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FOREWORD



George Carlin.


If you do not know who he is, close this book now and buy it. I’m not telling you this to make money for George. Sadly he has passed on. I’m not telling you this to make money for me. I won’t make a dime off a sale. I’m telling You this for You because You need to go home now and sit down and read this book from cover to cover.


WHY?


It will change your life, that is why.


REALLY?


Yes it will. Even if it totally offends You, which it just might. And how will that help You? You will be forced to understand and defend what you believe in that makes what George wrote so offensive to You. He will have made You think about your beliefs, and there is no greater gift one can give than to make another person actually think. Except for the other great gift he will give you if you are not offended, an even greater gift: You will laugh and You will think. Or You will think and You will laugh. And You will laugh really hard.


HOW DO I KNOW THAT?


Because he made me laugh so hard that when I stopped laughing I had changed. I saw the world in a different way. George made me realize something that I already knew but didn’t know how to express. That just because someone was an authority figure didn’t mean you had to trust them. It didn’t even mean they were much of an authority. He pointed out for me all of the hypocrisy that was so much a part of the fabric of the society I was a part of and yet felt separated from. His voice made me feel that there was nothing wrong with that feeling. He had fine-tuned my mind to be able to understand and cope with the madness of the times I was living through. Still, as you will find in this compendium of his writing as he points out over and over, as much as things change the more they stay the same.


And extraordinarily, even now, every day, every single day someone somewhere will see something that will leave them speechless and ask: “What would George Carlin have to say about this?” After his death, he became more than just a man. His name became synonymous with a change in consciousness. His words gave us, then and now, a new way to see the world. He has been missed every day by countless folks everywhere looking for a really hard laugh at the darkest possible moments.


HOW IS THAT POSSIBLE?


Because he was more than just a comic. He was a sage, a philosopher, and a prophet—and most importantly, as you will learn when you read this book, George was a writer, wonderful, profound, and funny, so fucking funny. There was nothing fancy in his writing. It went straight to the gut.


With a spectacular wit, he showed how hypocritical our lives had become and he did it by going after the hypocrisy he saw in his own act. In front of our eyes he went through a metamorphosis that reflected the culture he was living in, that we were living in, that I was living in. He went from being a comic who was a part of the establishment to one who was anti-establishment. To put it more simplistically, we watched his hair go from short to long.


But it was more than being representative of the changing times: he sensed we could be better than we were. He didn’t use dirty words (idiotic to call any words dirty, as he and others before pointed out) to shock us but to teach us. By us, I mean all generations, young to old, from me to my dad. Parents and their kids together would watch the early, mainstream George Carlin in his numerous TV appearances. Later on, parents might wait till the kids were asleep to listen to those first groundbreaking albums of his and the kids might grab them and listen to them in the basement. They’d both listen and keep George a secret. The parents didn’t want their kids to find the album and listen to him, and the kids didn’t want their parents to know they were listening to him. And that’s how you know he was special.


My father (who had seen Nichols and May, Lenny Bruce, and other comedy legends perform live) was a huge fan of George Carlin. To give you an understanding of just how big a fan he was, when I was nominated for an American Comedy Award in 2000 for Male Stand-Up Comic, I asked my parents if they wanted to go to the awards ceremony with me. My father said no. It was in Los Angeles, so I thought maybe he wasn’t up for a long flight. Then I told him that George was being given a Lifetime Achievement Award that night. My father said, “That’s well deserved. If I went, do you think I could maybe meet him?” I said, “I think so.” My father said, “Okay, then, I’ll go.” All of a sudden it wasn’t that long a flight. My father loved me, but he’d fly out there to meet George. I approached George that night to see if he could take a moment to meet my dad and he graciously said yes. He was generous with his time. My father got to meet George Carlin. It took a few days for him to stop smiling and it wasn’t because I won the award. I wasn’t jealous.


There are a few comics whose writing is as strong as their performance is. George’s performances were brilliant as he was a wonderful physical comic, but his writing was magical. He chose his words meticulously, not only for the sound but for the precision of their meaning. George had a deep love of music and his acts were scored like they were music. Words were his notes.


I could tell you about all of my favorite George Carlin comedy routines. But if you know him, you already have your own and your reasons why they are. If you don’t, you will discover them within these pages, and I guarantee if you listen to just one of his albums you will hear his voice when you read his words.


Much of what you are about to read is as profound as it is historic. That may seem like an overstatement. It is not.


To have an idea of the effect his albums had on countless listeners, imagine sitting in your basement and dropping the needle onto the vinyl. It is much, I believe, how it must have been as if you were in the presence of the primitive man who showed up at your cave for the first time with fire.


But in the end,


There is only one reason to buy this book,


It is seriously funny.


You won’t regret it.


And you will laugh.


Really really hard.


—Lewis Black















INTRODUCTION



I first met George Carlin in March 1976.


At that time, I was working for my father as a promoter. I had a hard time working for him—he was tough to work for. So I went out on my own and accumulated some properties to make some rental income. Meanwhile, he still wanted me to get on the road and get killed out there, driving from show to show, working for three hundred bucks a week. I used to be jealous of the people inside watching Gunsmoke. I’d see smoke coming out of their chimneys, and I’d be out in the snow following trailer trucks. I finally quit. I said, “You know, you’re terrific to work for,” which was one of the bigger lies in my life, and I told him, “I can’t do this anymore. I don’t like the driving; I don’t like being away from home. My heart’s not in it.”


My father and mother were divorced, but they were still close. He started going to my mother every day: “What’s he going to be, a bum?” he’d ask her. But I was very happy to sleep ’til one o’clock and collect my rent. And then one day my father came to me. “Listen,” he said. “I’ve got something for ya. You don’t have to travel, we can play Rochester and Syracuse, and it’s not country music. It’s not the same thing you’ve been doing for all these years, and his name is George Carlin.” I did not even know who he was.


My father told me a friend of his booked George in Toledo, and they sold out 2,500 seats. But he didn’t show up. He was loaded. “Oh, that’s fucking great,” I said. Still, my father wanted to give it a shot. So we tried Rochester and Syracuse and sold out both dates.


The day of the show, I had an interview request from the Syracuse Herald-Journal. Now, you don’t make a request for that on such short notice, but the paper did, and I said I’d ask him. George walked into his dressing room and closed the door. I said, “Hi, I’m Jerry. We got a request from the paper to do an interview.” And the first thing he ever said to me was, “Why? Is it my birthday?” So, he never did that interview.


After the first shows, I started to learn how hooked he still was on coke. George used to drink twenty beers a day, smoking pot all the time, doing coke all the time. He would be out onstage, and he’d be doing great, then he’d forget what he was doing for maybe twenty seconds, which might not sound like much, but for the stage that’s quite a while. Then it’d come back to him, and he’d go back to his act. He was a mess.


But he was funny. After those two sellout dates in March, I got George five more dates in May. One of them, the sixth Carlin show I ever presented, was in Hartford, Connecticut, at the prestigious Bushnell Hall. The manager there was Leverett Wright. He wore a blue pinstripe suit, had gray hair, and was a very commanding sort of person, very formal. He managed Mantovani, who led a big orchestra from England. Anyway, he called me up to his office—he’d heard about George Carlin’s material and asked me to remind George that Bushnell Hall was dedicated to our war dead. Well, I told George, and then George went out and did the filthiest show I ever heard him do. I learned early that he hated authority with a passion.


So that’s how we got started. We got friendly. He never said much; he was usually coked up. He had a roadie who would always have five lines of coke in his dressing room in front of the mirror at intermission or in between shows if we had two shows.


That wasn’t his only problem. George was trying to do a movie with his wife, and that really broke him financially. He didn’t pay his taxes for three years. He had people on payroll who were running around like Jack Warner, and they never shot one piece of film. His wife met a guy in AA, and he was going to be the director/producer, even though he had never done anything. And then he had his daughter’s horse farm to support.


It was a disastrous time, but he wasn’t down. He still had enough to sell out two-thousand-seat theaters. And I could look at him and say, “You know, I know he screwed up, but he’s really smart.”


He had two managers at this point—his old manager plus the guy producing the movie—and he wanted a new one. I was miserable myself with my father, so I said, “Why don’t you give me a chance?” He did give me a chance, and it’s a good thing he did. Together, we were probably as successful as any team in the history of the business, like Ella Fitzgerald and Norman Granz.


• • •


George had a saying: “I didn’t lick it off the rocks.” He meant that what talent he had, he got from his parents and his family.


His father was a violent drunk who couldn’t metabolize alcohol. He would take George’s older brother Patrick into a bar and kid around with him, and if he didn’t like the answers, he’d slap him around. He had a violent side, and he really messed Patrick up. But he was a very brilliant man. As a matter of fact, he entered the Andrew Carnegie speaking contest in New York. I guess there were about two thousand people, and he won it. So, you know he was on the ball.


George’s mother was determined that none of this was going to happen to George, so she left her husband. George never knew his father and told me in the car many times that he was glad. George was a sensitive guy. He wasn’t tough at all. He could talk that way, but that was all a front. And if he had to live with a father who was going to slap the shit out of him, it would have broken him. And he knew it, so he was glad he never knew his father.


Even though George always had problems with his mother, she loved her boys, especially George—he was her baby. She was a husbandless mother with two young boys in the late 1930s, and she did everything to raise them right. She was a head secretary to a big shot at a newspaper and she had to struggle for money. When George was ten years old, she bought him a tape recorder—it’s funny, I had one, too—and he used this to learn how to mimic his favorite comics and actresses. He got good at it! He was a little boy, and he’d be doing W. C. Fields or whomever and, you know, I think that was a good investment.


He always had that talent. In the eighth grade, he was kicked out of school. And the nuns told him they wouldn’t let him back in unless he wrote a play. Years later, he’d have nuns from his grammar school show up at his concerts, filthy language and all. He’d have the nuns onstage after the show, and they loved him.


• • •


In the early 1970s, George had four hit albums that went through the roof. All four went gold, and FM & AM won a Grammy. And then things started going downhill. As you put out more albums, fewer and fewer people would buy them. George, at the same time, was terrifically loaded with cocaine, pot, LSD if he could get his hands on it. So he would be home lying in bed, couldn’t do anything professionally. Meanwhile, his career diminished. The only way they remembered George Carlin was once or twice a year he would get to host Johnny Carson’s show. That would get him some attention, but outside of that there was no attention, and it was just fading away. At the same time, Steve Martin exploded.


By the time I started working with him, he wasn’t red-hot anymore, but he still had a little heat from the albums. Early on, George had a contract with the Sahara hotel to do two shows a night, and it was for a lot of money. And the reason he had that show is because he made it when he was hot, with those first four albums. Now, he couldn’t draw flies. These shows were drawing like three hundred people, and so they came to me and asked, could we get rid of some shows? “Can we knock it down to one show?” And I felt like a prick but I said to myself, “Shit, we need the money desperately here. We’re not doing anything.” So I held on and we got the money and we started to move.


It wasn’t easy at first. Before I had HBO ready to go, I figured I would start with interviews to get him attention. I set him up with magazines that would give him good articles; the problem was that all they wanted to talk about was George and his struggle with drugs. Nobody wanted to talk about comedy, it was all drugs. And George didn’t like it. One time, his wife was visiting her family in Dayton, Ohio, and George got pissed off at all of these drug interviews he was doing in New York, and he got pretty well drunk and drove to Dayton to meet his wife and smashed into a telephone pole and broke his nose.


HBO is what really brought him back, though. There was a guy named Michael Fuchs that ran HBO in the beginning. Fuchs loved George and he wanted George in the worst way because of the language. He would advertise, You could hear anything you want on my network. And plus, George was funny.


So I got him in there to do that show for HBO, and after that we did thirteen more in a row. He was the most successful comedian in the history of HBO. That’s what kept him going—every two years we would do a show for HBO. After every show he’d say, “This is the last one.” And then three weeks later he’d say, “You know, Jerry, I was adding up the material. We’ve got thirty-eight minutes! All we got to do is add twenty minutes and we could do another show.” At that time, an album or something—that era was over. It was television that was gonna fuel his career.


That was never enough, though—he still had to tour. He loved getting in front of a crowd, but he absolutely hated going on the road. When he heard Willie Nelson’s “On the Road Again,” he thought Willie was nuts. He did not understand that some people could actually enjoy it, because he hated packing his bag and leaving his home. He wanted to quit the road and he wanted to be home writing. It never happened; he had to go on the road and pay his bills.


Now, he needed the show; it was like a tonic for him, to go out and do a concert for people. That helped him, but every other part of it, he hated. He especially hated meet-and-greets. In my business, if you do a promotion for a record company, you’ve got to meet the boss; do something for an Indian casino, they like to have you meet the chief after the show. George hated it, but he did it every single time, and he was absolutely perfect at it. He was just so warm and professional and nice to these people. And afterward he’d say, “Well, that was all right, but try not to make me do that again.”


He hated the road. The packing, the planning, the airplanes. He just couldn’t handle it. You know, Willie Nelson was in a million-dollar bus watching TV or something, and we were in a rental car driving around. George wanted to be home writing.


George was a stand-up, but he considered himself a writer. When he could, he’d hang around at home, smoking joints and listening to bebop and writing. He always had to have company when he wrote, on the radio or with a record. Somebody had to be singing, somebody had to be talking. Baseball, a basketball game, something had to be going on in the background; he could never just sit there and write. I guess he was too neurotic.


We spent a lot of time on the road together. I was on the road with him for thirty-five years. Eventually, we became best friends. And the nicest part, creatively, was, if a guy gets off a stage and in a car at twelve o’clock and we go to a gas station and get some pretzels and some cokes and maybe some beer, by the time he comes down, he’s loose. It’s different. He’s not uptight anymore. And we would throw these ideas around. And if I threw a good one at him, he would write it down, and two months later it would be a ten-minute piece for HBO.


George was a disc jockey before he was a stand-up. He became very friendly with this guy that owned a radio station—it was a Southern station. And George told me the guy that owned it gave him the best advice he probably ever had in his life. He said, “Whenever you get a funny thought, whatever you’re thinking about—write it down!” And George took that to heart and wrote everything down. And this way he always had all this material coming out of him like mad.


He wasn’t always easy to be around, but we never fought. He was always impatient, and he was irritably depressed. I would fly with him from Los Angeles to New York, and he might not say two words other than “Here, I’ve gotta hit the john.” Not what people would expect. People would ask me—how was it working for him throughout the years? It must have been a blast. But the truth is that it was very quiet, and the best material we came up with was in a rental car after the show, when he was coming down, at two or three in the morning. But during the day there wasn’t much he would say, and he was the way he was. He wasn’t happy to be out on the road, and he wasn’t happy in general.


He hated to queue up for anything. In the beginning, up until 9/11, we always flew commercial. And George would try to be first in line to get on an airplane so that he could get the overhead space. Sometimes somebody would beat him to it, and he would get pretty angry, which was stupid—I mean it was illogical. He would say: “Mr. CEO, you would grab that spot right over my seat. Mr. CEO…” I’m much bigger than him, and I remember saying he’s not going to get himself killed, he’s going to get me killed!


He canceled a concert in Corpus Christi, Texas, twice because he had in his mind that terrorists were going to blow up the oil fields down there. Can you believe it? He canceled it twice, and I had to go to the guy who managed the theater and say he’s having problems, he’s not feeling well. The truth of it was that he was neurotic about these terrorists. After 9/11, we started flying private. There was no way he was gonna fly commercial after that.


The drugs didn’t help. He always loved cocaine. He called it girl, maybe that’s what everybody called it—I don’t know, maybe because it was seductive. He told me he quit, but I’m not sure that he ever quit because he kept that away from me. He would tell people, his friends in New York, if they decided to do something: “Don’t tell Jerry.” Ain’t that funny? Like I was his father, or something.


One day, George’s wife told him that I was like a father to him. And he said, “No, a brother.” He was right. I wasn’t just his manager or his best friend; we were brothers.


He looked at things differently than other people. He was a brilliant man. One day we were having a Thanksgiving over at this house, and they had a ham over there. And he had a black dog that jumped up and grabbed the rest of the ham. The dog had the ham in his mouth and ran out the house. And when I saw George, he told me, “If you see a dog shaped like a ham running down your street, call me. It’s my dog.” Nobody would think like that. He just had that.


What happened to George—he started out talking about dogs and cats but what really made him is that he got philosophical. He started coming up with ideas about life on our planet and are we gonna make it. Crooked politicians. He predicted a virus coming to kill us. He didn’t have much hope for the planet. He thought we were fucked. He was pretty public about this, and people related to it. George used to say there’s a club of the people who make all the money, and guess what? We’re not in it. I hear that so much from people. They feel it, and they believe it, and I believe it. I mean, Christ, there’s people that are multibillionaires and there’s people who don’t know where their next ham sandwich is coming from. So, they related to him, and they understood him.


I had a deal for him once with Fuji Photo. We needed the money to pay his taxes, and he booked a commercial for Fuji Photo and they gave him a million bucks and we immediately turned it over to the government. George hated doing this. He thought he betrayed himself by doing that commercial. He thought he never should’ve done it. But he couldn’t tell me. He knew how hard I was struggling to come up with the money to keep this circus going. Well, Fuji Photo has an office somewhere near Newark, New Jersey, and we did a show there. He went out onstage in front of all these big shots from Fuji, very conservative Japanese businesspeople. And he went out and started talking about Ronald Reagan and his criminal gang, and that was the end of it. We never heard anything more from Fuji Photo. I said, “You son of a bitch, why didn’t you just tell me you weren’t…” That’s how he was. He cared enough about me that he didn’t want to come and tell me, “I ain’t doing it.” At the same time, he had his principles.


George never forgot where he came from. He was working- class all the way, Dodgers over the Yankees. He’d always go for the underdogs. He was never arrogant about who he was. He was always especially kind to working people because that’s where he came from. Once, George and I heard Sinatra on the radio call people “little people,” and George said, “Fuck that prick. There are no little people.” So he definitely considered himself part of the working class, no matter how much he had, no matter how famous he became. He was always with those guys. He grew up with them, and he stayed with them. If you hit him the wrong way, boy, he had a silver tongue that could cut you up. Like he was in a fencing contest. But he knew who he was, and he was never arrogant.


One of the things that made George so popular was that he would come up with a thought—it would be a brainy thought—he’d write it into a routine, and people would hear it and say, “Hey, that’s the way I think!” So they related to him like he was one of their own. And he really was. George hated when other comedians would talk about money. He felt that that had no place in a comic’s life. And I agree with him. People don’t listen to comedians to hear that they’re worth $100 million. In all the years I was with him, I saw him get angry, I saw this and that, but I never saw him get snooty or snobbish or look down on anybody.


It’s important to know that despite the fame, George spoke often of his grammar school friends. He loved the kids that he grew up with and he told me that they were the best people he met in his life, the kids that he met before he got kicked out of the eighth grade. He just loved them and would invite them to concert after concert. And if his friends were anywhere near New York City, and George was doing a concert, they would show up.


He invited a lot of his friends to see Carlin at Carnegie, which was something that I pushed for on HBO… I just loved the alliteration. And we had to come back; we were doing no business. Steve Martin was out there doing ten thousand to fifteen thousand people, and we were doing five hundred to eight hundred people, couldn’t even pay the transportation or opening act. And when he did Carlin at Carnegie, that’s really what brought him back.


The setup for the show wasn’t perfect. We were put into a situation where we needed a date. I had to grab a date, ’cause we needed it. We couldn’t do a safety show the night before. When we got done with that show, we went down to the basement at Carnegie Hall and he actually had tears come out of his eyes because he felt that he could’ve done better.


Since his death, people asked me if I miss him (duh). Some will ask what I miss most about him, and I will say (after giving it a good think) that I lost my teacher. I learned much about comedy and language from George. But there was so much more. George loved science and kept up with it and passed it to me. I also learned it was definitely pronounced “Keltics,” not “Seltics.” When you read this book you will get a very funny infusion of his teaching, a taste of what I got over thirty-five years traveling, working, and shooting the shit with my best friend.


Have fun.


—Jerry Hamza














THE PRIMITIVE SERGEANT


There was a first time for everything. At some point, every custom, every practice, every ritual had to be explained to people for the first time. It must have been tricky, especially in primitive societies.


For instance, the first human sacrifice. Not of the enemy, but the first ritual killing of a member of your own tribe. Someone had to announce it to the people. Someone with authority, but probably not the top guy. A sergeant. A primitive sergeant, addressing a band of early cave people—hunters, gatherers, whatever—explaining the human sacrifice. Of course, first he would have to get his other announcements out of the way.


“OK, listen up! You people in the trees, you wanna pay attention? The guys in the bushes, would ya put the woman down? All right. Now, is everybody here? Andy, check the caves. Make sure everybody’s out here. And Andy,… don’t wake up the bears! OK? Remember what happened last time. We can’t spare any more people.


“OK, a few things I wanna go over, then I’m gonna tell ya about somethin’ new. Somethin’ we haven’t tried before, so I don’t want ya to be nervous. I know ya don’t like new things. I remember last year a lotta people freaked out when someone came up with the wheel. People went nuts! They said, Well, this is it, it’s all over, it’s the end of the world, bla, bla, bla. Then somebody pointed out that we didn’t have any axles. I think it was Richie. He said if we really wanted to invent something special, we oughta come up with the axle. I guess you’re always gonna have a coupla wise guys.


“But anyway, we went ahead and made a coupla hundred of these big stone wheels, which is kinda stupid when you think about it. The only thing you can do with ’em is roll ’em down the hill. Which isn’t such a top notch idea. I think the people who live at the bottom of the hill will bear me out on that.


“OK, movin’ along here. It has come to my attention that some people have been drawin’ pictures on the walls of the caves. Pictures of bulls, antelopes, a coupla horses. I think I even seen a goat on one wall. Listen, lemme tell you somethin’. It might seem like fun to you, but it looks awful. If ya can’t keep the place clean, maybe ya don’t deserve a nice cave. Ya don’t see the bats drawin’ pictures on the walls, do ya? No. They hang upside down, they take a crap, they don’t bother anybody.


“You people don’t know when you’re well off. Maybe ya’d like to go back to livin’ in the trees, huh? Remember that? Remember the trees? Competin’ with the baboons and gibbons for hazelnuts and loganberries? Degrading! So there’ll be no more drawin’ on the walls! Coupla thousand years from now, people are gonna come here, and they’re gonna study these caves. The last thing they wanna see is a lotta horse pictures on the walls.


“OK, continuin’ on. As some of you mighta noticed, last night the fire went out. Coupla the guys on guard duty were jackin’ around, playin’ grabass, and one of ’em, Octavio, the short guy with the bushy hair. Well, one of the short guys with the bushy hair. Anyways, Octavio fell on the fire, and the fire went out. Unfortunately for Octavio, he died in the incident. Unfortunately for us, he was the only one who knew how to light the fire. So we’re gonna have a contest. The first guy to get a fire goin’, and keep it goin’, wins a prize. It’s a hat. Nothin’ fancy. Just a regular hat. The kind with the earlaps.


“OK, next item. We’re startin’ to get some complaints from the women about dating procedures. This mainly concerns the practice of clubbin’ the women on the head and draggin’ ’em back to the cave by the hair. They would like to discontinue this practice, especially the hair part. It seems some of them go to a lot of trouble and expense to fix up their hair for a date, and they feel the draggin’ has a negative effect on their appearance. As far as the clubbin’ is concerned, they’d like to elminate that too, because what happens is a lot of ’em have an enjoyable date, and then they can’t remember it in the mornin’.


“Movin’ right along. As you all know, it’s been our practice when we find a new plant that looks good to eat, we test it on the dogs to see if it’s poison. Does everyone remember the berries we tested last week on the big brown dog? How many ate the berries simply because the dog didn’t die that day? Quite a few. Well, I got bad news. The dog died last night. Apparently it was a slow-actin’ poison. Yes, Laszlo? You didn’t eat the berries? But this mornin’ you ate the dog. Well, Laszlo, ya got about a week. Food chain! How many times do I gotta tell you people? Food chain! By the way, anyone who’s gettin’ into that new cannibalism crap—I won’t mention any names—I’d strongly suggest not eatin’ Laszlo—or anyone else for that matter.


“All right, now we gotta talk about the Hated Band of Enemy People Who Live in the Dark Valley. As some of ya might know, they snuck into camp last night and stole a bunch of our stuff. They got those sticks we were savin’. They got the rocks we piled up near the big tree. And they also took sixteen trinkets; the ones we got in a trade with the Friendly Bent-over People from the Tall Mountain Near the Sun. I think it was them. It was either them or the Guys with the Really Big Foreheads Down by the River. Anyways, as I recall, we came off a cool two hundred animal skins for those trinkets, and frankly, the Chief and I think we got screwed. By the way, speakin’ of screwin’, they also stole several of our women last night. Along with a couple of those sensitive men we’ve been usin’ as women.


“OK, a new problem has come up that we’re gonna have to deal with. It concerns the growin’ menace of people chewin’ the leaves of the dream plant. It’s gotten completely outta hand. At first it wasn’t so bad. After a long day of huntin’, or gatherin’—whatever—people would chew a coupla leaves to relax. Recreational chewin’. No harm, no foul. But then some guys couldn’t leave it alone. They would chew way too much and lose control. Some of them became verbally abusive. Of course, they couldn’t help what they were sayin.’ It wasn’t them talkin’, it was the leaves. But, hey, nevertheless!


“Then we found out some people were chewin’ on the job. Not only endangerin’ the lives of their co-hunters or co-gatherers—whatever—but also lowerin’ the amount of food we acquire, while somehow, at the same time, greatly increasin’ the rate of consumption of their own food. One of the gatherers, a short guy with bushy hair, I think it was Norris, got whacked outta his skull on leaves last week, and he came in from gatherin’, with a grand total… get this… a grand total of six berries and one nut. And this guy had been out in the bushes for eight days!


“But now we’re runnin’ into an even more serious problem that affects the safety of everyone. It seems that some people are chewin’ the leaves and then runnin’ around in circles at high speed. As a result we’re startin’ to get a huge increase in the number of accidents. People are crashin’ into each other. Please! Try to remember. Chewin’ and runnin’ around in circles at high speed don’t mix. If you’re gonna run around in circles, don’t chew; and if you’re gonna chew, for God’s sake, don’t be runnin’ around in circles. Designate someone.


“So try to be aware of the signs of leaf abuse. If you’re chewin’ in the mornin’, you got a problem. If you’re chewin’ alone, you got a problem. It’s no disgrace. Get some help. Say no to leaves.


“OK, now, like I said earlier, we got a new thing we’re gonna be doin’, and I wanna announce it today. It’s gonna be a custom. Remember customs? Who can name a custom? Nat? Goin’ to sleep at night? Well, that’s close, Nat. That’s almost like a custom. Who else can name a custom? Killing the animals before we eat them? OK, actually, Jules, that’s more like a necessity, isn’t it? More like a necessity. Lookin’ for a custom. Another custom. Dwayne? Washin’ the rocks and dryin’ them off before you throw them at the enemy durin’ a rock fight? Is that what you been doin’, Dwayne? Really! Well, I guess that would explain the disproportionately high number of rock injuries in your squad, wouldn’t it?


“Anyway, this new custom is quite different, and it might come as somethin’ of a surprise to ya, so make sure you’re sittin’ down. Or at least leanin’ on somethin’ firm. You people standin’ over near the cliff, you might wanna drift over this way a little.


“Now. I want ya to remember that no matter what I say, this is gonna please the Corn God. OK? [Slowly, as if to children] The new custom… is gonna help… with the corn. Remember a coupla years ago we had no corn, and we hadda eat the trees? And a lotta people died? How many wanna go back to eatin’ the trees? OK, I rest my case. Yeah? Dwayne? You thought the trees were pretty good? Ya never disappoint me, Dwayne, ya know that? Folks, ya don’t have to look very far for a tragic example of abusin’ the dream plant, do ya?


“All right, here’s the new thing we’re gonna do, it’s called a human sacrifice. Each week, to appease the Corn God, we’re gonna kill one member of the tribe. All right, calm down! C’mon, sit down! Hey! Hold on! Hear me out on this, would ya? Just relax and hear me out on this. We’re gonna start havin’ a human sacrifice every week, probably on Saturday night. That’s when everybody seems to loosen up pretty good. So startin’ next Saturday night, about the time we run outta berry juice, we’re gonna pick one person, probably a young virgin, and we’ll throw her in the volcano. All right, girls! Please! Siddown! Please! Stop with the rocks!! Calm down, ladies. We’re not gonna do it today. I promise. Relax.


“OK, so we throw the virgin in the volcano. By the way, how many remember the volcano? Remember the fire? Remember the lava? What word comes to mind when we think about the volcano? Hot! Right. The volcano is hot. What’s that, Dwayne? No. No way. If this idea’s gonna work at all, it’s gotta be done while the volcano is actually erupting. I don’t think the Corn God is gonna be impressed if we throw some chick in a dormant volcano. It’s meaningless. I think he’s lookin’ for somethin’ with a little more screamin’ involved.


“OK, so we throw the virgin in the volcano. What’s that? How does this help with the corn? Good question. Look, Morley, I just make the announcements, OK? I’m not involved with policy. It came down from the high priests, that’s all you gotta know. This is one of those things you just gotta accept on faith. It’s like that custom we started last year of cuttin’ off a guy’s head to keep him from stealin’. At first it seemed severe, am I right? But ya gotta admit, it seems to work.


“OK, one last point: You say, Why does it have to be a young virgin; why can’t we throw a wrinkled old man in the volcano? Lemme put it this way. Did y’ever get a real good, close look at the high priests? OK. Once again, I rest my case.


“Now, the only problem we anticipate with this new custom is the distinct possibility of runnin’ out of virgins. Ya gotta figure best case scenario we’re not gonna see any corn till late next year, so it looks like we’re gonna be waxin’ virgins at quite a clip. And hey!… girls, don’t take this the wrong way… but we don’t have that many virgins to begin with, do we? Ha-ha-ha-ha!! No offense, girls! Really! No, hey, you’re very lovely.


“Well, that’s it, folks. Thanks for listenin’. Good night. Walk home slowly. And walk safely. In case you didn’t notice, the sun went down, and it’s completely fuckin’ dark.”
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