad you can’t erase personal history without stopping internal dialogue.
 
HOMER: (now back in his normal clothes, but from here on out we will only see him from the
waist up) I have no internal dialogue. ( HOMER’S BRAIN: Ya that’ll shut her up.)  HOMER: See
 

Doorbell rings



 
HOMER: Oh no, its Flanders.
 
LISA: Here’s a perfect chance to stop internal dialogue. 

HOMER: Well alright, for my favorite child
 
BART: Dad, I’m right here
 
HOMER: So you are number two (patting his head) so you are.
 

Homer walks to the door and opens it
 
HOMER: (as a robot) Hello Ned
 
FLANDERS: Hi-didley-ho neighbour. I was wondering if  your done borrowing my new digital
camera, I need to take a few snaperenoes of the kids.
 
HOMER: Homer not here…go now…please watch step
 

Door closes and Flanders stands there stunned
 
FLANDERS: Watch my step? Gosh darn he must have found Jesus. He can have my digital
camera. (Flanders leaves)
 

Back in the house
 
MARGE: Oh Homey, I’m so proud of you.
 
HOMER: Wow, that was amazing. It’s the first time in my life I didn’t have a voice in my head
telling me to kick Flanders in the groin. Thanks kids. And where would I be without my loving
wife? 

LISA: Uh, Dad, there’s a lot more to do- losing self-importance, stopping the world…
 
HOMER: Shh, Daddy’s perfect now.
 
BART: Hey perfect dad? 

HOMER: Yes number two?
 
BART: Now that you’re a perfect dad, maybe you can put on some pants.
 

Wide angle shot shows that Homer since his Russian change as been in his underwear
the whole time.
 

HOMER: (looks down at himself in the underwear) Done and done.



 

THE TRIBE
 

BY KERR-ET VON AGATE
 

This is my universe, I created it. Authors do that. Our fictional worlds are real somewhere, even
if it is just within our own minds. I live in Monroe. That was a hard choice. When you create your
own universe you can live anywhere you want. And you’d better choose the right one because
you would look a little silly complaining about where you live when you created it.
 

So I chose here.
 

I needed to create a whole town. Buildings, roads, and most importantly, people. It is
hard to have a city without people. So I had to make them up. I went and got magazines and cut
out “people.” Well really I just cut out their shells, but I gave the shells new identities in my
universe, although since I don’t really know what their identities are in this one, maybe I have
created the same ones. I have no way of knowing.
 

If I had just used magazines alone, I’d only have good looking shells in my universe. I
could have done that, but it is not right. Ugly shells have just as much right to be in my universe
as the good looking ones. Maybe, I thought, I’ll  make in my universe all  the TV shows and
magazines to be full of only ugly shells. Fat, weird and not-so-perfect…just full of heart. All the
beautiful shells would be looked at somehow “not up to par” because of their bodies. They’d
spend all day wondering what they did to deserve such terrible shells, and how to get more
unattractive (plastic surgery to ugly themselves up a bit). I thought of it, just wrote it down, but I
kept it at that. 

My universe has some weird rules in it though. For example, not every place exists in
the same year. I though it would be more fun that way. Some are in 2005, others are in 1901,
some 2500 BC, some 265 million BC, some in 3279 AD. I though it would make my vacations
and business trips more fun.
 

Ah, that too was a problem. A job. Then again, do I need a job? Does anyone really
need a job? Maybe it will just be all the beautiful people who can’t get on TV who have to get
jobs- no I scraped that idea. I remember.
 

There was a time on our planet when no one really had a job. We were part of a tribe, a
small  community,  sometimes  always  on  the  move.  Each  person  had  not  a  job,  but  a
responsibility.  They were called  on by the group as a whole  to do something that  allowed
everyone else to live in harmony. I like that. It sounds very human. To have not a job but a
responsibility. No one was really more important than anyone else that way; even the chief was
just  filling  a  responsibility  for  the  tribe.  There  were  female  chiefs  too.  Thus  everyone  felt
important and useful. If they didn’t fulfill  their responsibility,  everyone else’s life would suffer.
This is unlike today where people are just interchangeable robots that no one really cares who
does what, who is best suited for what. We just see a package arrive with no idea what went
into it. We have lost our understanding of a tribe.
 

So in my universe there are no more jobs, only responsibilities. We are all connected



somehow and rely on each other. I thought it would be harder to hate people that way. You
were responsible to them, and them to you. Yes sounds nice, so I’ll make it just like that. There,
done!
 

Ok so what will  my responsibility  be? I always wanted to be a professional  baseball
player, but that’s not a responsibility. Any pro athlete is just a distraction for people who feel
their own life has no worth due to having a job that gives them no connection to community.
Since we all now have responsibilities, thus our lives have meaning, there is no need for such
distractions. If we want baseball, we can play it ourselves. Why do we need to watch someone
else do something we can do? I don’t go watch someone else cook a turkey. Thanks to that
philosophy there was no more pornography either. It’s a fun town.
 

What other jobs have no use in a tribe? Well lawyers aren’t needed, because now when
a dispute arises the two people will just go to the person responsible for settling disputes and
state their case themselves, right there. Lawyers are just sick parasites of a non-tribe society.
Bankers can go too, because since everyone is responsible to everyone else, all that we have is
part of the collective. If someone needs something, we just give it to them, as they will do for us
when we need something. Thus we have nothing to hide away. Insurance? Yes, they can go
too. Is it a wonder that in that “other universe” the three biggest buildings in a city are banks,
insurance companies and law firms? All jobs that have nothing to do with tribe, but about taking
form humanity. Wonder how many people thought of that?
 

I thought for quite a while and then I realized, I could be a caretaker. Yes that is what a
creator should do. When I was younger the only caretakers I knew were in my school. It was
another word for janitor. I liked my high school janitors, even though many could not even speak
English. Most were kind, hard working men who were a part of our tribe at school. Things would
not be clean or work well without them.
 

One, his name was Eric, I talked with every day, mostly about stuff. Most of the other
kids ignored him, because he was a janitor, but I enjoyed our talks. He was a good guy, so he
warranted my time. It didn’t matter what he “did”, he was good inside. Funny, in my life I have
always been more concerned with what I “did” than who I “was.”
 

In  my universe the role  of  school  caretaker  is  named Billy.  I  cut  a picture out  of  a
magazine of a shell that Billy would use. I keep it in a folder so when I write something about
Billy I have his shell to look at. I’m sorry that you do not have the pictures. Maybe you can get
your own magazines and cut out pictures to use while my story goes along. Of course, if you are
going to go to all that trouble, you could just create your own universe like I did!
 

So what exactly will I care for? Animals, plants, rocks? No that is the proper destiny of
humans. Humans can not really be humans unless they are doing this as their first priority. It is
why we are here.  I  know.  I  will  be the caretaker of dreams. The dreams and hopes of  my
characters. I could work out of home, but then I would be alone all day. That would make for a
very dull day, and dull days don’t make for interesting universes or stories. No, I’d better give
myself an office, with a staff and everything. They will be responsible for monitoring everyone’s
dreams in the city. 

I guess that’s enough background. You’ll learn more about me, my city, and my universe
as the story moves along. 

I get up in the morning and look at my clock, 7:35. Well, good sleep I thought. I’m 33,



single, and live at 165 Oak Maple Birch Lane. I wasn’t  sure which tree to pick to name my
street, so I used them all. I’m single in this universe because I wanted to court my future partner.
I have her working in my office right now, and we have yet to go on a date yet. I’m going slowly
because there is no need to rush, is there? Maybe today will be the day.
 

I make myself breakfast, a bowl of oatmeal porridge. Someone told me once that it is
good for people like me to eat in the morning. I believed her. Why wouldn’t I? Years later I read
a book on depression and found out that depressed people should eat porridge in the morning.
I’m not depressed now, in my universe, because I can be whatever I want to be. So I’m happy
here, but I had better eat my porridge just to be safe.
 

I went golfing this morning. I’m supposed to be at my responsibility by 9, so there really
wasn’t enough time, but I wanted a life where I could golf every day if I wanted to. So I adjusted
time in my universe. Time is an illusion anyway. My four hour game took only 30 minutes in “my
universe” time. I like when I can do things like that. I played golf with my three best male friends.
I have great female friends too, except none of them golf, so we don’t play. I could make them
like golf, but that was not the way they were originally created so who am I to force them to be
something else? 

I arrive at my office at 9:10. The staff is already working on one of my characters. I
picked a nice group to be around. Wendy is the brains of the operation. She went to university
on the east coast (which is in the future) so she is really “ahead of her time.” I found her shell in
an ad in Cosmopolitan magazine, though I had her cut her dark hair a little bit shorter in my
world. Brian works the equipment. He is 27 and real fun to be around, especially when he tries
to flirt with Wendy. I found TV shows were funnier when the two characters liked each other but
never got together, the show always went downhill once they did. So I keep messing them up.
The third member of my group is Natasha. She is my future wife, is 29 and found her shell in a
bikini magazine. Of course she doesn’t wear bikini’s here, skirts and simple tops. Did I mention
the simple dress code in my city? I’m wearing shorts right now.
 

“What’s his dream,” I ask pointing to the man on the screen we are looking at?
 

“Dan Kendrick, age 44. His responsibility is the fixing of the shoes of our citizens. It
seems like a simple job, but whenever someone’s shoes need work they go see Dan. Whenever
anyone sees him they always thank him for the shoes they are wearing. It makes his day,”
explained Wendy. 

“So why are we focused on him,” I asked?
 

“He has always wanted to go to Tibet,” interjected Brian. 

“Suggestions of how to get him there.”
 

“We’ve been working on that,” replied Natasha. Sometimes when she talks though I just
stare into her eyes. I’m doing that now, and all is see is her kind heart, I even forget that she
even has a shell. “We thought of creating a lottery where the winner gets a trip…”
 

“For two,” said Wendy. 

“Right, for two, to Tibet. We’ll just rig it so that he is the winner.”



 
“Well,” I said, “that’s a good idea except what about the other people who want to enter

the lottery? We will be deceiving them. Right Wendy?”
 

“No, not at all. We just need to set up a booth outside of the grocery store where he
shops at,” she said looking at her chart. “Every Saturday around 2PM. Thankfully most humans
are so locked into their habits and patterns that it is easy to track where they are going to be in
any moment. So we just set up a booth at 2PM, but don’t sell any tickets before he arrives. Of
course he will spend a dollar to try and win his dream trip to Tibet, then as soon as he buys his
ticket we take down the booth. By the time he comes out he will just think that the table is done
for the day. Then there really will be a draw, just he will have the only name in it.” 

“I like it.” 

Ten hours later I am back at my house. Natasha is with me. We have gone out on our
first date. Of course it has been perfect so far. I wrote it that way. I’m on my couch as she sits
beside me. The big moment, our first kiss. She leans over so slowly and my lips reach hers. It is
magical, and explosion of joy within. She leans away and then prepares to kiss me again…
when her cell phone goes off.
 

“Hello?”
 

Cell phone? She doesn’t have a cell phone. There are no cell phones in my town, except
for police officers, and she is not a police officer.
 

“Really,  of course I’ll  be right home.” She hangs up, then stands up from the couch.
“Sorry hun, but I have to leave. One of my kids is sick and needs me at home.”
 

“What, you don’t have any kids.”
 

“Of course I do. I have two, you’ve met them. Did one kiss from me scramble your brain
that much?” 

My brain was scrambled. Natasha had no cell phone and no kids. I wrote it that way, I
created her that way. Without me she wouldn’t exist. What the hell is going on? I opened the
door and said good bye as Natasha left, got into her car, and drove away. I was about to go
back inside when I noticed a man standing beside a parked car right in front of my house. I had
never seen this shell before, and I knew every shell in my folder.

 
“Who are you,” I asked out.

 
He waited for a moment and then replied, “I’ve been created to tell you something.” He

walked towards me. 

“I didn’t create you.”
 

“I  know,  someone  else  did.  You  see  they  are  also  an  author  and  the creator  of  a
universe, and they decided they don’t much like the way your universe is running. So they are
changing it as they see fit.” 



“But  they  can’t  do  that.  This  is  my  universe.  I  created  it,  not  them.”  

“Well, yes and no.”
 

“But I created it first, why doesn’t he just make up his own universe. Why does he have
to hone in on mine?”
 

“Well  actually  Mr.  Von Agate,  you  both created your  universes  at  exactly  the same
moment, there is no first. Your both equal in the creation timeline I’m afraid. But you will have to
take that up with them. Oh, by the way, the he is not a he. He’s a she.”
 

“Well why is SHE messing with my world, especially with Natasha?”
 

“Again you’ll have to ask her yourself.” The stranger checks his watch. “It’s time for me
to leave, at least that is what it says in her book.”
 

With that the stranger got into his car and drove away. I stood there dumbfounded, this
is not like I had expected, not as I expected at all. I was finally in the position where I could
make the perfect place for the human race, the way it was supposed to be, and now some freak
was messing with it. What could I do? I had to do something? But what? So I went upstairs and
started writing. First I wrote that a pizza deliveryman came with a free pizza. Just a minute later
he arrived. Ok, so that still works. Now let’s try something more difficult. I’ll make Natasha come
back over, telling me the kids conversation was just a joke she was playing on me. She had
gone to pick up a bottle of wine for us. I wrote it. Then I waited. One minute has passed. Now
two. The phone rings. So I answer it.
 

“Hello?” 

“Hi hun, made it home Ok and Stephanie is doing fine. She says hi. Sorry about all this,
but I knew that you’d understand. Talk with you at work tomorrow. Bye.”
 

This was really pissing me off. My perfect world and now my perfect relationship, were
getting fucked with. This is going to end right now! I needed a plan of attack. I was going to call
Wendy, not only because she was the smartest person I knew (because I created her to be so)
but so too being a woman she may offer some deeper insight into what was going on. But I
scrapped that idea. If this “intruder” could influence Natasha she could likely influence Wendy
too.
 

But wait, the pizza delivery guy. He came and went just as I wrote it. That gives me an
idea…  



4 THE DR. PHIL SHOW 
With The Buddha

PHIL: Today on Dr. Phil, a guy who says he’s just free and happy even though he has no wife,
no job, no money, no home. Today a misguided Buddha, take a look. 

ANNOUNCER: Shakyamuni Buddha, meaning awakened one, was born in India the son of a
ruler. He left his home in search of something more, only coming across suffering until he came
across a monk. Buddha then forsaked his family, wealth and power to follow the monk and his
teachings.  While  sitting  under  the  Bodhi  Tree  he  defeated  the  illusion  of  Mara  through
meditation and began to gather disciples. He lives without money, a wife, or even clothing.
 

Buddha is seated on the set beside Dr. Phil.
 

PHIL: Hi Buddha, thanks for coming.
 
BUDDHA: The pleasure is all mind
 
PHIL: You mean the pleasure is all mine
 
BUDDHA: Exactly. 

PHIL: Now how do you feel when you watch that tape?
 
BUDDHA: Am I supposed to feel something?
 
PHIL: Hell ya, I mean you got nothing
 
BUDDHA: That’s right, I have nothing
 
PHIL: Look I’m not one to say that you need stuff to be happy, but your gotta have something
 
BUDDHA: Why do I need anything?
 
PHIL: I’ll ask the questions around here all right. Tell me what your goal in life is? 

BUDDHA: I have no goals
 
PHIL: Well there’s your problem. Look you gotta get real, get a hold of your life. You’ve got both
hands on the wheel and you’re heading for the ditch. I mean really.
 
BUDDHA: I don’t see not having a goal as a problem. I see it as an advantage. A goal is only an
uncertain  element  in  an  illusionary  future.  We’ll  be  happy  when.  That  means  our  present
moment will always be hell. What happens if the goal never materializes? All of our nows will
have been wasted. I’ll just choose to be happy now without a goal.



 
PHIL: (holding a binder) I’ve got everything about you listed here in this binder
 
BUDDHA: And I’ve got everything about you listed in my heart.
 
PHIL: (looking in the binder) Ok, its says here that you have 4 main rules to live by. Now I like
that. I have 7 key moments, 10 important people, and 5 critical choices. Yours are the 4 noble
truths. The first says that all life lived in the ordinary way is suffering.
 
BUDDHA: Yes. The disease of our mind gives us desire and a belief in time for those desires to
be fulfilled, that leads to the suffering
 
PHIL: The second is that the cause of all suffering is craving and attachment
 
BUDDHA: Yes and the greatest attachment is self-grasping.
 
PHIL: The third is that the end of suffering is nirvana (Buddha nods) your not saying anything 

BUDDHA: Silence sometimes says the most
 
PHIL: But your on TV, you gotta say something.
 
BUDDHA: Something! You see nirvana can not be described in words, because it is beyond the
mind. Thus to think or talk about it is futile. It is a blowing out, that is all I will say. 

PHIL: I mean I’m just a good old boy from Texas who plays football, but you’ve got to give me
something here. I mean I want to help you, and I see that you’re not a mean-spirited person,
you’ve just gotten a bit off track. Now the 4th Noble Truth is to follow the 8-fold path of right:
views, speech, action, vocation, effort, mindfulness, contemplation and thought.
 
BUDDHA: Yes, doing all that will release your from your karma

 
PHIL: I don’t believe that for one minute. I believe you get out of life whatever you put in, and I
don’t think there is a toll from some other life. This is your life so just live it. 

BUDDHA: You seem to take this world very seriously
 
PHIL: I’m making a point here, the world has to be taken seriousl

 
BUDDHA: But this world is just a great mystery.

PHIL: There’s no mystery, I get up, I get dressed, I kiss my wife, I come to work, I come home,
and I eat dinner.
 
BUDDHA: Yet who is this I who does all this?
 
PHIL: But what do you think about what I just said?



 
BUDDHA: I don’t think
 
PHIL: Oh, geez. Now that’s stupid. And once you take stupid out of the barn, it ain’t going back
in. 

BUDDHA: Thinking is in the head, and that only leads to suffering. Action, knowing and Dharma
come from the heart. You know, so you act. When you don’t know, you just react following the
habits of your thoughts
 
PHIL: Why did you come here today?
 
BUDDHA: I had an omen. An omen to share Dharma with you.
 
PHIL: An omen?
 
BUDDHA: The spirit is always talking to us, we must stop thinking long enough to hear it.
 
PHIL: What would you like to be remembered for?
 
BUDDHA: For shitting with awareness.
 
PHIL: Well I shit with the daily news
 
BUDDHA: Then you have no awareness, it  is better to shit  with awareness that to meditate
poorly for an hour.
 
PHIL: We’ll be right back.
 



SANFORD AND SON 
RECAPITULATION 

Lamont is talking to Fred in the Kitchen
 

FRED: Your doing what? 

LAMONT: It’s a great thing pop. 

FRED: You spending the next week in a box?
 
LAMONT: Hey pop I need to do a recapitulation, to review my whole life, and you do it  in  

a box. 

FRED: The only time I’m getting in a box is at my funeral, and over my dead body. 

LAMONT: Come on pop, by recapping you get back your lost energy 

FRED: You know son, spending all day in a box is not a good idea for a junk dealer. Now
I’m going to make a drink in honour of your dumb idea. I’ll combine cream soda and ripple,
and  call  it,  a  cripple.  Now  if  you’ll  excuse  me,  I  gotta  go  do  some  co-ordinating.  

They walk into the living room
 

LAMONT: Look, this took me a long time to learn all this from Rolo… 

FRED: Rolo? You in this with Rolo? (he clutches his chest) Oh, no. I think it’s the big one.
Hear that Elizabeth? I’m coming to join you honey… 

LAMONT: Will you stop that. You never take anything I do seriously.

FRED: (showing concern) I’m sorry son. Well, the good news is I won’t have to go to Jack in
the  Box  anymore  because  I  can  come  home  and  find  Dummy  in  a  Box.  

The two start yelling at each other just as Aunt Esther walks in.
 

ESTHER: (yelling) Stop, stop this at once. The Lord said to stop for He could see father fighting
with son. 

FRED: And the Lord also said stop because I can’t believe I see something so ugly. 

LAMONT: Pop! 

ESTHER: Don’t worry Lamont. Like John 8:31 says, “The truth shall set you free.” 



FRED: And like Fred 74 says, “someone opened the zoo cage door and set you free.” 

Fred and Esther get to start fighting
 

LAMONT: Pop, Aunt Esther. Come on, be nice to Aunt Esther. 

FRED: Your right son. 

ESTHER: I just came over to wish you good luck Lamont with your life review. 

LAMONT: Thank you Aunt Esther, wasn’t that nice. 

FRED: (feigning kindness) yes that was nice 

ESTHER: like I said, good luck Lamont, it won’t be easy having to review so many years spent
next to a heathen fool like him (points to Fred, then exits) 

FRED: (upset) And son it won’t be fun having to review anything with something so ugly in  it.
Well at least you aren’t back to wearing the dress and calling yourself Columbo again. 

LAMONT: That was Kalunda man!

They start yelling at each other again.
 



SPIRITUAL INSIGHTS
 

TEACHERS  

It is important on the spiritual journey to find a true teacher, one who can really lead us on the
path. So I will offer some dos and don’ts when it comes to finding a spiritual teacher:
 

Do follow a teacher who studied for 10 years with a Zen Mater in Japan
Don’t follow a teacher who has only watched the Matrix 

Do follow a teacher who likes green tea
Don’t follow a teacher who likes Kentucky Bourbon
 

Do follow a teacher who says his answers come form their heart
 Don’t follow a teacher who says his answers come from a channelled being called “Pimp Dude”

Do follow a teacher who’s favorite saying is “I believe in you”
 Don’t follow a teacher whose favorite saying is “where’s my twenty bucks?”
 

When you are sick, a true teacher will offer some healing herbs
 A fake teacher will recoil and yell “is it contagious?”
 

A true teacher comes from a lineage of great masters
 A fake teacher comes from a weekend workshop with Tony Robbins 

 

Some New Books of the Spiritual/ Self-help Market
 

The Power of My Farts by Carlos Castaneda
 
The 20th Insight by James Redfield
 
How I’ve Said the Same Thing Over and Over in Twenty Books and Still Keep Screwing You
Out of Your Money by D Wayne Dyer 

I’m Right and Everyone Else is an Idiot by Dr. Phil
 
Your Spiritual IQ is equal to Your Weight by Oprah



 
Sole Healing, Do it Yourself Shoe Repair by Gary Zukov
 
Heal This! by Louise Hay
 
Chest Hair Qi Gong by Mantak Chia
 
I’m a Giant and You’re not by Tony Robbins
 
The Zen of Fingernail Maintenance by Robert M. Pirsig
 
How to Spot Aliens at Burger King by David Icke
 
The 4 Disagreements: How to be a Bastard at Family Functions by Don Miguel Ruiz 

When at a Sweat Lodge:
 

Do acknowledge the Native Heritage; Don’t ask, “ya got any of that Buffalo meat?”
 

Do say thank you for entering; Don’t say “it’s like a sauna in here”
 

Do wear appropriate clothing; Don’t wear a Def Leopard T-shirt
 

Do call the medicine man by his name; Don’t call him “chief”
 

Do listen to the ancient songs; Don’t ask if they know anything by Barry Manilow 

Spiritual Myths to clarify:
 

MYTH: The pyramids of Egypt were built to hide Jimmy Hoffa
 FACT: Jimmy Hoffa was born and died at least 5000 years after the pyramids were built 

MYTH: When you go to Stonehenge you get stoned
 FACT: Stonehenge is made out of megalithic rocks, not psychedelic substances
 

MYTH: Feung Shui is the way the CIA can get into your home and install hidden cameras



FACT: Feung Shui is a respected Oriental art of room and house placement to better allow for
positive energy 

MYTH: Hidden pornographic images appear on the borders of Tarot cards
 FACT: No such images appear in Tarot cards
 

MYTH: Elvis Presley faked his death and became the head of an underground organization that
wrote the movies the Truman Show and the Matrix 
FACT: Elvis Presley is assumed dead in 1977 and has no connection to such movies
 



WKRP 
DREAMING 

1 INT BULLPEN
 

Herb, Les and Bailey sit in the bullpen, while Andy gives them some news about Johnny.

ANDY: Now look, Johnny still might be a bit different for a few days.
 
HERB: Johnny is already different Andy
 
LES:  What kind of  different? Did  Fever  get  one of  those sex  change operations I’ve  been
hearing about?
 
ANDY: (laughs) No Les, Johnny has been doing some dreaming in his time off
 
HERB: Dreaming?
 
BAILEY: Andy means that Johnny has been studying with some Native shamans and has been
exploring alternate reality, the dream of life
 
HERB: If you ask me, Fever’s already got a dream life. He works three hours a day, while I have
to sweat and toil. He can wear any old thing while I have to wear this. (stands up to show his
very ugly checkered suit)
 
BAILEY: Maybe you should start dreaming Herb?
 
LES: Has Fever been talking to Communists?
 
ANDY: No Les 

HERB: (stands up) Les, we need to see the Big Guy
 
ANDY: Johnny is in with Mr. Carlson right now Herb
 

2 INT MR.CARLSON’S OFFICE
 

Johnny is standing and Mr. Carlson is behind his desk.
 
MRC: Whoa, that sounds amazing John
 
JOHNNY: Oh it is Mr. Carlson, you know the best part?



 
MRC: What’s that John?
 
JOHNNY: Anything is possible, the rules of this world just go away
 
MRC: You mean like my son wouldn’t be trying to take over the world
 
JOHNNY: Exactly, you get to see all the layers Art. You get this beautiful warmth…
 

The Lights go out
 

3 INT BULLPEN
 

Herb has an idea.
 

HERB: Hey Andy just hear me out. If Johnny is dreaming we should put him on the air as a late
night DJ. He thought he was Riptide for a while, he could be Johnny Dreaming. We could sell
spots at twice the normal night rates. (Herb gets excited thinking about the money he is going to
make) 

The lights go out
 

LES: What happened?
 
ANDY: I think Johnny is dreaming and he has taken us with him.
 
HERB: Great I’m in Fever’s dream, why couldn’t I be in Jennifer’s?
 
BAILEY: She still wouldn’t like you Herb
 
LES: I’m scared Andy
 
ANDY: Well Les I don’t; think there is anything to be afraid of
 

The lights come back on and Johnny walks in with Mr. Carlson and Venus all dressed like the
Three Musketeers
 

JOHNNY: Hi Guys
 
ANDY: Hi Buckaroos.
 
VENUS: We just got back from robbing a ship



 

Jennifer walks in, wearing a sexy wench costume
 

HERB: Oh my God (points at Johnny) you did this. This is the greatest thing I’ve ever seen
 
JENNIFER: Excuse me Herb! I’m here to see that amazing Johnny Swashbuckler
 
HERB: (runs to Johnny beating Jennifer to him) I gotta learn this dreaming thing. Fever where
can you take a course?
 
JOHNNY: No courses Herb, just find a teacher, to let you become free and fluid.
 
HERB: (looking at Jennifer) I love free and fluid 

A large deer runs past them
 

DEER: Johnny, I need to talk to you
 
JOHNNY: (pointing at Jennifer) I’m a little busy
 
LES: Andy is that deer talking?
 
ANDY: I believe it is Les
 
LES: Well that’s not supposed to be
 
ANDY: I know Les
 
LES: And can’t these women put some clothes on?
 
DEER: When you need help or a question, you come to see me and I am always there. Now I
need you. Take Venus with you.
 
JENNIFER: Don’t go Johnny
 
JOHNNY: I’m sorry. Your only in my dream because I brought you here, my deer is with me no
matter what all the time. The deer is a part of me. I’m sorry Jennifer
 

Johnny, Venus and the deer leave.
 

BAILEY: Wow, that is one dedicated dreamer
 
HERB: (to Jennifer) Well now that Fever is off chasing a deer-
 
JENNIFER: I don’t think so Herb.



 
HERB: Ok, fine.
 
LES: How do we get out of here?
 
MRC: I’m in command of this station (thinking) I’ll call mother
 
ANDY: There is no mother here, its Johnny’s dream, we just have to wait patiently till it is over…

 



ALCHEMIC CHEERS
 

1 INT CHEERS
 

Frasier is seated and talking to Woody
 

WOODY: What you doin’ Dr. Crane?
 
FRASIER: Well Woody, I’m reading a book of alchemic riddles. Here is the first one, what is it?
“It is familiar to young and old. It is found in the country, in the village, in the town, in all things
created by God; yet it is despised by all. Rich and poor handle it every day. It is cast into the
streets by servant maids. Children play with it, yet no one prizes it, though next to the human
soul it is the most precious and beautiful thing upon the earth and has the power to pull down
kings and princes?”
 
WOODY: I can’t imagine the answer to that, you’d have to be a star.
 
FRASIER: (amazed Woody may have the answer) Say Woody, have you ever thought of going
to university and getting a degree?
 
WOODY: Well Dr. Crane, Kelly says I already have three.
 
FRASIER: Three?
 
WOODY: Yup. Whenever her and Jacques go out alone she says I give her the third one. 

FRASIER: Third what?
 
WOODY: The third degree. I sure wish I knew what I got the other two in.
 
Frasier leans back stunned.

 

2 INT CHEERS
 

Sam and Woody are behind the bar, while Cliff and Frasier are seated. Carla notices that Sam
is writing something down.
 

CARLA: Hey, what ya writing Sammy?
 
SAM: Well Carla, I’ve decided to send Rebecca a love letter. Dames always go for that mushy
stuff. 

CARLA: Read it. What have you got so far? (Cliff and Frasier agree)



 
SAM: OK. (picks up his paper) Dear Rebecca. (he stops and shrugs his shoulders for his is all
he has written down)
 
CARLA: Ooh, Sammy that’s going to sweep her off her feet.
 

Carla walks away while Sam crumples up the paper
 

SAM: Oh well, burn your books and whiten your latten.
 

Norm walks in
 

NORM: Evening everybody.
 
EVERYONE: Norm!
 

Norm walks to his seat
 

WOODY: How goes work on the Prima Materia Mr. Peterson? 

NORM: I’d like now to see how the Prima Materia goes in Mr. Peterson (points to the beers)
 
SAM: Say everything ok Norm, you look a bit down?
 
CLIFF: Ah, that’s just because he’s going through the sate of delusion.
 
FRASIER: That’s dissolution, Cliff.
 
SAM: Well Norm, some alcohol will help. Hey Woody it’s a bit cool in here, can you go and get a
fire going, we need some more heat.
 

Woody leaves to turn up the heat while Sam gives Norm a special drink.
 

NORM: What drink is this?
 
SAM: A new drink Norm, a burning water.
 
CARLA: Served (gives him a coaster) on an Emerald Tablet.
 
NORM: Very nice Sammy.
 
SAM: Well a little inspiration from the soul of the world.



 
NORM: Thanks Sammy I could use some comforting today. 

SAM: Don’t worry Norm, you’re my friend and nothing is more important to me that helping out
my (notices Rebecca has just walked out of her office) Maybe later Norm. (runs to Rebecca)
Say Rebecca, you look lovely today. 

REBECCA: (stunned) Why thank you Sam. You look good today too. 

SAM: What about my hair? 

REBECCA: It looks good too Sam.
 
SAM: Say Rebecca. 

REBECCA: This better not be another stupid ploy to try and get me into bed.
 
SAM: I was thinking. I am the sun, you are the moon, and together sex is a dynamic dying,
purification and redemption in order to create a new reality for both of us, we can open to the
matrix for love can lead us to our hidden pain and trauma.
 
REBECCA: (stunned again by Sam’s words) That’s beautiful Sam
 
SAM: Great, then we should go for dinner at this great nude restaurant I know…
 
REBECCA: Please (she walks off to the pool room)
 
SAM: She’s coming around, another week and she’ll be mine. 

Sam walks back to the bar and is joined by Woody who has also returned.
 

NORM: My problem is that this beautiful new secretary started working at my office today. She’s
hot Sammy, and she thinks I’m hot. She wants to be my Soror Mystica, and I’m worried what
Vera might think. 

FRASIER: Oh isn’t this pathetic. In this day and age there is so little trust in marriage. When one
partner can’t trust the other just because a good-looking member of the opposite sex happens
to work in the same office as our loved one. Is there no decency? I mean, for example, today a
beautiful new psychologist was just hired and I took her for lunch. Now when my lovely Lilith
finds out, it won’t even bother her.
 

The door opens, Lilith enters, she is steaming
 

LILITH: Frasier get you lying snake-laden belly over here!
 
FRASIER: Oh my God. (Frasier scampers over) Now Lilith-



 
CLIFF: All one really needs is the ah, Falafel Stone. You can do anything, heal anything, and
speak any language. 

CARLA: Ya Clavin, what language are you speaking? 

NORM: Sammy you had better give me a special dew drink.
 
WOODY: Don’t you mean a mountain dew Mr. Peterson? 

NORM: No Woody, just dew. I need to grow.
 
SAM: That’s ok Norm. First you went through Nigredo, now you are in Albedo, a washing of
what you feel. Now you have to get to Coagulatio, you need to go back to your office and talk to
her. 

The door opens and Norm’s new secretary walks in, while Rebecca moves to behind the bar. 

NORM: (notices her enter) Hey, that’s her
 
SAM: (noticing her attractiveness) Norm, wow, you animal.
 
WOODY: That was my nickname back in Hanover.
 
REBECCA: You were called animal Woody?
 
WOODY: No, wow! Listen up Miss Howe and you won’t make so many mistakes. 

CLIFF:  Maybe  I  should  go  over  there  on  the  golden  wings  of  a  caduceus  and  show her
something. 

CARLA: You should hold a barff bag because that is what she will need if you talk to her.
 
REBECCA: Be the golden pill 

CLIFF: Be the Green Lion.
 
WOODY: Be the Blue Nun.
 

They all stare at Woody, he has no idea they were making alchemic references.
 

CLIFF: If I were you Normie (Carla cuts him off),
 
CARLA: Claven, this is Norm’s job, and if I hear another word I am going to stuff an eight-ball
down your throat. Not one more word. 



Norm now walks over to his secretary. They talk for a bit, then she turns and heads toward the
door where she slowly puts on her coat. Norm returns to the bar. 

SAM: What happened Norm? 

NORM: She felt that my wife was the best Soror Mystica I could have, so she felt it was best for
her to find a new job. She told me to be a peacock’s tail. 

Cliff has sneaked over to the secretary who has not yet left. 

CLIFF: Hi, I’m Clifford C. Claven, how would you like to be Dr. Feelgood’s next patient? 

The secretary quickly leaves. 

CARLA: (from the back) Oh Claven.
 
CLIFF: Yes Carla. 

CARLA: Can you come here please.
 

Cliff walks to the pool room.
 

SAM: Well gang, were all back as one
 
REBECCA: This calls for a drink.
 
WOODY: Should I put them in elixir flasks Miss Howe? 

SAM: A toast, VITRIOL 

A scream is heard. The all turn to the pool room when Cliff walks out with an eight-ball in his
mouth. 



“Sock it to me.”
 Ghandi 



GAME SHOWS
 

CELTIC SQUARES
 
PLAYER: I’ll take Druid John of the forest to block. 

PETER: Druid John, what does the phrase “mighty oak” mean?
 
JOHN: It is what every Celtic lass is looking for, if you know what I mean. (audience breaks into
laughter) it is a place to find inner peace.
 
PLAYER: I’ll agree 

PETER: X gets the square.
 

ROMAN WHEEL OF FORTUNE
 
PAT: …and it’s 80 drachmae
 
PLAYER: Um, how about a T?
 
PAT: Two T’s.
 

Vanna turns two letters
 

PLAYER: I would like to solve the puzzle, “Servus est in Horta” 

PAT: Yes, “Servus est in Horta.” 

INDIA MATCH GAME
 
GENE: Krishna said, I’m tired of helping Arjuna all the time, so now when he asks for help,
instead of telling him to follow Yoga, I tell him to follow (blank) 

EGYPTIAN PRICE IS RIGHT
 
BOB: I’d love to give you that…



 
ROD: A new chariot! The new Rameses lll chariot designed for greater comfort and handling,
and comes with standard Memphis emission.
 

HEBREW PASSWORD
 
WINK: OK, things you’ll find in a Cabballist’s house, things you’ll find in a Cabballist’s house.
Ready go!
 
PLAYER 1: You use them to tell the future.
 
PLAYER 2: Tarot cards.
 
PLAYER 1: Ok, this is where everything is plotted.
 
PLAYER 2: Tree if Life 

PLAYER 1: This is at the top.
 
PLAYER 2: A sphere? 

PLAYER 1: NO, at the top
 
PLAYER 2: Oh, Kether
 



THE TONIGHT SHOW
 STARING JESUS

 

ED: From Nazareth, The Tonight Show staring Jesus Carson. This is Ed the Baptist along with
Doc Joseph of Aramathea and the NBC Orchestra inviting you to join Jesus and his guests:
Brother  Thomas,  Mary  Magdalene,  and  aspiring  actress  Joan  Collins.  And  now,  heeeeer’s
Jesus!
 

Jesus walks through the curtain. He is wearing a long robe and sandals. He bows to both Ed
and Doc.
 

JESUS: Hey,  how about  this weather we’re having out here in Galilee? Isn’t  it  wild? Isn’t  it
something? In fact, today in Galilee it was so hot.
 
AUDIENCE: How hot was it? 

JESUS: It was so hot, now are you ready, are you ready for this, this biggie? It was so hot,
Moses looked up and said, “ah the hell with it, let’s turn back.”
 
ED: Yes! 

JESUS: (notices Doc’s clothes) Hey Joseph, that’s quite a jacket your wearing. 

DOC: Thanks Jesus, it’s a dreamcoat.
 
JESUS: (to Doc) What are you dreaming of, being a pimp on Jerusalem Boulevard? (turns back
to the audience) Now did you see on your clay tablets this morning, and I’m not making this up.
It seems that Rome has passed a law saying that all orgies now require a designated driver.
Designated driver... It doesn’t help when you have to try and explain the joke.
 
I got nostalgic today thinking of my old high school sweetheart, Mary Statutory. She was the
most popular girl in Bethlehem High. Every wise man gave her gifts to get her to show him her
ass in the stable.
 
ED: Hi-o
 
JESUS: Little risky there. How about that Sodom and Gomorrah? The first Las Vegas. It was
destroyed of course, and Lot’s wife became a pillar of salt for turning around to look at it. Of
course, they say the reason she turned around is because someone yelled out, “comped shrimp
cocktail.” You see in...Vegas...they...give away... a lot of free things…
 
A lot of people are starting to question the Bible. Ya. Like how does Cain find a wife when the
only people on earth are supposed to be his father, mother, brother and himself? I guess they
had Russian mail order brides back them. Cain and Svetalana, lovely wedding.
 
Goliath was back in the press again, and since our champion was busy we sent David to fight
him. Who slays Goliath with his slingshot. Apparently David was trained by Bart Simpson.



 
Apparently Caesar is very upset that Paul Newman came out with his brand of Caesar Salad
Dressing. In fact he was so upset, he forced Newman to fight to the death in gladiatorial combat,
and now is selling “Caesar’s Paul Newman Dressing.”
 
We have a big show, stay where you are.
 

Ed walks to his seat beside the desk.
 

ED: And now that famous seer from the east. The All-knownig, All-telling, All-seeing, famous
seer, sayer, soothsayer, and former wood supplier to Noah, Christ the magnificent.
 

Jesus appears in a black cape and red Middle Eastern hat. He sits at the desk. 

ED: Christ, I hold in my hand envelopes. These envelopes have been Hermetically sealed and
stashed on Solomon’s Temple’s porch since noon today, NO ONE, knows the contents of these
envelopes.  But you in your divine and mystical  was will  assertion the answers without  ever
before, seeing the questions.
 
JESUS: May I have silence please. (he places the first envelope to his forehead) How dreadful
is this place? 

ED: (repeats him) How dreadful is this place?
 
JESUS: What did Jacob say after eating at Arby’s?
 
ED: Yes!
 

JESUS: 36-24-26
 
ED: 36-24-36
 
JESUS: What does Pythagoras mean by all is number?
 

JESUS: Manna bread from heaven
 
ED: Manna bread from heaven.
 
JESUS: What would Wonder Bread be called if it were actually nutritious?
 

JESUS: Burning Bush
 
ED: Burning Bush



 
JESUS: What is the title of Michael Moore’s new movie?
 

JESUS: Tower of Babel
 
ED: Tower of Babel
 
JESUS: What do you need to understand rap music?
 

JESUS: Take this job and shove it
 
ED: Take this job and shove it
 
JESUS: What did the stable boy say on Noah’s Ark?
 

ED: I hold in my hand the last envelope.
 
JESUS: May a duststorm blow up your robe and cause the family jewels to be polished. Ha, ha.
(places last envelope to his head) Quiet please. Behemoth and Leviathan
 
ED: Behemoth and Leviathan
 
JESUS: What were the secret code names of Tom Arnold and Roseanne? 



TIMEPOINT 
By MIKE-EL CRETON

 

October 20, 2004
 
Dr. Richard Stone sees everything differently now. The university, the cosmos, his books and
his life. Ancient Egypt revived him, created a new goal for living, and fostered an understanding.
A gnosis! He never thought he would just a word like gnosis to describe himself. His son Terry
walked by his office door, and slowed down to smile at his father. Stone returned the smile, a
silent gesture of their new connection as equals. A far cry from how all this started.
 

March 5, 2004
 
Dr. Richard Stone stood before the lecture podium and checked his watch, 10:02. The lecture
hall was full for his 10AM lecture, partially because he was such a spectacular lecturer, and
partially because of his subject- the archaeology of Egypt. It was one of the most popular at the
University of Chicago. He understood the fascination for these students, he had felt it himself for
Egypt a long time ago.
 
His parents had taken him on a trip to the Mediterranean when he was just twelve. The first
sight of the pyramids at Giza was enough. 1964 may be remembered by everyone else as the
British Invasion of the Beatles, yet for young Richard Stone it was the invasion of Egypt upon
his consciousness.
 
On his  return to the States he read as much as he could.  The fascination  was how could
Egyptians build such amazing monuments, yet be so backward as to have a religion filled with
numerous gods and monsters. His church reminded him every Sunday there was only one God.
These Egyptians sure were messed up, yet they did create fabulous monuments, but all for the
ego and immortality of some Pharaoh. No wonder the Greeks were able to take them over. He
first studied Egyptology at Princeton, followed by his PhD at the American University in Cairo.
He moved quickly up the ranks, in part due to his skill, and in part because of the then “king of
Egyptology,” Dr. IES Edwards. Edwards liked Stone, and it was his recommendation that got
him his first teaching job at the University of Minnesota. He moved to Chicago in 1997 following
his wife’s death, being unable to remain any longer in Minneapolis. Every café and street corner
reminded him of her.
 
Stone was one of the most well-known in his field. When TLC or the Discovery Channel was
doing a documentary, he was always called upon as an expert. Each summer he was part of a
dig team at  Abydos.  He had also worked on projects at  Giza with  Zahi  Hawass and Mark
Leyhner and at Edfu on a joint project with the University of Frankfurt.
 
While Egypt was his favourite place to be, the lecture hall was his second. He felt at home here,
he knew all the material, and he could captivate a crowd. That is why TLC called. Stone looked
at his watch, 10:03, time to begin. Just at that moment in walked a late entrant, his son Terry. 

“Thank you for being on time for my lecture of Rameses the second,” Stone said to his son.
 
“Well, since he’s been dead for over 3,000 years I figured he could wait a few minutes.



” Snickers came from the rest of the students. They liked Terry, but stone had not idea why.
What was he doing in this class anyway? Poor kid, his mother’s death really hit him hard. He
was bright, no doubt about that, yet somewhere he lost his way. He had read Stone’s books
when he was growing up, but after Marjorie’s death he began reading that new age crap. Then
began to read those books by people like John West and Graham Hancock, men who utterly
spit on Stone’s world. During nearly every lecture Terry would ask something akin to, “Isn’t the
Sphinx now geologically dated to 10, 500 BC? How can pyramids be tombs when no Egyptian
funerary texts are found in them? If they had the secrets of life and death, what are we doing
studying a piece of pottery?” if he wasn’t his son, Stone might have had him thrown out of class.
All those wild ideas, and now he was spending his weekends with some old Indian. However,
Dr. Stone knew that his son did have a passion for Egypt, it was just that his passion was so
misguided. 

Terry Stone took his seat, a bit embarrassed for being late, yet proud of his witty remark. He
liked his dad, and his dad’s passion for Egypt, even if  his dad’s passion was so misguided.
Terry knew what  his dad thought,  the standard party line.  Egypt  formed all  of  a sudden in
3200BC, built a whole bunch of stuff, then the Greeks came along to show the Egyptians the
real  knowledge.  The  Egyptians  were  simpletons,  who  had  no  concept  of  God,  religion  or
technology. They wasted all their time building stuff to make a Pharaoh happy.
 
Terry had liked growing up in Minneapolis, a regular kid doing regular things. He was at the
Metrodome in 1991 when the Twins won the pennant, but he couldn’t find tickets for the World
Series.  While he had been a good student  in high school,  he was more of a goof  off,  and
spending time trying to date the girls in his classes. It was his mother who introduced him to
alternative Egypt, and encouraged him. It was great having a famous father to ask questions to,
but when his father was away each summer his mother would read his tarot cards or talk about
the herbs his grandmother had used to heal.
 
When his mother died he realized that there was more to the ancient world that his father was
teaching in university. He read the “other” books and realized Ancient Egypt wasn’t backward,
we were backward. The modern books have viewed Egypt from a self-important evolutionist
thinking that we are better than those in the past because we have TV’s and they didn’t. But we
also have nuclear weapons and anthrax. In fact, it seems the farther back in history you go, the
less  warfare  you  find.  He  realized  that  somehow Egypt  had  the seeds  for  humans to  live
harmoniously with one another, and he was looking for them.
 
“Now as can be seen here at the temple at Medinet Habu,” Stone was continuing his lecture,
“the outer walls have scenes of the famous battle of Kadesh, which you should all know about
from your assigned reading. This was the great military victory of Rameses the second. So
great was it for Egypt that it was placed on all the walls of their temples, even of Pharaohs who
followed and…yes Mr. Stone?” 

“Oh thank you Mr. Stone, just wondering if you are sure the battle of Kadesh happened?”
 
“If you are asking if I was there to witness it, I’m old, but I’m not that old,” responded the elder
Stone getting his own laughs from the students.
 
“Good one. No, its just that some historians aren’t so sure what actually happened at Valley
Forge, we have the videotape of the Kennedy assassination and we have no idea who did it, so
what evidence exists for this historical battle? I mean the temple walls themselves claim that
Rameses defeated an enemy of thousands by himself from his chariot.”



 
“Look Terry…”
 
Terry had his father in the beginnings of a trap. That was why he was taking an archaeology
minor at all, not for himself or even his mother. It was for the other students sitting beside him in
the lecture halls. It was why he never remained silent in class. If he didn’t present these other
ideas to them, who would? He felt we needed people to question what we think we know, not
keep spewing the same textbook garbage. “There are many who think that the battle of Kadesh
is a mystical battle, an allegory of the alchemic transformation of the male soul. That is why it
appears on the front of the temples of male pharaohs, but not at female ones like the Temple of
Hatsepshut. There one finds the journey to Punt, the symbol for the female journey. The chariot
he rides is the body vehicle we use, the horses are the emotions and the carriage driver is the
mind…” Stone cut him off.
 
“I’m not sure why I let you ask questions anymore. I miss the days when all you asked was
about the infield fly rule. Now if the rest of the class will ignore my idiot son…”
 
“He’s not an idiot.”
 
The words startled Richard Stone, for only his son spoke out in class, and this was not even a
male voice. Terry Stone was even more shocked. Rarely did anyone in class stick up for him,
even though they enjoyed the debates and the witty banter between he and his father. No the
shock was from who said it, Angela Dorval. Usually the only thing Terry heard her say in his
presence was, “excuse me,” as she walked past him. He spent entire evenings at the campus
bar wondering what he could possibly say to her, surrounded by her admiring athletes. Now she
was defending him, against his own father, in his class.
 
“I read that too and I thought it was pretty interesting,” she continued. 

“Where did you read that Miss Dorval?”
 
“Well Terry had mentioned a book a few weeks ago so I went to the library and started reading
it.” 

Stone had to put a stop to this. Terry was just Terry, but now he was infesting his whole class.
“How many people of you have read the Plague by Albert Camus?” A few students raised their
hands. Staring directly at his son, Stone continued. “In it a great plague starts in a French town
after the death of a single…solitary…rat. The rat infests the other rats, which infest the cats and
dogs, which infest the people. Soon,” he turns to face Angela, “even the good townsfolk are
infested.” 

“Excuse me dad, are you comparing me to a rodent?”
 
“No I am just reminding the class that,” holding up the class textbook, “in two weeks are your
mid-term examinations. Answers from this book will get you a passing grade. Answers from the
books my soon reads will get you a failing grade. The university does not graduate students with
a failing grade.” 

“Oh, is there a university who does?”
 
Stone laughed. In the midst of the most intense arguments, even when Marjorie could not get



him to take a breath, Terry always could. Stone smiled shaking his head at his class as they got
up to leave. “Remember your assigned reading for next class… from THIS book!”
 

Terry left the lecture hall feeling mixed emotions. He never called his father dad in the lecture
hall, but that interrogation was starting to bother him. Then again, had he gone too far this time
with his questions today? Even though he didn’t agree with him, did fighting him in public solve
anything? He just wanted to open the minds of his fellow classmates a little. Then his gaze fell
on Angela, and everything else that was in his mind was forgotten. This was his big chance, he
knew it, and he had to say something. He glanced into a side trophy case that allowed enough
of a reflection to see himself. He was 22 years old, 6 feet and wearing a simple denim long-
sleeved shirt. Couldn’t he have put something better on today? He noticed in the reflection that
Angela was finishing her conversation and was about ready to leave. Terry thought, “I have but
a few seconds of chance, and I am thinking about what shirt I should be wearing.”
 
Terry walked over to her. The dark hair, the sultry French accent. He looked into her eyes for a
second, but only a second. He knew that if he kept looking that her beauty would transfix him
and be unable to speak. It was her eyes that he would remember later, eyes that pulled him in
like a vacuum. 

“Does this mean I will be getting more help from now on? My name is Terry…”
 
“I know. The rodent. Angela.”
 
There was a pause, it only lasted a second or two but to Terry it seemed like an eternity. He had
spent hours rehearsing what to say in just a moment like this. Finally he just shut all that off, and
the words seemed to flow from somewhere he had never known before.”
 
“I’d be happy to suggest some other books on Egypt for you to read.” 

“Actually I heard from one of my friends you have been going to sweat lodges. Is that true?” 

“Yeah, sometimes. Out on the reserve, why?” 

“I’ve always wanted to go and see what it’s like. Maybe you can take me? Say I have to run to
class,  here  is  my number,”  as  she handed  him a  piece  of  paper,  “let’s  do  something  this
weekend so you can tell me about it.”
 

March 6, 2004 

“He has written some very interesting articles Richard,”  said the man from the government
standing with Richard Stone in the Stone house.
 
“He has,” Stone asked inquisitively?
 
“Yes, all under an assumed name, I guess he didn’t want his father to know. They are very well
written but more importantly, they show promise of possibility.”
 
“I don’t understand why you want my son for this. There are plenty of other good students we
can take with us.” 



“Lets just say that your son is up on an entire study of knowledge that your students, or even
you, aren’t. And lets be clear, no one, not me or you, is sure on exactly what we will find back
there. It’s going to be a very different world.” 

“So why not another linguist who is an expert in reading the hieroglyphs or…”
 
“Dr. Stone, no one, not even you, can be sure you have a correct translation. So why bring
along another person who may have the same incorrect information you have? Look at it this
way. If you are 100% right and he is 100% wrong, then no problem, he’ll blend in fast. Yet if you
are 100% wrong and he is 100% right, you are going to need him desperately. He is young,
strong, quick thinking and has something no one else with those characteristics bring, and like I
said earlier, it is far easier to move related DNA than remote DNA. That is why that breeding
project was started in the 1970’s.”
 
“Well just let me tell him alright.”
 
“All right, but we only have 24 hours to get going.”
 

All Terry could see was pitch darkness, and hear the beautiful songs in a language he didn’t
understand swirling all around him. He then heard the hiss of more water being splashed onto
the rocks, and he knew what that meant. Another blast of hot steam. He was in the Algonquin
sweat lodge of medicine man Running Bear. Great healing took place in here, he had witnessed
it. Strange things he did not understand also happened in here, visions, sounds, messages, and
he had witnessed those too.’
 
The door was finally opened to allow the bad energy to be released and the cool air to come in
to refresh the seven men seated inside. Terry was by far the youngest, and the only white man.
He asked Running Bear about Egypt.
 
“Ah Egypt,  a place that  holds lots of  heart  for  you.  That  is  good.  We know the connection
between them and us.” 

“I would love to know what they knew, I read everything I can.”
 
“Be careful my friend, there is a big difference between information and knowledge. And the
only way you get knowledge is from personal experience.”
 
“Well I can’t experience Ancient Egypt anymore.”
 
The native elder just smiled as he looked at Terry. “Don’t be so sure about such things, the
world is not what you think it is. The world is very mysterious place.”
 

As soon as Terry arrived home his father was waiting for him.
 
“Terry you have to get ready we are leaving on a little (pause) vacation.” 

“Vacation dad, now? You are right in the middle of classes. Anyway I have a date Saturday with
Angela. Angela. Do you understand what I’m saying here?”



 
“Son we have to go to Egypt right away.”
 
“Look dad, I love Egypt too, but I don’t love mucking around a bunch of dirt to look for the end of
a knife blade.  That’s your thing. Now my thing is Angela,  I’ve been waiting all  year for this
chance.” 

“Son I’m afraid I really need you there with me on this on. I can understand, she’s a beautiful
girl. I also know that with your mom gone that its time for you to explore lots of things on your
own without me around, soon you won’t be living here anymore, and we will be doing our own
thing. But I’m asking you to come on this one, the people who are, well, funding this, requested
you.” 

“But the university funds all your work.”
 
“Not this one, the White House has funded this one.”
 
“What does the government think we are going to find, some Ancient  Egyptian weapons of
mass destruction?” 

“Perhaps.” 

His dad looked serious. “Dad, the modern Egyptians have no such weapons.” 

“That’s true, but that is not the Egypt we are going to explore. Now grab your jacket, we have to
get going.” 

“I need a suitcase, or did you already pack it for me, because I am sure what you chose…”
 
“We don’t need suitcases. You don’t know yet, but you are going to get your chance to see just
how right you think you are.”
 
Terry was stunned. 



MORE ZEN SEINFELD
 The Mess

 By Roman Kenkel and Howdie Mickoski (1995)

 

1 INT JERRY’S APARTMENT
 

Jerry is sitting at his desk working on new material for a Tonight Show appearance. The 
buzzer goes, and as the camera pans back it reveals that Jerry’s apartment is for this 
first time ever, a complete mess. Jerry leaves the cluttered desk and works his way  
through the mess to answer the buzzer.

 

J ERRY: Yeah?
 
ELAINE: It’s George and Elaine.
 
JERRY: (impatiently because he is so busy) Yeah, yeah come on up.
  
Jerry  opens  the door  a  crack  and then  gets  back  to  his  work.  George  and  Elaine  enter.  

ELAINE: Jerry are you still working on that Tonight Show stuff (her mouth drops as she sees the
mess in the apartment), Oh my God.
 
GEORGE: (George clutches his chest to give a fake heart attack) Jerry, I’m impressed. You’re
actually like the rest of us.
 
JERRY: (abruptly) What do you want?
 
ELAINE: (very surprised by Jerry’s tone) Jerry, your apartment. It’s such a mess. I’ve never
even seen a dirty dish in here before.
 
JERRY: (looking around and a bit surprised with how dirty he has allowed it to get) I know, I
know. I’ve been busy for the last couple of days putting the show together that I haven’t had a
chance to tidy up.
 
GEORGE: (who had randomly began picking up little pieces. He picks up a potato chip bag
upside down purposely spilling out some of the crumbs getting some sick satisfaction at adding
to the mess knowing that in any other circumstances Jerry would flip) Tidy up! Jerry people in
California don’t have to tidy up this much after an 8.2 on the Richter Scale. Gee in another
couple of days and it would look like Newman’s.
 
ELAINE: We know how busy you’ve been. We haven’t seen you at all for a few days, so we
thought we could do something tonight.
 
JERRY: Well, there is this movie I have wanted to see.
 
ELAINE: (cuts Jerry off) Let’s get something to eat first (already beginning to eat stale potato
chips found on the couch)



 
GEORGE: We always do that, dinner and a movie. Can’t we as three intelligent people come up
with something to do?
 
JERRY: Well two intelligent people.
 
ELAINE: (laughing at the stab at George) Well we have imagination, so lets use it.
 
JERRY: Well what do most people do on a Thursday night nowadays?
 
ELAINE: You know I read somewhere that Thursday is becoming the big bar night. There is a
new one that just opened a few blocks over. Why don’t we try that?
 
JERRY: Ooh, the big bar night.
 
GEORGE: (jumps up off the couch) No way. Absolutely not. I don’t’ function well in bars. Do you
know what they do to short bald guys in bars? I’ll tell you. All those tall good-looking, successful
people walking around like they are better than you…
 
JERRY: But they are better than you Biff.
 
GEORGE: Every time I go to the bar I always get stuck in that corner seat, no matter what time I
get there. I always get that seat. You know the one, at the corner of the bar, in the middle of all
the traffic. Everybody bumping into you, elbowing you, spilling drinks on you. One time this tall
beautiful woman even put her drink on my head thinking it was a table.
 
JERRY: I’ve got to agree with George, it’s not a good idea. (now bragging) You know what
happens when I go to public places. People recognize me, won’t  leave me alone, ruins my
whole night. 

ELAINE: Get over yourself. I bet that no one will even recognize you.
 
JERRY: (whose ego has been insulted) I’ll take that bet. What do you want to wager? 

GEORGE: (gesturing to the mess) How about the loser has to clean the winner’s apartment?
 
ELAINE: Yeah, my apartment could use a good cleaning, besides even if I lose, which I won’t,
this isn’t that bad.
 
GEORGE: Ladies and gentlemen, we have a bet. 

JERRY: So I take it your coming?
 
GEORGE: (still upset over the Biff comment) If only to watch you make a fool of yourself, I’m in. 

2 INT NEWMAN’S APARTMENT
 

Close up of Newman’s face, red, upset and sweaty.



 

NEWMAN: Get out of here! It’s even worse than before.
 

3 INT JERRY’S APARTMENT
 

Jerry, Elaine and George have got their jackets and are preparing to leave.
 

ELAINE: Ok lets go.
 
GEORGE: Hey do you think we should ask Kramer?
 
ELAINE: No.
 
JERRY: Elaine’s right. He’s got some new door to door sales thing. He said he’d be busy at
Newman’s for a while.
 

Just as they prepare to leave, the door opens and Kramer pushes his way into the apartment
lugging a ton of vacuum cleaner parts and accessories. He has hoses wrapped around his head
and neck covering everything except his hair. He barely manages to get in without falling down. 

ELAINE: Kramer?
 
KRAMER: Elaine. George. Jerry.
 
JERRY: What the hell is all this?
 
KRAMER: (dumps everything on the floor) This is my new job. I’m selling vacuum cleaners. I’ve
wanted to this ever since I was a kid. You know where I’ve just been? Newman’s. You know
how  messy  his  apartment  was  Jerry?  Now  it’s  spotless.  (looking  at  the  mess  in  Jerry’s
apartment) And frankly Jerry, your apartment could use a good cleaning too you know.

 
JERRY:  You  can  come  back  tomorrow Kramer,  I’m  sure  that  Elaine  could  use  your  help.
(referring to the bet. Elaine slightly chuckles)
 
GEORGE: (in disbelief) Since you were a kid you’ve wanted to be a vacuum cleaner salesman.
Most kids want to be firemen or policemen. Something normal.
 
KRAMER: Yeah George, but everyone needs a vacuum cleaner. I get to see how people live,
George. You know the inside of their apartments, it’s like seeing inside a person’s mind. 

JERRY: You’ve never mentioned that you wanted to sell vacuum cleaners before.
 
KRAMER: That is because I’ve never found the right one until now (gesturing to the vacuum)
Jerry, this is the Super-Suck 5000. The Rolls Royce of vacuum cleaners. This little baby can
even suck up vomit. Let me show you how it works.



 
JERRY: First of all Kramer, we’re just leaving. Secondly Elaine is going to be cleaning my entire
apartment tomorrow, and I don’t want anyone helping her before.
 
KRAMER: (pleading) Please. Please, I’m begging ya. It will only take ten minutes, I promise.
 
ELAINE: (pointing to her watch) NO, we don’t have time.
 
KRAMER: (pleading even harder) Jerry I can do it while your out. I won’t touch anything but the
floor. 

JERRY: Look Kramer come back tomorrow, we really have to go.
 
GEORGE: IF we don’t get going we are going to get stuck in a line-up, and you know what that
can be like.
 
JERRY: (pushing all four of them out the door) Tomorrow Kramer
 

The three of them leave with Kramer left standing alone outside of Jerry’s door. He gets an idea
and pulls out his big set of keys.
 

KRAMER: Oh you’ll thank me for his buddy (and lets himself in)
 

4 INT NIGHTCLUB
 

Tall good-looking people are everywhere. Jerry, George and Elaine have just entered after a
wait in line to get in.
 

ELAINE: (looks around) I thought that this place would be a lot busier considering how long we
had to wait in line.
 
GEORGE: (sarcastically to Elaine) Maybe we shouldn’t have stopped for something to eat?  
ELAINE: But I was hungry.
 
JERRY: You know the only reason there is a line up is because if there was no line, people
would think the bar is dead and not want to come here.
 
GEORGE: (upset and turns for the door) Well, I’m going outside to tell everyone they are being
cheated. 

ELAINE: (grabs George before he can make a fool of himself) George remember why we are
here. (smiles at Jerry) My apartment needs a good cleaning.
 
JERRY: (laughs slightly) Let’s go to the bar and get a drink.
 



They walk to the bar and each sit down, and of course, George gets the corner seat. Within two
seconds of sitting down he is already getting bumped. Elaine meanwhile has noticed a cute guy
sitting beside her who looks over and smiles at her.
 

ELAINE: (thinking out loud) Wow, what a cute guy. He’s so cute and he’s smiling at me. This is
going to be a great night. (for real) I’ll have a beer please. (thinking out loud again) Yeah, that
will impress him.
 
JERRY: (thinking out loud) Strange no one has recognized me yet. I’m sure someone will once
it gets busier. (for real) Soda water please. (thinking out loud) Gotta stay sharp tonight.
 
GEORGE: (he is still being bumped around and looking miserable. A tall woman comes by with
a wine glass in her hand right near the top of his head, and his expression says it all) I’ll have a
scotch (gets bumped again) make it a double.
 

5 INT JERRY’S APARTMENT
 

Kramer plugs in the vacuum cleaner and turns it on.
 

6 INT NIGHTCLUB
 

The bar is now much busier. Jerry is feeling more confident. Elaine is flirting with the cute guy,
but they have yet to talk. George is on his third drink and having a lousy time.

JERRY: (standing unusually erect and overconfident starts saying hi to everyone walking by
hoping someone will recognize him) Hi. Hi.
 
ELAINE: (very sarcastically) Gee Jerry, the bar is awfully full. Hasn’t anyone asked you for your
autograph yet?
 
JERRY: Oh shut up Elaine.
 
RICK: (hears her name for the first time and makes his move) Elaine, that’s a beautiful name for
a beautiful woman.
 
ELAINE: (with a coy smile) Thanks
 
RICK: Are you here with, um (motions to Jerry)
 
ELAINE: (smiles sarcastically at Jerry) No, no, he’s nobody.
 
RICK: Great I was hoping that you were here alone. My name is Ri…(before he can finish his
name, he turns and throws up on the bar. The camera turns to George and Jerry who watch in
disbelief)



 
ELAINE: (with her hand over her face to Jerry heartbroken) How disgusting!
 
RICK: (to Elaine) I’ve got to go to the bathroom. Don’t go away, I’ll be right back. (he exits)
 
ELAINE: (to Jerry) My God, did you hear that? He’s coming right back. I’ve got to hide. If he
asks tell him I’ve gone home (begins to panic) tell him I’m dead. Tell him anything. Just don’t let
him find me. (Elaine leaves)
 
JERRY: (to George) What I want to know is who is going to clean that up?
 
GEORGE: You couldn’t pay me enough to clean that up.
 
JERRY: That’s my point. The bus boys don’t make enough. The waitresses don’t make enough.
The bartenders don’t make enough. I expect the owner will  have to come and clean this up
himself.
 
GEORGE: Too bad Kramer isn’t here with his Super Suck 5000.
 

A man dressed in an expensive suit comes behind the bar with a Super Suck 5000 and sucks
up the puke quickly.
 

OWNER: It’s the only vacuum I’ve ever seen that sucks up vomit. Doesn’t do much else though,
jams all the time. I bought it from some funny haired guy today. (he walks off)
 
RICK: (returns) So, where’s Elaine?
 
JERRY: (very casually) I don’t know. She’s around her someplace, I think she is looking for you.
 

Rick wanders off.
 

7 INT NIGHTCLUB
 

Elaine is seen hiding behind someone.
 

8 INT JERRY’S APARTMENT
 

Kramer is leisurely vacuuming behind the couch, when he notices something extra-ordinary out
of the window. He does his typical twitching, and doesn’t notice that the head of the vacuum is
up. As he moves towards the window, the Super Sucker sucks up all of Jerry’s jokes. Kramer
panics in classic Kramer style).
 

9 INT NIGHTCLUB



 

Elaine is still hiding. George and Jerry are still by the bar when two men walk over to George.
 

LES: Hey. George? George Kostanza? It’s me, Les Schoenfeld.
 
GEORGE: (ecstatic that this could be the situation that turns around his night) Les, pull up a
stool. I haven’t seen you in what four, five years?
 
JERRY: Oh great even George gets recognized.
 
LES: You look good George.
 
GEORGE: Thanks
 
LES: No, I mean really good.
 
GEORGE: (not picking up on what Les is saying because he is so happy to find a friend) Yeah,
I’ve been watching what I eat.
 
LES: You know I think I saw you one at the hospital and was going to say hi. I was on duty
though and giving a sponge bath. Ya I’m an orderly.
 
GEORGE: (all of a sudden George gets a flashback when his mother was in the hospital and
the two men sponge bathing beside him. George suddenly gets paranoid) Oh no.
 
LES: Actually I was going to give you a cal after reading about you and that comedian, oh,
what’s his name.
 
JERRY: (digested that his name isn’t remembered) I’m out of here. (he walks off)
 
GEORGE: (now that Jerry has left him alone he panics even more) look (stuttering) I think that I
should tell you something.
 
LES: No I have to say something first. That article changed my life. I thought that if someone
like you could come out of the closet, then so could I. You’re a real hero George Kostanza. A
real hero.
 
GEORGE: (suddenly feeling flattered) Well hero’s too strong of a word.
 
LES: So are you and that comedian still together? If you’re not maybe we could get together for
a cappuccino afterwards.
 
GEORGE: (calmly)  Well I  don’t  think that would be a good idea. You see the article was a
mistake, there was a retraction the next week.
 
LES: What’s the matter George, don’t you find me attractive?
 
GEORGE: (panicking) Look you have it all wrong, ah, you should see Jerry’s apartment. It’s a
mess. In fact I’m here with someone, this girl right here (points to the woman beside him, he



speaks out of the corner of his mouth to her) Please go along with this, if you have any feelings
for humanity at all please help me.
 
SANDRA: (smiles) My pleasure.
 
GEORGE: (stunned) Really?
 
LES: Well, if that is how you feel George. (hands him his card) Here is my number in case you
change your mind.
 

10 INT NIGHTCLUB
 

Another area of the bar. Jerry is now getting desperate to win the bet and Elaine is still hiding
from Rick but sees Jerry and comes over.
 

ELAINE: Is that guy around?
 
JERRY: (looks around) No vomit here.
 
ELAINE: (relieved) Maybe he left.  So Mr. Celebrity,  how many autographs have you signed
tonight? 

JERRY: I’ll have you know that a lot of people are staring at me, and I know they are trying to
figure out who I am. Any second now someone will.
 
ELAINE: For your sake I hope so (checks her watch) because it’s getting late.
 
JERRY: (to get rid of Elaine) Oh, its that guy. I see him coming this way.
 
ELAINE: Oh, where? (she takes off)

 
JERRY: (to himself) Well, drastic times call for drastic measures (he grabs the first person who
walks by, a female) Excuse me, I wonder if you can do me a favour?
 
JANICE: (cautiously) Ok, what?
 
JERRY: You see I have this bet on with a friend, and she’s real condescending and if she wins
this bet she will make my life a living hell. You see, I’m a comedian and we have this bet that
someone will recognize me.
 
JANICE: Oh, you’re a comedian. Tell me a joke.
 
JERRY: Look, there’s $20 in it for you if you just pretend that you know me. 

JANICE: I want to hear a joke first.



 
JERRY: I’m not in the mood to tell a joke.
 
JANICE: I want to hear a joke Mr. Comedian.
 
JERRY: (giving in a bit) Ok, I’ll give you $40.
 
JANICE: 50. 

JERRY: (desperate) All right, all right, $50. All you have to do is walk over and say, hey aren’t
you Jerry Seinfeld the comedian.
 
JANICE: Where’s my money? 

JERRY: On delivery of the goods. Here she comes, wait a few seconds then come over. (Janice
exits) 

ELAINE: (walks over) I think I lost him.
 
JANICE: (walks over) Hey, aren’t you that comedian, Jerry, ah, Steinfelder?
 
JERRY: (shocked that she has messed up his name and hoping Elaine will buy it) Why yes I
am. (acting out a script he has been working in his head)
 
JANICE: Can I have your autograph?
 
JERRY: Why yes (he flashes Elaine a very smug victory smile and signs the autograph)
 
ELAINE: Well you did it, you found one person in the entire bar who recognized you. 

JERRY: (smugly) Well, that’s the price of fame.
 
ELAINE: (turns around and sees Rick coming) Oh my God, Jerry. It’s that guy. He tracked me
down. There is nowhere left to run.
 

While Elaine is watching Rick, Jerry hands Janice the $50. Rick, who turns out to be Janice’s
husband, sees him give her the money but Elaine does not.
 

RICK: Janice, what the hell are you doing with that guy?
 
JANICE: It’s my husband.
 
ELAINE: Oh my God, he’s married, and to her.
 
JANICE: Rick I was just…
 
RICK: (grabs Jerry) I’ll show you what I do to guys who hit on my wife.



 

Close up of fist coming towards Jerry.
 

11 INT JERRY’S APARTMENT
 

Kramer is trying to rescue Jerry’s jokes. He is up to his elbows in dirt as he has opened the
vacuum cleaner. He is getting out the crumpled pieces of paper. He is putting them on a pile on
the floor and in so doing is making a bit of a mess on the previously cleaned floor. He succeeds
to flatten them to some degree. He replaces the lid, but neglects to tighten it down. He starts it
up, and the top blows off and Jerry’s living room gets blanketed in Newman’s dirt. Kramer in a
complete panic, covered in dirt himself and almost in tears, gathers the vacuum and sneaks out
of the apartment.
 

12 INT HALLWAY OUTSIDE OF JERRY’S DOOR
 

The trio has returned. Jerry has a black eye, courtesy of Rick. Elaine looks exhausted having
lost  the  bet  and  hiding  from  Rick.  George  however  has  returned  elated  because  he  has
arranged a date with Sandra.
 
JERRY: I knew that something like this would happen. This is why I don’t like going out in public
places (shows off his black eye)
 
ELAINE: Jerry it’s only a black eye. That guy nearly threw up on me, and then terrorized me the
whole night. And I’ve got to clean your apartment tomorrow.
 
JERRY: Well at least you will have Kramer helping you vacuum
 
GEORGE: I don’t know. I had a great time. I have a date with a beautiful woman tomorrow and I
know that if I have to (holding up Les’s card) it won’t be hard to change my lifestyle.
 
JERRY: (puts his key in the door) I’m just happy this night is finally over with. (he opens the
door, turns on the light and all stare in disbelief at the terrible mess) KRAMER! 

ELAINE: (looking even more depressed) But I have to clean this up.
 

Here you go!



EPILOGUE

This writing  came to me in  2006 over  the course of  two  days.  There  is  a term known as
automatic writing, where a person seems willed to write by the universe. Where the pen seems
almost to move on its own on the page, or you might say, one writes without really having any
thought about what is being written. Usually this type of writing appears a poetry- a very creative
field of writing.

What you have just read is automatic writing, but I guess since I had been a comedian for the
10 years prior, came to me as comedy instead of poetry. It began one evening around 1AM
when I couldn't sleep. I jotted down a few ideas, and the ideas continued. I wrote most of these
sketches all night long without sleeping. The following day the writing continued, though I did
take the odd nap to get enough rest  to keep writing.  When 9PM was hit,  95% of  this was
completed, and I fell into a long 12 hour sleep.

What you are reading is the creative output of those two day sessions. What amazed me, even
more than the realism of many of the sketches and writings (something was forcing me to be
“accurate” whether it was how the Simpsons were scripted or how Kurt Vonnegut wrote) was
that between the lines of everything are a tremendous amount of valuable spiritual material. It
may have to be read a few times (granted it  is only 60 pages so that is not a lot of repeat
reading) but there is so much to catch, and sometimes getting the information this way...can
more sort of slide into the unconscious as opposed to having something just written outright.

Anyway, that is the story of what you have read. No matter, any break from reality, to spend
time with something designed to help to break one's belief of reality can never be that bad of a
thing.

 



WHAT IF YOU COMBINED:
 

ZEN and SEINFELD
 
THE RENAISSANCE and DAVE LETTERMAN
 
CASTANEDA and THE SIMPSONS, SANFORD AND SON, and WKRP
 
ALCHEMY and CHEERS
 
BUDDHA and DR. PHIL
 
ALICE IN WONDERLAND and ANDY KAUFMAN

THE OFFICE and SYNCHRONICITY

YOU GET THIS! ONE WEIRD BOOK THAT MIGHT MAKE YOU CRY OR MAKE YOU LAUGH,
ALL AT THE SAME TIME 


