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INTRODUCTION

I did not set out to write monologues. The very word “monologue” sounds boring and I never wanted to make boring theater. I wanted theater rocked by mad performance and streams of words that rose up into geysers of meaning that went beyond what they seemed to say. I didn’t want to tell you, I wanted to ask you.

Before the monologue shows, I wrote more than a dozen pieces, most of which are now lost (except for the photos taken by my good friend Paula Court). Some were experiments. For example, I wrote a play and had it translated into Spanish. I don’t speak Spanish. I found an all-Latino cast and directed them in the play without ever really knowing what they were saying. This play, Sheer Heaven, was performed a dozen or so times before Anglo audiences. It was like watching a foreign film without the subtitles.

I wrote a play made of unrelated vignettes. Glenn Branca supplied some music. I hired another large cast. Scenes about hookers were jammed up against sweet scenes of grampas and grandchildren. This piece, The New World, was an attempt to make “pictures” the way my friends, Robert Longo, Cindy Sherman, Jack Goldstein and Michael Zwack were making pictures with their visual art. It was an exciting piece. Then the theater got burglarized and I lost all the equipment I had borrowed from friends. I lost a ton of hard-earned money.

And so on. I wrote and wrote. And sometimes I wrote monologues because I was interested in them as chunks of words, piles of words. I sometimes performed in my plays, and I usually played someone who was very angry. I created an act called The Ricky Paul Show that was crafted to start riots in the theater or clubs where it was performed. People threw bottles. Fights broke out. It was fun.

And then I wrote a solo called Men Inside, a series of monologues designed to explore all the characters living within me: an inventory of characters. This piece became very popular. For the first time, my work was embraced by the (small) crowds that showed up downtown.

Eventually, Joe Papp heard about my solo work, and I visited his offices on Lafayette Street. He asked me to perform a bit for him. My hope was that he would produce my larger plays. Instead, he produced Men Inside in 1982. The following year, he produced funHouse. When we were writing the press release, he asked me who my director was and I told him that Jo helped me with the pieces. Joe Papp proclaimed Jo Bonney the director, and in that way her career in the theater began. Fred Zollo and Frank Gero moved funHouse to Off-Broadway, and with that transfer I entered a different, more commercial world: I was no longer only performing to a downtown art-house crowd.

In 1984 I needed to take a break to sort out some personal issues. I cleaned up my act and I began to write again. In 1985 I spent the year writing yet another set of monologues that would become Drinking in America. Wynn Handman directed that piece and produced it at his American Place Theater. Drinking in America became a bona fide hit, and it led to my returning to Joe Papp and The Public Theater with Talk Radio, as well as three more solos over the next fourteen years.

I did not set out to write monologues, but the more involved with the form I got, the more interesting it became to me. I liked the energy and excitement of speaking directly to an audience. I liked arranging the portraits of characters to create a larger whole. I liked the difficulty of writing and performing such complex stuff. Performing and writing these monologues took me to the limit of my abilities.

The monologues were funny, and that implied that I was funny. I was often mistaken for some kind of comedian and compared to Lenny Bruce. But if I related to Lenny Bruce, I also related to David Mamet. The object was not to make people laugh, but to engage them as fully as possible. I was interested in taboo and how people think, how a handful of words could delineate a universe.

The result, after thirty years of work, has been a giant slag heap of monologues. The vast majority of the monologues included in this book are from my solo shows, but I’ve also included monologues from Talk Radio and Notes from Underground, and from shows that had very limited runs, such as Advocate and This is Now!, or monologues that did not make it to the final performance: Orphans.

Except for the show Wynn directed, Jo Bonney directed me in every one. Jo was essential to understanding what should be kept and what should be cut. She urged me toward greater detail and exploration and, on more than one occasion, greater sleaze. In all these ways, she is co-author of this body of work.

The monologue is a form that is a great challenge to write and perform. It asks the writer and the performer to rise above the usual effort and give it all you’ve got. When I performed these shows, I had one simple motto (an old Hell’s Angels’ saying): “When in doubt, knock ’em out.”

Enjoy.

Eric Bogosian

New York

April 2014
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( 1981 )

1

FREAKSHOW

Ladies and gentlemen! Step right up and see the freaks. The freakshow is about to begin . . .

Twenty-five cents, two bits, one-fourth of a dollar . . .

Right behind this curtain, ladies and gentlemen, step right up, come as close as you like, examine them to your heart’s content . . .

See the Fat Lady, the fattest woman in the world! Weigh her on our scales and be amazed! She’s huge, a veritable Leviathan!

See the Snake Boy with scale-like skin, there’s nothing like him, the Eighth Wonder of the World!

The Deaf, Dumb and Blind Man, watch him stumble, watch him fall! Fun for the whole family.

The He-She! Is it a man? Is it a woman? Only you can decide!

See the Pimply Dwarf commit acts unspeakable! Watch him dance with a poodle!

Once in a hundred years, a Negro and a Chinaman mate and we have the Offspring, right behind this curtain, ladies and gentlemen, a medical impossibility.

Yes! Yes! And for the same price, tonight only, see Doctor Cyclops, the one-eyed man. He’ll give you the cold stare!

And his friend, the Legless Wonder. He’s got wheels instead of legs, wheels instead of legs. A one-man roller derby.

And finally, for the first time in captivity, not an imitation, not a duplication, but the real thing. A genuine, homosexual Siamese Twin.

Step right up, ladies and gentlemen, step right up. The freakshow’s about to begin!
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SUPERMAN!

Little boy leaps off a table, pretending to fly.

(To the Superman theme song) SUPERMAN! Duh-duh-duh duh-duh-duh-duh-duh-duh-duh!

Psssssshhhhhhh!!!!!

Hi Dad! I was just practicing my Superman, Dad!

Am I doin’ it right, Dad? Am I doin’ it right? Hey Dad, guess what I did today? I ran as fast as I could and I threw a rock at a bird and I killed it!

Pretty good, huh Dad?

Hey Dad, when I grow up I’m gonna be just like you, huh Dad? I’m gonna be tall and strong and never make any mistakes and drink beer and shave and drive a car and get a check. I’m gonna be just like you, huh Dad?

Dad, can I ask you a question?

When I grow up I’m not gonna be poor, am I Dad?

Am I?

I’m not gonna be a poor old bum on the street. All smelly and living in a box, am I Dad? I’m gonna be rich like you, huh Dad?

And . . . Dad? I’m . . . I’m not gonna be a alcoholic, am I Dad? Like Mr. Johnson down the street, never cuts the lawn. I’m not gonna be an alcoholic with a big red nose and throwing up.

And I’m not gonna be a junkie either, am I Dad? Like on Kojak. And not have a life worth living and OD all the time. I’m not gonna OD, huh Dad, huh?

Dad? Joey says I’m gonna be a homo! I’m not gonna be a homo, am I Dad? Homo! We’re not homos, are we Dad?

Dad? NO WAY I CAN BE A NIGGER, HUH DAD, HUH? ’Cause you’re not a nigger and Mom’s not a nigger, huh? Huh? HUH? We’re American, huh Dad?

Dad? I got one more question. When I grow up . . . I’m . . . I’m not . . . gonna . . . gonna go . . . I’m . . . (Begins stuttering and falls to the floor in a fit)
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NICE SHOES

Very friendly, but with growing menace:

Hey . . . hey . . . you . . . you with the glasses. Come here. Come here for a second, I wanna ask you a question . . . No come here. I never seen you around the neighborhood before and I just want ta meet ya . . . What’s ya name? . . . Mike? Michael . . . Mike. How ya doin’ there, “Mike”? I’m Sonny, this here’s Joey and this is Richie. He’s a big guy, huh?

. . . Hey . . . hey . . . hold on for a second, Mike, don’t walk away from me when I’m talking to you . . . Uh . . . I just saw you walkin’ around here and uh, I never seen youse before and you’re wearing all these nice clothes—Joey! Lookit dis guy’s clothes . . . nice clothes . . . I like the clothes . . . These are the kind a clothes you wanna be wearin’, Joey . . . Bet you got these clothes up Bloomingdale’s didnja?

And the shoes! Nice shoes! I like those shoes, huh? Richie, check out Mike’s shoes . . . I like those shoes, Mike . . . Hey! You know what we call shoes like dose? “C-Shoes,” “C-Shoes.” . . . You wanna know why? . . . ’Cause dey cost a C-note . . . hundred bucks, get it?

(Laughing, he turns to Joey) Pretty funny . . . C-shoes, huh? . . . (Whips around, noticing Mike getting away)

Hey-hey-hey-hey-hey . . . Mike, don’t walk away from me when I’m talkin’ to you here now! That’s very impolite, you know? You’re being impolite to me . . . and you’re embarrassing me in front of my friends . . . You’re insulting me in front of my friends . . . and when somebody insults me I get angry . . . I get angry and I hurt people . . . heh heh.

RICHIE, SHUT UP! SHUT YA FUCKIN’ MOUTH!

Don’t listen to him, he’s full a shit. I won’t let him lay a hand on you . . . This fight is between you and me . . .

Look, it’s OK . . . it’s OK . . . all youse gotta do is apologize to me and everything’ll be cool, all right? Just get down on your knees and apologize and—

RICHIE! STAY OUT OF IT! . . . PUT IT BACK . . . Put the blade back in ya pocket . . .

Now Mike, look what you started, everybody’s gettin’ excited around here. Richie’s gettin’ angry, next thing Joey’s gonna get angry . . . Just get down on ya knees and apologize and then Richie won’t think I’m an asshole . . .

(Condescendingly) That’s great . . . Just for a second . . . just stay down there for a second . . . YA NOT A HOMO, ARE YA MIKE? Hey Joey, this guy down on his knees ya think maybe he’s a homo? Haha . . . And do me a favor while you’re down there. Just slip your shoes off for a minute, will ya? Joey! Get the shoes! . . . You comfortable there, Mike? You’re sure ya not a faggot, are you? You better not be, walking around this neighborhood. We’ll castrate ya!

Here Mike, get up. You don’t want to stay down there all day. Let me brush you off. Hey Mike, we’re just fucking with ya head. You can take a joke, can’t you? Sure you can! I wanna tell you something: Mike, you’re a good shit. Any time you need anything in this neighborhood, you just come see me, Sonny, and I’ll take care of you, OK? You need fireworks, weed, anything like that, you come see me, OK? OK! (Shaking hands with him) Well, it was nice talking to you, but we gotta get going, I’ll see ya later . . .

Hmmmm? What? What shoes? (Turning back to Joey) These shoes? These are my shoes, Mike. These are my C-Shoes. I just bought these shoes up in Bloomingdale’s. Joey? Richie?

(Looks down at Mike’s feet) Oh, you don’t got no shoes! Hey Joey, lookit dis guy’s got no shoes! Richie, look! . . . Hey, how come you got no shoes? . . . All those nice clothes and no shoes! How’d dat happen? You’re gonna get cold with no shoes! Ain’t he gonna get cold?

(Laughing right into Mike’s face) Oh! I think we got a crybaby here! I think he’s gonna start crying. (Suddenly Sonny stops laughing, gets a very cold look in his eyes) Hey Richie, did you hear that? What was that word he just said?

(Lunging for Mike, grabbing him and talking slowly) Hey Mike, we don’t like swearing around here. Huh? Fuckface? Scumbag? (Fast, dangerous, pulling him up off the ground, so that we can see Sonny’s eyes just over his fists) Hey, hey. You come walking around this neighborhood, embarrassing me around my friends, swearing at me in front of my friends, hey let me tell you something, Mr. Nice Shoes, Mr. Faggot: You worried about not having no shoes? You’re lucky you still got feet! (Pause; he throws Mike to the ground) Get the fuck out of here! (Beat) Asshole! . . . Come on. (Laughing as he walks away with Richie and Joey) . . . Joey, lemme see my shoes . . .
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PARTY!

Yo! I’m standin’ on a street corner, I’m lookin’ good, I’m feelin’ good. I’m thinkin’ about sidewalks and saxophones! I’m thinkin’ it’s a beautiful summer’s night. I got on my brand-new clothes. I got me a bottle of wine. I wanna go out tonight! I wanna go out and par-tee! I got on my bran’-new shoes, (Indicates shoes) got on my bran’-new pants, (Indicates pants) got on my bran’-new shirt. (Models shirt to audience) Check that shirt out . . . Qiana, baby . . . Same as silk, same as silk! Got on my bran’-new “doo” aftershave. (Does a jump and claps his hands) Um! I’m too good to waste! I wanna go out tonight and party! I wanna go dancin’! I wanna go rollerskatin’! I say, Lord above, I am all dressed up tonight, Lord, I am looking good, and I am feeling good. Look at me! Look at me! You can’t even believe how good I look!

Lord, I need me a little girl. Where’s my little girl, Lord? Where’s my little girl? Where’s my . . . (He sees the girl of his dreams down the sidewalk) . . . There she is jus’ a walkin’ down the street! There she is jus’ a struttin’ down the street! She got on them high-heeled shoes, swishy skirt, see-through blouse, lipstick, perfume . . . (Inhales the scent of the girl as she passes him) . . . Hey, baby, hold on jus’ a minute, where you goin’ to? What’s your name? You’re lookin’ good, and I’m lookin’ good, whatchoo say we go get some Chinese food, go bowlin’?

Hey, baby, don’t pass me by, I’m the superfly, I’ll make you fly . . . Yo! Sister! I wanna ask you a question: You know what time it is? (Shouting at her retreating figure) Yo, sister! Yo, sister! Yo, BITCH, get yo ass back here, I’m talkin’ to you! Hey! Come on, baby, whaddya say, we’ll have a good time? (Beat) Yeah, I know your type, twenty bucks, right? (Turns away) Who the hell she think she is? (Turns back to her, shouting) Who the hell you think you are? Miss America or something? You got no right walkin’ around lookin’ like that! Enticin’ men . . . Slut! Whore! Prostitute! . . . Ruined my whole evening!
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HELD DOWN

A man turns quickly, while seated.

Forget it! Just forget it, OK? No, I don’t want a neck rub, Cheryl. No, I don’t want a back rub either. No, I don’t want that rubbed either. I don’t want anything rubbed right now, keep your rubbing to yourself. Leave me alone. Don’t touch me. I know I know I know . . . I’m sorry, OK? Is that what you want me to say? I’m sorry . . .

(Beat.)

Listen, Cheryl, we’ve got to get something straight between us, OK? . . . Every night can’t be like last Wednesday night, all right? I have a lot of things on my mind, I’ve been working hard lately, I’m tired and that party tonight didn’t help things . . . I know, I know, I know it’s not important, I know you don’t care . . . I don’t care, nobody cares, all right?

It’s just sex. What do we need sex for? We’re just having a sexual relationship. What do we need sex for? Let’s just play Trivial Pursuit for an hour or so . . . I know I’m being childish . . . I know . . . You’re right, it happens to every guy once in a while. Every guy once in a while can’t . . . It’s normal, it’s natural . . . It happens to every guy . . . Every guy once in a while, it’s normal, it’s natural, it happens to every guy . . . SHIT! It doesn’t happen to every guy, it happens to me. It happens to me. It’s ME, it’s ME, it’s ME, it’s me . . . and it’s you, Cheryl . . . No, no lemme talk . . .

At the party tonight you spent the whole night hanging out with Robert in the kitchen. I saw you. Giving him those eyes, those “guess what I’m thinking about” eyes. All right, you’re attracted to Robert. I understand. He just got that promotion, he’s got a lot of money now, a lot of prestige, power, cocaine. What else could a girl want? Money, power, prestige, cocaine. I know what turns you on, Cheryl, I know because it’s what turned you on about me in the first place. And I’m glad Robert got that promotion. Good. It couldn’t have happened to . . . I’m glad he got that promotion. Fine. Good. Yes, Robert got that promotion. He got it because he’s a back-stabbing, ass-licking slime . . .

OK? OK? I could have gotten that promotion. I could have gotten it. But see, I have a little problem. I have too much integrity, see? I’ve got too many principles. My problem is that I go into work every day and I sit at my desk and like a sucker I try to do the best job I can. I sit at my desk eight hours a day, knock myself out and everybody sits at their desks and they watch me work. Because they know they’re not as good as I am so they’re afraid of me, so they watch me. They conspire against me because they’re inferior. I am surrounded by a conspiracy of mediocrity just trying to hold me down, hold me down, HOLD ME DOWN, HOLD ME DOWN . . .

(Looks at his lap, stops shouting) You know what your problem is, Cheryl? You’re insatiable. You’re never satisfied. You can’t get enough. No guy is good enough for you. He has to be a success in the daytime, he has to be a success at night. He has to be a superman and a superstud. You don’t need a man, you need a machine. No wait, I know what you need, you need a real insensitive, male-chauvinist-pig cowboy. That’s what you need. With the spurs . . . Yeah, a real cowboy . . .
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RODEO

Very fast-paced, jittery, jumping around the stage. High-pitched “cowboy voice”:

Whooooeeeee! Boy you shoulda been there, we took that sucker down! It was good, it was real good! (Moves his hands as if he’s steering a car) RRRRRMMMMM!!! Ninety-five miles an hour—BOOM! I hit that Winnebago, guy never knew what hit ’er! Just pushed ’im right off the side of the road.

I’m lookin’ in my rearview mirror and I see that guy—he’s jumped out of his car, jumpin’ up and down, pissed off! I couldn’t resist: I bang a U-ey, come back beside him and get out. Guy says to me, (In deep Texas accent) “Come here boy, I wanna talk to you!” I said, “I wanna talk to you, too!” (Takes a look right, then left) BING! BANG! Guy never knew what hit him! Left enough rubber on that road to make a new set of tires!

I tell you, when it gets goin’ that fast and hard I get high! Musta been doin’ two, three hundred per . . . Billy was pullin’ ’em so fast he broke a knuckle . . . You know that Billy when he starts pullin’ those beers, pullin’ those beers . . . jus’ sittin’ in the backseat like a hog in a corncrib, suckin’ down that brew, half naked, covered with sweat and stink . . .

The beer cans rollin’ aroun’ on the floor and I musta been doing a hundred and fifty mph! . . . All of a sudden, I see this girl walkin’ down the street, right? I couldn’t resist . . . I hit the brakes and start followin’ her in the car, real slow like. Real Playboybunny type of girl, you know? I’m followin’ real slow, givin’ her my “evil eye” and she’s jus’ a walkin’ down the sidewalk like she don’t notice! . . .

All of a sudden, Billy pops out the back window: “Hey baby, hey baby, come ’ere, I wanna kiss your face!” She says, “Kiss my ass!” So Billy, you know what Billy says? You know what he says??? “I can’t tell the difference!” I can’t tell the difference! Pretty good, huh? That Billy’s some kind of comedian, huh? Some kind of comedian. “I can’t tell the difference!” WHOOOOEEEE!

(With no warning, he violently starts miming shooting a rifle three times in three different directions) BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! Wished I had a machine gun, coulda killed me even more deer . . . Killed me three deer, had to leave two behind! Didn’t have room on the car for ’em! I jus’ took this one big bloody buck, took him and strapped him onto the front of the car, tied him right onto the bumpers. So I’m goin’ down the highway, musta been doin’ three, four hundred miles per hour . . . Billy’s passed out in the backseat, and the blood starts comin’ right up onto the windshield! I had to use my windshield wipers jus’ so I could see! (Laughs)

I come into this gas station—car’s all covered with blood, right?—come into this gas station and the boy says to me: “You boys look like you been busy!” Billy hangs his head out the window like some kind of old dog, he says: “Sure have!” And pukes all over the guy’s shoes! Whoooooeeeee!!! We know how to have a good time!
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CHRISTMAS TREE

Middle-aged man, slumped in a chair.

Vinnie, Vinnie, Vinnie, Vinnie . . . When you gonna get married, huh? When you gonna settle down . . . You come in here every Monday morning with that bum friend of yours . . . what’s-his-name the alcoholic there, what’s-his . . . Tommy . . . Tommy the alcoholic! You come in here every Monday morning, you been banging this chick, you been banging that chick . . . you been drinking, you been wasting ya paycheck . . .

Hey, hey, Vinnie, ya twenty-eight years old, you’re a bum . . . You understand me? Uh? You’re a bum and that friend a yours, Tommy, he’s a bum too . . . and my kid Tony, he’s a bum too. You’re all bums. Bunch a bums. No sense a responsibility, nothin’. My kid Tony, seventeen and a half years old. He’s got whatever he wants to have. Upstairs his own bedroom, his own cable-TV, Space Invasion . . . seventeen and a half years old he’s playing with toys . . .

For his birthday he wants, he wants a ’lectric guitar, so we buy him a ’lectric guitar . . . He’s down in the basement till two o’clock in the morning playing the goddamn thing. Driving everybody crazy. Dog’s barkin’, everybody’s awake.

You see my LTD out here? Who put the dent in my LTD? Who put the dent in that? Mr. Punk Rock. “You got insurance, Dad,” he says to me, “you got insurance”! . . . I come home the other day from work, four-thirty in the afternoon . . . he’s lying on the couch like some kind of old man. I says to him, “Tony, what are you doin’ lying on the couch? Go do your chores!” He says to me, “I did my chores, Dad.” I says, “What chores, what chores you do around this house? Tell me, I want to know . . .”

He says to me, “I fed the dog, Dad.” I fed the dog!? I give a shit that dog starves to death! He fed the dog! What is that? He’s got no responsibility!

When I was his age, Vinnie, when I was his age, every day after school I had to go down to da Big Bear market and load boxes fa a buck an hour, a buck an hour. That was my responsibility . . . My mother was sick, my brothers was no good. Every day.

And when I got outta high school I got drafted and I went to Korea. You know what Korea was? . . . A war, smart-ass . . .

I went to Korea and I served my country. That was my responsibility . . .

And when I come back, everybody I knew was getting married . . . eh! I got married, too . . . I didn’t know what the hell I was doin’ . . . but I’ll tell you something, Vinnie, it was the best thing I ever did in my life. The best thing. And you wanna know why? I’ll tell you why . . .

’Cause a Christmas. ’Cause a Christmas morning . . .

Christmas morning, ya get up nice and early in the morning, ya know, with ya wife? And ya come downstairs and ya put the presents under the tree, ya know? And ya got the tree all lit up with the little bulbs and the tinsels and the lights dere? I like dose Christmas trees, gifts underneath all nice and shiny. And you have a nice cup a coffee and you have ya bathrobe on, and ya just sittin’ dere nice and quiet on da couch with the wife . . . the oil burner’s on . . . And dose kids come runnin’ down da stairs all happy and laughin’ and da dog’s barkin’ and everybody’s tearin’ up dere presents and everybody’s happy. And dose kids look up at you and dey love you. Dey love you, Vinnie . . .

And den and den dere’s Christmas dinner and everybody comes over da house. Ya mother and ya brothers and ya sisters and the kids, and everybody’s sitting around eatin’ whatever they want to eat . . .

And I sit there at that table, Vinnie, and I look at my family and I think to myself: All this belongs to me. This is my house, this is my family, this is my food on the table, my goddamned dog on the floor . . . It’s all mine, it all belongs to me, Vinnie . . .

And it makes me feel good inside, you know. It makes me warm.

That’s why you gotta get married, Vinnie. You don’t get married you’re never gonna have a Christmas tree. Single guys, they don’t got Christmas trees . . .
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LOOKING OUT FOR NUMBER ONE

A man with a microphone addresses the audience:

I want you all to do something for me right now . . . I want you to take a look at the person sittin’ next to you. Go ahead, don’t be shy . . . And now I want you to answer a question for me: What do you see? Do you see a success story? Do you see a potential millionaire? And what does your neighbor see when he looks at you? What do you see when you look in the mirror in the morning? Do you see a success? S-U-C-C-E-S-S! Success, that is what we are here to talk about tonight . . .

There is only one person in this world who really matters: Yourself! It is your job, it is your daily task to do one very simple and obvious thing: Look out for number one. The world follows certain rules, certain laws . . . And the first law has been the same since Adam and Eve: Survival of the fittest! If you want the best for you and yours, you will remember that one fact . . .

Now, I go to work every day. I’m given a job and I do it, I do it the best I can . . . I go all over this great country of ours and I talk to people just like you: good, solid, white, middle-class Americans. I talk to them about success. That’s my job. At the end of the week, I’m given a paycheck. That money belongs to me. I earned it, I deserve it! I don’t ask for charity, I don’t ask for a handout! I don’t go down to some government office and ask them to pay my bills for me, no sir!! I am a member in good standing of the free-enterprise system. (Pause)

I used to be ashamed that I owned a big home with a swimming pool. I used to be ashamed that I owned two beautiful cars: a Mercedes and the Eldorado I saw many of you admiring as you came into the building . . . I used to be ashamed that my children went to a school free of disagreeable influences . . . that we lived in a neighborhood free of disagreeable influences . . . I felt guilty that we ate roast beef on Sunday afternoons! . . . Well, let me tell you something, friends . . . We do not live in the Garden of Eden. We live right here on earth! And some will suffer, while others prosper, as it is written in the Bible.

Now, if you could ask the most successful men who ever lived, “What is the secret? What is the secret of your success?” Ask Andrew Carnegie . . . ask John D. Rockefeller . . . ask Bob Hope . . . If you could ask them, what would they tell you? They would tell you that there are two kinds of people in this world: There are the haves and the have-nots. Do you want to be a have? Do you want to look at this world, from the bottom lookin’ up or from the top lookin’ down? ’Cause if you do, if you do, you better get out there and you better get a piece of what belongs to you . . . You want the good things in this world, you better get out there, you better hustle! ’Cause if you don’t, if you don’t, you will be a have-not; and if you are a have-not, you can only lose . . . If you are hungry, no one will feed you . . . If you are hurt, no one will take care of you . . . If a great storm comes from above and destroys the very home you live in . . . no one will replace it, no one will care. Unless you care. Unless you’ve taken care to take care of number one!

All kinds of people in this world: There are the poor, the foolish, the stupid, the crippled, the elderly . . . Nothing you can do about them . . . They’ve always been around, they’re always gonna be around. The bleeding-heart liberals think you should take care of those who can’t take care of themselves . . . the haves think you are responsible for the have-nots! You are responsible for only one person: Yourself.

You are brought into this world as a single individual, you will live your life as a single individual. You will enjoy your own joy and you will experience your own pain . . . Life is a struggle, man is an island . . . Love . . . love, my friends, love is loving yourself first. Thank you. Amen.


FROM “VOICES OF AMERICA”
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NEW ACTION ARMY

Man in uniform speaks directly to the camera, friendly, open, easy:

Hey! Can I ask you a question? Are you a confused young guy? Don’t know where you’re going? Can’t find a job? Lonely? I may have the answer for you. But first let me ask you this: How’d you like to have a job where you travel all over the world? A job where you learn a skill, wear a free uniform, meet a bunch of great guys and even earn a little money?

If your answer is: “Yes!” you might be the kind of guy we’re looking for for the NEW ACTION ARMY . . .

How’d you like to handle a lethal weapon? Work with explosives? Be feared and even hated by everyone you meet? Get to know real prostitutes? PLUS wear a uniform that’s recognized (and respected) just about everywhere . . . while you hang out with a bunch of great guys who like to have fun, play cards and drink?

And how ’bout the excitement? . . . You think bungee jumping is fun? You like roller coasters? How about putting your life on the line twenty-four hours a day! That’s excitement. You can’t beat it. And if you do get injured you can be sure of one thing: We’ll be there to support you with the best medical care (and cool meds!) money can buy!

So whaddya say? The army’s a lotta fun! Come on and be a part of it!

The New Action Army—Where the Action Is!
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SALE, SALE, SALE!

Very, very fast, loud, nonstop:

Sale, sale, sale, sale, sale, sale! Come on down girls, we’ve got great savings, great buys ’cause it’s SUMMERTIME DOLLAR-DAYS DISCOUNTS this month at ZEEBO’S Department Stores!

Ready for summer barbecues? We are, with nifty hibachis, fully automatic gas-driven barbies, electric charcoal cookers and portable turning spits. All on sale with colorful matching accessories: racks, forks, aprons, lawn chairs. Start your garden now. We’ve got seeds, hoses, shovels . . . all you add is the elbow grease . . . But make sure you’re dressed right: we’ve got sunhats, sea socks and sand shoes on sale now! Watch the figure, girls: sexy squeeze girdles, and extra-sharp pointed Dardee uplift padded under-wire support bras, disposable nylon stockings, on sale now! And for Junior, matching play clothes, pail-and-shovel set, harness and tether! Don’t forget Dad: we’ve got tools for the car, adjustable liquor cabinets and—just in this week—bowling shoes and fabulous fishing hats! Gramma wants to come along? She’ll need a cane, maybe a wheelchair . . . all on sale! We’ve got realistic leatherette bones for Fido, electric guitars for the young rockers, and fully automatic submachine guns for Uncle!

Sale, sale, sale, sale, sale, sale! We’ve got barbecues galore and all the trimmings ’cause it’s Summertime Dollar-Days Discounts this month at all Zeebo’s Department Stores! Better hurry!
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LI’L DOGGIE DOG FOOD

Sound effect of cattle.

Deep Texas drawl:

HEYAAAH! HEYAAAH! Git on there, li’l doggies!

(Dog bark.)

Hi there, fella!

(Bark.)

(Chuckle) Being a working cowboy is no easy job . . . I’m roping cattle from sunup to sundown, keeping those li’l doggies in line . . . That’s why I got my partner here, King. (Bark) . . . Heh heh . . . He works hard, too!

At the end of the day, when I’m ready to eat a nice big steak, well you know, King is pretty hungry, too . . . (Bark) Heh heh . . . That’s why I give him Li’l Doggie Dog Food—all meat, chunks of beef! Hell, he’s around those cows all day long . . . you bet he wants to eat one! (Bark)

That’s why he gets the real thing, the best thing: pure, one-hundred-percent, grade-A, all-American prime beef! Those Hindus won’t touch it, but hell, my dog sure will!

(Bark.)

My dog’s a working man . . . he deserves to eat like a man. Doesn’t your dog deserve the same? Li’l Doggie All-Beef Dog Food—for the little man in the house . . . (Bark) Heh heh . . . HEYAAAH!!!

(Cattle sound.)
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REAL ITALIAN

This is Mario at Mario’s Real Italian Restaurant.

We got clams! We got lobsters! We got spaghetti, anchovies, lasagna, soup du jour! We got the best cooks in town, the best sauce, the best garlic bread.

And don’t forget Mario’s “Mama Mia” salad bar with all the radishes, carrots, shrimps, Bac-O-Bits, lettuce, cottage cheese, swiss squares, celery sticks, swedish meatballs, cucumbers, croutons, and ten different dressings you can eat!

You wanna eat? You wanna eat till you DIE? Come on down to Mario’s Real Italian—Route 115 and the Old Colony Turnpike behind Bamberger’s in Paramus!

We’ll feed you like your mama used to! Mangia!

(New voice) Open for lunch and dinner. All major credit cards accepted!
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FAT FIGHTER

Fat-fat-fat-fat-fat-fat-fat . . .

Take a look in the mirror, what do you see? A slim, shapely, sensuous woman? A woman who attracts men when she walks down the street?

Or do you see fat?

Around the neck, around the thighs, around the waist . . . What about your wrists, your ankles, your cheeks? Look carefully, fat is everywhere . . .

If you’re fat, you need help. You need . . . FAT FIGHTER, the new proven formula that dissolves fat as it accumulates. Now you can eat as much as you like all day long and not gain a pound. Just take two FAT FIGHTERS before you start eating, then eat ice cream, cake, candy, butter, potato chips, spaghetti, beer, thick cream soups, pies, heavy breads, french fries, syrups, puddings, lard, milkshakes, fudge, chocolates, pancakes, waffles, pâté, oil, grease, pizza, cookies . . . and not gain a pound!

FAT FIGHTER is all you need . . . and it’s guaranteed . . .

And remember, FAT FIGHTER contains no harmful ingredients, just pure one-hundred-percent dextroamphetamine sulfate.

FAT FIGHTER . . . when you’re FAT FAT FAT!


FROM “MEN IN DARK TIMES”
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THE LEADER

A man at a podium.

It is with honor and great joy that I stand before you today. For today we mark a turning point in the history of our great nation. Today we can see very clearly the horizon of our destiny before us. As a people, we gather together to celebrate the defeat of a pernicious and dangerous threat to our individual freedom. Today we can say to ourselves: “We have been challenged and we have met that challenge.” As Martin Faust remarked on a similar occasion: “A people is judged by its greatest dangers.”

We have met our greatest danger and we have defeated it. We have done what has been necessary. We have utilized the forces at our disposal. We have found the criminals and they will be punished. Once again we live in a land that is devoted to the law, to order and to the rule by the people for the people.

For the criminal, the treasonous and the barbarous have no place in our society. Because a land without law is a land without boundaries. Without law we are not better than savages, without a framework to live by, everything is chaos. Without a strong leadership to guide us, we are lost. When certain “elements” of our society are allowed to run rampant, to foster their own law, then all are endangered. (Voice rising) Those who wish to do things their own way, those who wish to declare themselves enemies of the people, enemies of our nation, must be taught the lessons of obedience. They must learn that the strong hand of discipline will come from above. We must act from strength, not weakness.

For the time has come. The time has come for our great nation to return to the glory it once knew. The time has come for our great nation to know the fruits of its labor. To savor the honey of its goodness and fairness. The time has come to eradicate the rot that has undermined us. To show that we are a nation undivided and strong. It is time that a once great people should return to their greatness, to conquer those who would have it another way.

We are gathered here today to celebrate a victory. A victory not only of our country against its enemies, but of good against evil. It is a moral victory. It is a victory of the spirit. And to the victor must go the spoils.

For it is destiny that it be so. It is the destiny of a great people. Destiny is shaped by history and the history of all mankind is from darkness and servitude to enlightenment and freedom. It is our task—no—our duty, to seize the torch and carry it forward. (Arm raised) It is our duty to seize the power and carry it forward. It is our duty to seize history and carry it forward.

This is our duty and we will do our duty. No petty misfits can stand in the way of good men. No miserable and perverted terrorists and their terrorist leaders. No antisocial minorities who think they have the answers. No people of foreign blood who seek to contaminate our good earth and our good life.

Ours is a strong nation. Ours is a proud nation. Ours is a nation of upright men standing in God’s illumination. We have the strength of the just, the will of the righteous. We are the chosen people. We must show the others the way. We must lead the others. We must rule the others.

There is only one road that can possibly be followed: Our road, the right road. Those who stand in the way of the right road, in the way of history and progress, will be pushed aside. We cannot be hampered by the lame and the impotent. They have no chance of success, no future. We must have the courage to smash all resistance. The future belongs to the righteous. The future belongs to the strong.

The time has come. (Pounds the podium) The time has come to give a lesson to the world. For the good of all we must display our power. We must punish the errant at whatever sacrifice. We must be prepared to lose all, so that we may gain all. We must be prepared to destroy all, so that we prevail over all. We must make the world understand what it means to reckon with absolute power.

All empty words must end and men everywhere must understand: If necessary we will make the world shiver. We will vanquish history. We will have the courage to do what is right. If forced, we will let loose the dogs. We will unsheath the long knives. We must be satisfied. We will be satisfied. If we cannot know satisfaction, then none will know satisfaction. The lesson will be taught and darkness will reign. Our destiny calls us. We must show the way. The bells will toll, the time has come. If light will not be victorious, let darkness reign.


FROM “ADVOCATE”
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THE THROAT

Spoken formally:

I am constantly amazed, almost frightened, by the sensitive complexity of the human physical plant. The human body, that is.

Consider the throat. Normally used for transmitting air, food and speech, it is the body’s most vital highway. It is nothing less than the path between heart and mind. And it must be kept in perfect working order, clean of debris, lubricated, warm and nourished.

It is esthetically pleasing as well. For the neck is one of the most graceful and erotic parts of the body. The slightest touch on the throat brings feelings of titillation and pleasure.

The throat is such a sensitive thing. A small disorder can cause a sore throat—or worse—a diseased throat. Fever and pain set in and, if they persist, the throat becomes a source of intense irritation.

It becomes the sole center of conscious attention. Imagine for a moment a canker in the throat. Sore and open. Deep inside. Burning. Or many cankers, inflamed and bleeding. The throat becomes dry as the pain increases. It is impossible to swallow.

Then the discovery that the cankers are malignant. Cancer of the throat. Life-threatening. It must be removed. Perhaps the vocal cords are destroyed in the process; a hole is left. A new voice is created. The whole personality changes. Crippled . . . perhaps no voice at all. Mute.

The throat is very vulnerable. It must be protected at all costs. Imagine being punched in the throat. Or strangulation. Asphyxiation. Tighter and tighter, then blackout.

A piece of wire is all that’s needed. But perhaps the worst of all is the most spectacular: the slitting of the throat with a straight razor.

One deft move, deep and quick. The wound is fatal, yet consciousness persists . . .
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